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INTRODUCTION. 


SHORTLY after the signing of the agreement with Mr. Bentley 
of the 22d of August, 1836, under which Charles Dickens 
accepted the post of editor of Bentley’s Miscellany, and under- 
took to furnish the magazine with a serial story—Oliver Twist 
—he further agreed to write two other stories for Mr. Bentley, 
one of which was to be published at a very early date, “the 
express remuneration in each case,” Mr. Forster says, although 
he does not give the figures for Barnaby, being certainly in- 
adequate to the claims of a writer of any marked popularity. 
For the third book the payment was to be £500, with an 
additional £250 on its sale reaching 3000. 

Under the first agreement the first half of Oliver Twist for 
Mr. Bentley was going on pari passu with Pickwick for Messrs. 
Chapman and Hall; the full terms of the contract under the 
second it was found impossible to carry out. The subject and 
title for Barnaby Rudge had already been selected, and the 
story to some extent planned out; but even Charles Dickens’s 
restless and insatiable industry was not equal to carrying on 
three books at once, and some alteration in the arrangements 
became inevitable. Under a compromise which was effected 
in September, 1837, the third novel—the actual date for the 
appearance of which had never been fixed—was abandoned 
altogether on satisfactory terms, and Charles Dickens under- 
took to finish Barnaby Rudge by November, 1838. This, of 
course, afforded some relief, but not much after all; for the 
new arrangement necessitated the completion of Barnaby while 
Oliver Twist was still going on, and took no account of the 
work which would be involved by anything with which it 
might be found desirable to follow Pickwick for Messrs. Chap- 
man and Hall. It is not surprising that Mr. Forster should 
describe himself as doubting its wisdom. 


vi INTRODUCTION. 


As might have been anticipated, another agreement with 
Messrs. Chapman and Hall was very quickly made—on the 
19th of November, 1837—and in April, 1838, Nicholas Nickleby, 
which was to run till October, 1839, was begun, while Oliver 
Twist had to be finished for publication in three-volume form 
by October, 1838. Naturally enough, when all this work was 
definitely planned out—the editorial duties of the Miscellany 
having also to be attended to all the time—Charles Dickens 
felt “something hanging over him like a hideous nightmare,” 
and became at last aware that “the conduct of three stories 
at the same time, and the production of a large portion of 
each every month, would have been beyond Scott himself,” 
and that it would be absolutely impossible to finish Barnaby 
Rudge by anything like the date named. Finally he wrote 
thus to Mr. Bentley on the 11th of February, 1838 :— 


I have recently been thinking a great deal about Barnaby Rudge. 
Grimaldi + has occupied so much of the short interval I had between 
the completion of Pickwick and the commencement of the new 
work, that I see it will be wholly impossible for me to produce it 
by the time I had hoped, with justice to myself or profit to you. 
What I wish you to consider is this: would it not be far more to 
your interest, as well as within the scope of my ability, if Barnaby 
Rudge began in the Miscellany immediately on the conclusion of 
Oliver Twist, and were continued there for the same time, and then 
published in three volumes? Take these simple facts into considera- 
tion. If the Miscellany is to keep its ground, it must have some 
continuous tale from me when Oliver stops. If I sat down to 
Barnaby Rudge, writing a little of it when I could (and with all my 
other engagements it would necessarily be a very long time before I 
could hope to finish it that way), it would be clearly impossible 
for me to begin a new series of papers in the Miscellany. . 
Just think of this at your leisure. Iam really anxious to do the 
best I can for you as well as for myself, and in this case the 
pecuniary advantage must be all on your side. 


The matter was not settled without considerable difficulty, 
and the suggestion that Barnaby should follow Oliver in the 
Miscellany was not adopted until the disputes to which it 
gave rise had lasted six months. Oliver Twist was to run on 
in the Miscellany until March, 1839, and some sort of a be- 


1 The Life of Grimaldi, the clown, which Charles Dickens had been 
arranging and editing for Mr. Bentley, 
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ginning was made with Barnaby Rudge during the later months 
of 1838, but the situation had by degrees become more and 
more intolerable, and Charles Dickens felt himself forced at 
last to break away from it altogether. On the 21st of January, 
1839, he wrote thus to Mr. Forster, enclosing the copy of a 
letter which he had decided on sending to Mr. Bentley :— 


It is no fiction to say that at present I cannot write this tale. 
The immense profits which Oliver has realised to its publisher, and 
is still realising ; the paltry, wretched, miserable sum it brought to 
me (not equal to what is every day paid for a novel that sells 
fifteen hundred copies at most); the recollection of this, and the 
consciousness that I have still the slavery and drudgery of another 
work on the same journeyman-terms ;- the consciousness that my 
books are enriching everybody connected with them but myself, 
and that I, with such a popularity as I have acquired, am struggling 
in old toils, and wasting my energies in the very height and fresh- 
ness of my fame, and the best part of my life, to fill the pockets of 
others, while for those who are nearest and dearest to me I can realise 
little more than a genteel subsistence: all this puts me out of heart 
and spirits ; and I cannot—cannot and will not—under such circum- 
stances that keep me down with an iron hand, distress myself by 
beginning this tale until I have had time to breathe ; and until the 
intervention of the summer, and some cheerful days in the country, 
shall have restored me to a more genial and composed state of seel- 
ing. There—for six months Barnaby Rudge stands over, And but 
for you, it should stand over altogether. 


This brought about the crisis which had been impending 
for so long. Charles Dickens retired from the editorship of 
Bentley's Miscellany in March, 1839, and Barnaby Rudge “stood 
over” sine die, with the eventual result that in June, 1840, a 
payment of £2250 was made to Mr. Bentley for the copyright 
and stock on hand of Oliver Twist, and that the Barnaby 
agreement was, at the same time, cancelled altogether. 

The money necessary to carry out this arrangement was 
advanced by Messrs. Chapman and Hall under the following 
conditions, which were set forth in a letter from Charles 
Dickens to the firm, dated the 2d of July, 1840 :— 


The terms upon which you advance the money to-day for the 
purchase of the copyright and stock of Oliver on my behalf, are 
understood between us to be these. That this £2250 is to be 
deducted from the purchase-money of a work by me entitled 
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Barnaby Rudge, of which two chapters are now in your hands, and 
of which the whole is to be written within some convenient time 
to be agreed upon between us. But if it should not be written 
(which God forbid !) within five years, you are to havea lien to this 
amount on the property belonging to me that is now in your hands, 
namely, my shares in the stock and copyright of Sketches by Boz, 
The Pickwick Papers, Nicholas Nickleby, Oliver Twist, and Master 
Humphrey's Clock; in which we do not include any share of the 
current profits of the last-named work, which I shall remain at 
liberty to draw at the times stated in our agreement. Your pur- 
chase of Barnaby Rudge is made upon the following terms: It is 
to consist of matter sufficient for ten monthly numbers of the size 
of Pickwick and Nickleby, which you are, however, at liberty to 
divide and publish in fifteen smaller numbers if you think fit. 
The terms for the purchase of this edition in numbers, and for the 
copyright of the whole book for six months after the publication of 
the last number, are £3000. At the expiration of the six months 
the whole copyright reverts to me. 


But even this plan was not to be carried out in its entirety. 
The ten monthly numbers were never to be published, and 
Barnaby Rudge, after all the changes in his destiny, was fated 
to follow The Old Curiosity Shop in Master Humphrey's Clock, an 
arrangement being made whereby the advance of £2250 
should be repaid out of the profits of the Clock. 

The intended publication of Barnaby Rudge was heralded 
by the following announcement, which appeared on the 
wrapper of No. 41 of the Clock, the 9th of January, 1841 :— 


Messrs. Chapman and Hall have the pleasure of announcing 
that Barnaby Rudge will form the next tale in Master Humphrey's 
Clock. It will commence immediately upon the completion of The 
Old Curiosity Shop, which will extend to about the 45th number 
of the work. Barnaby Rudge, though originally projected with a 
view to its separate publication in another and much more expen- 
sive form, will be, like its predecessor, written by Mr. Dickens 
expressly for these pages. 


The first chapter was begun at page 229 of the second 
volume, and the story ran without interruption to the end 
of the third. After the discontinuance of Master Humphrey’s 
Clock, Barnaby Rudge was republished, uniform with The Old 
Curiosity Shop, in its original imperial octavo form, with the 
pagination and running head title retained, but as an inde- 
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pendent book, at thirteen shillings. The preface was that 
which had been published with the third volume of Master 
Humphrey's Clock, and was preceded by the following: 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


This Tale is now reprinted, for the reader’s greater convenience, 
from the stereotyped plates of Master Humpurey’s C1oox, and is 
here presented, complete, in one volume. As it began to appear in 
the second volume of that publication, the number of the pages in 
the present Edition will occasionally be found to be defective. 


The preface itself ran as follows :— 


Tf the object an author has had, in writing a book, cannot be 
discovered from its perusal, the probability is that it is either very 
deep, or very shallow. Hoping that mine may lie somewhere 
between these two extremes, I shall say very little about it, and 
that, only in reference to one point. 

No account of the Gordon Riots having been to my knowledge 
introduced into any Work of Fiction, and the subject presenting 
very extraordinary and remarkable features, I was led to project 
this Tale. 

It is unnecessary to say, that these shameful tumults, while they 
reflect indelible disgrace upon the time in which they occurred, 
and all who had act or part in them, teach a good lesson. That 
what we falsely call a religious cry is easily raised by men who 
have no religion, and who in their daily practice set at nought the 
commonest principles of right and wrong; that it is begotten of 
intolerance and persecution ; that it is senseless, besotted, inveterate, 
and unmerciful ; all History teaches us. But perhaps we do not 
know it in our hearts too well, to profit by even so humble and 
familiar an example as the “No Popery” Riots of Seventeen Hundred 
and Kighty. 

However imperfectly those disturbances are set forth in the 
following pages, they are impartially painted by one who has no 
sympathy with the Romish Church, although he acknowledges, 
as most men do, some esteemed friend among the followers of its 
creed, 

It may be observed that, in the description of the principal 
outrages, reference has been made to the best authorities of that 
time, such as they are ; and that the account given in this Tale, of 
all the main features of the Riots, is substantially correct, 

It may be further remarked, that Mr. Dennis’s allusions to the 
flourishing condition of his trade in those days, have their founda- 
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tion in Truth, not in the Author’s fancy. Any file of old News- 
papers, or odd volume of the Annual Register, will prove this with 
terrible ease. 

Even the case of Mary Jones, dwelt upon with so much 
pleasure by the same character, is no effort of invention, The 
facts were stated, exactly as they are stated here, in the House of 
Commons, Whether they afforded as much entertainment to the 
merry gentlemen assembled there, as some other most affecting 
circumstances of a similar nature mentioned by Sir Samuel 
Romilly, is not recorded. 

It is a great pleasure to me to add in this place—for which I 
have reserved the acknowledgment—that for a beautiful thought, 
in the last chapter but one of “The Old Curiosity Shop” I am indebted 
to Mr. Rogers. It is taken from his charming Tale, “ Ginevra”: 

“ And long might’st thou have seen 


An old man wandering as in quest of something, 
Something he could not find—he knew not what.” 


DEVONSHIRE TERRACE, YORK GATE, 
November, 1841. 


In the first double-column crown octavo edition of Charles 
Dickens’s books Barnaby Rudge was the fourth published, in a 
volume of three hundred and eighty pages bound in cloth, at 
four shillings, and had a frontispiece from a drawing by Hablot 
Browne, and a new preface dated London, March, 1849, which 
ran as follows :— 


PREFACE. 


As it is Mr. Waterton’s opinion that ravens are gradually be- 
coming extinct in England, I offer a few words here about mine. 

The raven in this story is a compound of two great originals, of 
whom I have been, at different times, the proud possessor. The 
first was in the bloom of his youth, when he was discovered in a 
modest retirement in London, by a friend of mine, and given to 
me. He had from the first, as Sir Hugh Evans says of Anne Page, 
“good gifts,” which he improved by study and attention in a most 
exemplary manner. He slept in a stable—generally on horseback— 
and so terrified a Newfoundland dog by his preternatural sagacity, 
that he has been known, by the mere superiority of his genius, 
to walk off unmolested with the dog’s dinner, from before his face. 
He was rapidly rising in acquirements and virtues, when, in an 
evil hour, his stable was newly painted. He observed the work- 
men closely, saw that they were careful of the paint, and immedi- 
ately burned to possess it. On their going to dinner, he ate up all 
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they had left behind, consisting of a pound or two of white lead ; 
and this youthful indiscretion terminated in death. 

While I was yet inconsolable for his loss, another friend of 
mine in Yorkshire discovered an older and more gifted raven at a 
village public-house, which he prevailed upon the landlord to part 
with for a consideration, and sent up to me. The first act of this 
Sage, was, to administer to the effects of his predecessor, by dis- 
interring all the cheese and haifpence he had buried in the garden 
—a work of immense labour and research, to which he devoted all 
the energies of his mind. When he had achieved this task, he 
applied himself to the acquisition of stable language, in which he 
soon became such an adept, that he would perch outside my 
window and drive imaginary horses with great skill, all day, 
Perhaps even I never saw him at his best, for his former master 
sent his duty with him, “and if I wished the bird to come out very 
strong, would I be so good as show him a drunken man ”—which 
I never did, having (unfortunately) none but sober people at hand. 
But I could hardly have respected him more, whatever the stimu- 
lating influences of this sight might have been. He had not the 
least respect, I am sorry to say, for me in return, or for anybody 
but the cook; to whom he was attached—but only, I fear, as a 
Policeman might have been. Once, I met him unexpectedly, about 
half-a-mile off, walking down the middle of the public street, 
attended by a pretty large crowd, and spontaneously exhibiting the 
whole of his accomplishments. His gravity under those trying 
circumstances, I never can forget, nor the extraordinary gallantry 
with which, refusing to be brought home, he defended himself 
behind a pump, until overpowered by numbers. It may have 
been that he was too bright a genius to live long, or it may have 
been that he took some pernicious substance into his bill, and thence 
into his maw—which is not improbable, seeing that he new-pointed 
the greater part of the garden-wall by digging out the mortar, 
broke countless squares of glass by scraping away the putty all 
round the frames, and tore up and swallowed, in splinters, the 
greater part of a wooden staircase of six steps and a landing—but 
after some three years he too was taken ill, and died before the 
kitchen fire. He kept his eye to the last upon the meat as it 
roasted, and suddenly turned over on his back with a sepulchral 
cry of “Cuckoo!” Since then I have been ravenless, 

Of the story of Barnaby Rupes itself, I do not think I can say 
anything here more to the purpose than the following passages 
from the original Preface :— 


“No account of the Gordon Riots having been to my know- 
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ledge introduced into any Work of Fiction, and the subject pre- 
senting very extraordinary and remarkable features, I was led to 
project this Tale. 

“It is unnecessary to say, that those shameful tumults, while 
they reflect indelible disgrace upon the time in which they 
occurred, and all who had act or part in them, teach a good lesson. 
That what we falsely call a religious cry is easily raised by men 
who have no religion, and who in their daily practice set at nought 
the commonest principles of right and wrong ; that it is begotten 
of intolerance and persecution; that it is senseless, besotted, 
inveterate, and unmerciful; all History teaches us. But perhaps 
we do not know it in our hearts too well, to profit by even 
so humble an example as the ‘No Popery’ riots of Seventeen 
Hundred and Eighty. 

‘*‘ However imperfectly those disturbances are set forth in the 
following pages, they are impartially painted by one who has no 
sympathy with the Romish Church, although he acknowledges, as 
most men do, some esteemed friends among the followers of its 
creed. 

“Tt may be observed that, in the description of tae principal 
outrages, reference has been had to the best authorities of that 
time, such as they are; and that the account given in this Tale, 
of all the main features of the Riots, is substantially correct. 

“Tt may be further remarked, that Mr. Dennis’s allusions to the 
flourishing condition of his trade in those days, have their founda- 
tion in Truth, and not in the Author’s fancy. Any file of old 
Newspapers, or odd volume of the Annual Register will prove this, 
with terrible ease. 

“ven the case of Mary Jones, dwelt upon with so much 
pleasure by the same character, is no effort of invention. The facts 
were stated, exactly as they are stated here, in the House of 
Commons. Whether they afforded as much entertainment to the 
merry gentlemen assembled there, as some other most affecting 
circumstances of a similar nature mentioned by Sir Samuel Romilly, 
is not recorded,” 


That the case of Mary Jones may speak the more emphatically 
for itself, I now subjoin it, as related by Str Witt1amM MEREDITH in 
a speech in Parliament, “on Frequent Executions,” made in 1777 :— 


“Under this act,” the Shop-lifting Act, “one Mary Jones was 
executed, whose case I shall just mention ; it was at the time when 
press-warrants were issued, on the alarm about Falkland Islands. 
The woman’s husband was pressed, their goods seized for some 
debts of his, and she, with two small children, turned into the 
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streets a-begging. It is a circumstance not to be forgotten, that 
she was very young (under nineteen), and most remarkably hand- 
some, She went to a linen-draper’s shop, took some coarse linen 
off the counter, and slipped it under her cloak ; the shopman saw 
her, and she laid it down: for this she was hanged. Her defence 
was (I have the trial in my pocket), ‘that she had lived in credit, 
and wanted for nothing, till a press-gang came and stole her hus- 
band from her ; but, since then, she had no bed to lie on ; nothing 
to give her children to eat; and they were almost naked; and 
perhaps she might have done something wrong, for she hardly 
knew what she did.’ The parish officers testified the truth of this 
story ; but it seems, there had been a good deal of shop-lifting 
about Ludgate; an example was thought necessary; and this 
woman was hanged for the comfort and satisfaction of shopkeepers 
in Ludgate Street. When brought to receive sentence, she behaved 
in such a frantic manner, as proved her mind to be in a distracted 
and desponding state; and the child was sucking at her breast 
when she set out for Tyburn.” 


Lonpon, March, 1849. 


One of the most important of the later editions was that 
contained in the “Household Edition” of Messrs. Chapman 
and Hall—a volume of three hundred and twenty-two pages, 
with forty-six illustrations by F. Barnard, published, in paper 
covers at three shillings and in cloth at four shillings, in 1874. 
In the “Library Edition” Barnaby Rudge was bound up with 
Hard Times, the whole making two volumes. 

Of outside illustrations to Barnaby Rudge were a series of 
four plates to illustrate the cheap edition, by Hablot Browne— 
Emma Haredale, Dolly Varden, Mrs. Varden and Miggs, and 
Hugh and Barnaby—published, with the author’s approbation, 
in a green wrapper at one shilling by Messrs. Chapman and 
Hall in 1849, which are now very scarce; and “ Barnaby 
Rudge’s Portrait Gallery,” which was advertised on one of 
the Clock wrappers in the following terms: “ All readers of 
Humphrey’s Clock should purchase ‘ Barnaby Rudge’s Portrait 
Gallery, containing twenty splendid engravings by E. 
Richardson. Price 2d.” 

Among the pictures in Charles Dickens’s collection—which, 
under the provisions of his will, were sold at Christie’s—was 
“Dolly Varden,” a charming example of W. P. Frith, R.A., 
which realised the large sum of one thousand guineas; a 
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drawing by F. W Topham, “ Barnaby Rudge and his Mother,” 
presented by the artist, was sold for £115:10s.; and the 
rather dilapidated stuffed remains of the original Grip in a 
glass case were bought by the London Stereoscopic Company 
for £126. This large sum was given as a commercial specu- 
lation with a view to the sale of photographs, and the trans- 
action was said to have turned out very well. The last bidder 
among the public was the late Andrew Halliday, a genuine 
Dickens enthusiast, who went, so far as I remember, up to 
a hundred guineas. 

The original manuscript of Barnaby Rudge is at South 
Kensington. 

The first dramatic version of Barnaby was that of Messrs. 
Charles Selby and Charles Melville, which was first performed 
at the English Opera House on the 28th of June, 1841. In 
this piece Barnaby himself was played by Miss Fortescue, 
afterwards Lady Gardner, and we have it on Mr. Forster’s 
authority that this was the only representative of one of his 
own characters on which he ever heard Charles Dickens dwell 
with thorough liking—although my own recollection goes 
further, for I have heard him speak in terms of high praise of 
Madame Celeste’s Madame Defarge, and of Sam Emery’s 
Peggotty, not to mention Mrs. Keeley’s Dot ; while his letter 
to Frederick Yates about Mantalini (which will be found in 
the Introduction to Nicholas Nickleby in the present edition) 
was even enthusiastic. 

Macready was also considerably impressed by Miss 
Fortescue’s Barnaby, and says of the performance in his 
Diary, under date of the 7th of July, 1841: “I went to the 
English Opera House, and saw a piece on Barnaby Rudge, Miss 
Fortescue acting the part of Barnaby with great vivacity, and 
grace and power.” 


CHARLES DICKENS 
THE YOUNGER. 


BARNABY RUDGE. 


CHAPTER THE FIRST. 


In the year 1775, there stood upon the borders of Epping 
Forest, at a distance of about twelve miles from London—measur- 
ing from the Standard in Cornhill, or rather from the spot on or 
near to which the Standard used to be in days of yore—a house 
of public entertainment called the Maypole; which fact was de- 
monstrated to all such travellers as could neither read nor write 
(and sixty years ago a vast number both of travellers and stay-at- 
homes were in this condition) by the emblem reared on the roadside 
over against the house, which, if not of those goodly proportions 
that Maypoles were wont to present in olden times, was a fair 
young ash, thirty feet in height, and straight as any arrow that 
ever English yeoman drew. 

The Maypole—by which term from henceforth is meant the 
house, and not its sign—the Maypole was an old building, with 
more gable ends than a lazy man would care to count on a sunny 
day ; huge zigzag chimneys, out of which it seemed as though 
even smoke could not choose but come in more than naturally 
fantastic shapes, imparted to it in its tortuous progress ; and vast 
stables, gloomy, ruinous, and empty. The place was said to have 
been built in the days of King Henry the Highth; and there was 
a legend, not only that Queen Elizabeth had slept there one night 
while upon a hunting excursion, to wit, in a certain oak-panelled 
room with a deep bay window, but that next morning, while 
standing on a mounting-block before the door with one foot in the 
stirrup, the Virgin Monarch had then and there boxed and cuffed 
an unlucky page for some neglect of duty. The matter-of-fact and 
doubtful folks, of whom there were a few among the Maypole 
customers, as unluckily there always are in every little community, 
were inclined to look upon this tradition as rather apocryphal ; but 
whenever the landlord of that ancient hostelry appealed to the 
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mounting-block itself as evidence, and triumphantly pointed out 
that there it stood in the same place to that very day, the doubters 
never failed to be put down by a large majority, and all true 
believers exulted as in a victory. 

Whether these, and many other stories of the like nature, were 
true or untrue, the Maypole was really an old house, a very old 
house, perhaps as old as it claimed to be, and perhaps older, which 
will sometimes happen with houses of an uncertain, as with ladies 
of a certain age. Its windows were old diamond-pane lattices, its 
floors were sunken and uneven, its ceilings blackened by the hand 


of Time, and heavy with massive beams. Over the doorway was 
an ancient porch, quaintly and grotesquely carved; and here on 
summer evenings the more favoured customers smoked and drank 
—ay, and sang many a good song too, sometimes—reposing on 
two grim-looking high-backed settles, which, like the twin dragons 
of some fairy tale, guarded the entrance to the mansion. 

In the chimneys of the disused rooms, swallows had built their 
nests for many a long year, and from earliest spring to latest 
autumn whole colonies of sparrows chirped and twittered in the 
eaves, There were more pigeons about the dreary stable-yard and 
outbuildings than anybody but the landlord could reckon up. 
The wheeling and circling flights of runts, fantails, tumblers, and 
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pouters, were perhaps not quite consistent with the grave and 
sober character of the building, but the monotonous cooing, which 
never ceased to be raised by some among them all day long, suited 
it exactly, and seemed to lull it to rest. With its overhanging 
stories, drowsy little panes of glass, and front bulging out and 
projecting over the pathway, the old house looked as if it were 
nodding in its sleep. Indeed it needed no very great stretch of 
fancy to detect in it other resemblances to humanity. The bricks 
of which it was built had originally been a deep dark red, but had 
grown yellow and discoloured like an old man’s skin; the sturdy 
timbers had decayed like teeth ; and here and there the ivy, like 
a warm garment to comfort it in its age, wrapt its green leaves 
closely round the time-worn walls. 

It was a hale and hearty age though, still: and in the summer 
or autumn evenings, when the glow of the setting sun fell upon 
the oak and chestnut trees of the adjacent forest, the old house, 
partaking of its lustre, seemed their fit companion, and to have 
many good years of life in him yet. 

The evening with which we have to do, was neither a summer 
nor an autumn one, but the twilight of a day in March, when the 
wind howled dismally among the bare branches of the trees, and 
rumbling in the wide chimneys and driving the rain against the 
windows of the Maypole Inn, gave such of its frequenters as 
chanced to be there at the moment an undeniable reason for pro- 
longing their stay, and caused the landlord to prophesy that the 
night would certainly clear at eleven o’clock precisely,—which by 
a remarkable coincidence was the hour at which he always closed 
his house. 

The name of him upon whom the spirit of prophecy thus 
descended was John Willet, a burly, large-headed man with a fat 
face, which betokened profound obstinacy and slowness of appre- 
hension, combined with a very strong reliance upon his own merits. 
It was John Willet’s ordinary boast in his more placid moods that 
if he were slow he was sure; which assertion could in one sense 
at least be by no means gainsaid, seeing that he was in everything 
unquestionably the reverse of fast, and withal one of the most 
dogged and positive fellows in existence—always sure that what 
he thought or said or did was right, and holding it as a thing 
quite settled and ordained by the laws of nature and Providence, 
that anybody who said or did or thought otherwise must be 
inevitably and of necessity wrong. 

Mr. Willet walked slowly up to the window, flattened his fat 
nose against the cold glass, and shading his eyes that his sight 
might not be affected by the ruddy glow of the fire, looked abroad. 
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Then he walked slowly back to his old seat in the chimney-corner, 
and, composing himself in it with a slight shiver, such as a man 
might give way to and so acquire an additional relish for the 
warm blaze, said, looking round upon his guests : 

“Tt’ll clear at eleven o’clock. No sooner and no later. Not 
before and not arterwards.” 

“How do you make out that?” said a little man in the 
opposite corner. ‘‘The moon is past the full, and she rises at 
nine.” 

John looked sedately and solemnly at his questioner until he 
had brought his mind to bear upon the whole of his observation, 
and then made answer, in a tone which seemed to imply that the 
moon was peculiarly his business and nobody else’s : 

“Never you mind about the moon. Don’t you trouble your- 
self about her. You let the moon alone, and Ill let you alone.” 

** No offence I hope?” said the little man. 

Again John waited leisurely until the observation had 
thoroughly penetrated to his brain, and then replying, ‘“‘ No 
offence as yet,” applied a light to his pipe and smoked in placid 
silence ; now and then casting a sidelong look at a man wrapped 
in a loose riding-coat with huge cuffs ornamented with tarnished 
silver lace and large metal buttons, who sat apart from the 
regular frequenters of the house, and wearing a hat flapped over 
his face, which was still further shaded by the hand on which his 
forehead rested, looked unsociable enough. 

There was another guest, who sat, booted and spurred, at some 
distance from the fire also, and whose thoughts—to judge from 
his folded arms and knitted brows, and from the untasted liquor 
before him—were occupied with other matters than the topics 
under discussion or the persons who discussed them. This was a 
young man of about eight-and-twenty, rather above the middle 
height, and though of a somewhat slight figure, gracefully and 
strongly made. He wore his own dark hair, and was accoutred 
in a riding-dress, which, together with his large boots (resembling 
in shape and fashion those worn by our Life Guardsmen at the 
present day), showed indisputable traces of the bad condition of 
the roads. But travel-stained though he was, he was well and 
even richly attired, and without being over-dressed looked a 
gallant gentleman. 

Lying upon the table beside him, as he had carelessly thrown 
them down, were a heavy riding-whip and a slouched hat, the 
latter worn no doubt as being best suited to the inclemency of the 
weather. There, too, were a pair of pistols in a holster-case, and 
a short riding-cloak. Little of his face was visible, except the 
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long dark lashes which concealed his downcast eyes, but an air of 
careless ease and natural gracefulness of demeanour pervaded the 
figure, and seemed to comprehend even these slight accessories, 
which were all handsome, and in good keeping. 

Towards this young gentleman the eyes of Mr. Willet wandered 
but once, and then as if in mute inquiry whether he had observed 
his silent neighbour. It was plain that John and the young 
gentleman had often met before. Finding that his look was not 
returned, or indeed observed by the person to whom it was ad- 
dressed, John gradually concentrated the whole power of his eyes 


into one focus, and brought it to bear upon the man in the flapped 
hat, at whom he came to stare in course of time with an intensity 
so remarkable, that it affected his fireside cronies, who all, as with 
one accord, took their pipes from their lips, and stared with open 
mouths at the stranger likewise. 

The sturdy landlord had a large pair of dull fish-like eyes, and 
the little man who had hazarded the remark about the moon (and 
who was the parish-clerk and bell-ringer of Chigwell; a village 
hard by) had little round black shiny eyes like beads ; moreover 
this little man wore at the knees of his rusty black breeches, and 
on his rusty black coat, and all down his long flapped waistcoat, 
little queer buttons like nothing except his eyes; but so like 
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them, that as they twinkled and glistened in the light of the fire, 
which shone too in his bright shoe-buckles, he seemed all eyes 
from head to foot, and to be gazing with every one of them at the 
unknown customer. No wonder that a man should grow restless 
under such an inspection as this, to say nothing of the eyes be- 
longing to short Tom Cobb the general chandler and post-office 
keeper, and long Phil Parkes the ranger, both of whom, infected 
by the example of their companions, regarded him of the flapped 
hat no less attentively. 

The stranger became restless; perhaps from being exposed to 
this raking fire of eyes, perhaps from the nature of his previous 
meditations —most probably from the latter cause, for as he 
changed his position and looked hastily round, he started to find 
himself the object of such keen regard, and darted an angry and 
suspicious glance at the fireside group. It had the effect of im- 
mediately diverting all eyes to the chimney, except those of John 
Willet, who finding himself, as it were, caught in the fact, and 
not being (as has been already observed) of a very ready nature, 
remained staring at his guest in a particularly awkward and dis- 
concerted manner. 

“Well?” said the stranger. 

Well. There was not much in well. It was not a long speech. 
“T thought you gave an order,” said the landlord, after a pause of 
two or three minutes for consideration. 

The stranger took off his hat, and disclosed the hard features 
of a man of sixty or thereabouts, much weather-beaten and worn 
by time, and the naturally harsh expression of which was not im- 
proved by a dark handkerchief which was bound tightly round his 
head, and, while it served the purpose of a wig, shaded his fore- 
head, and almost hid his eyebrows. If it were intended to conceal 
or divert attention from a deep gash, now healed into an ugly 
seam, which when it was first inflicted must have laid bare his 
cheekbone, the object was but indifferently attained, for it could 
scarcely fail to be noted at a glance. His complexion was of a 
cadaverous hue, and he had a grizzly jagged beard of some three 
weeks’ date. Such was the figure (very meanly and poorly clad) 
that now rose from the seat, and stalking across the room sat 
down in a corner of the chimney, which the politeness or fears of 
the little clerk very readily assigned to him. 

“A highwayman!” whispered Tom Cobb to Parkes the ranger. 

“Do you suppose highwaymen don’t dress handsomer than 
that?” replied Parkes. “It’s a better business than you think 
for, Tom, and highwaymen don’t need or use to be shabby, take 
my word for it,” 
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Meanwhile the subject of their speculations had done due 
honour to the house by calling for some drink, which was 
promptly supplied by the landlord’s son Joe, a broad-shouldered 
strapping young fellow of twenty, whom it pleased his father still 
to consider a little boy, and to treat accordingly. Stretching out 
his hands to warm them by the blazing fire, the man turned his 
head towards the company, and after running his eye sharply over 
them, said in a voice well suited to his appearance : 

“What house is that which stands a mile or so from here?” 

“ Public-house?” said the landlord, with his usual delibera- 
tion. 

“Public-house, father!” exclaimed Joe, “‘where’s the public- 
house within a mile or so of the Maypole? He means the great 
house—the Warren—naturally and of course. The old red brick 
house, Sir, that stands in its own grounds—?” 

“« Ay,” said the stranger. 

“And that fifteen or twenty years ago stood in a park five 
times as broad, which with other and richer property has bit by 
bit changed hands and dwindled away—more’s the pity!” pursued 
the young man. 

** Maybe,” was the reply. ‘But my question related to the 
owner, What it has been I don’t care to know, and what it is I 
can see for myself.” 

The heir-apparent to the Maypole pressed his finger on his 
lips, and glancing at the young gentleman already noticed, who 
had changed his attitude when the house was first mentioned, 
replied in a lower tone, 

“The owner’s name is Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey Haredale, and” 
again he glanced in the same direction as before—“and a 
worthy gentleman too—hem !” 

Paying as little regard to this admonitory cough, as to the 
significant gesture that had preceded it, the stranger pursued his 
questioning. 

“T turned out of my way coming here, and took the footpath 
that crosses the grounds. Who was the young lady that I saw 
entering a carriage? His daughter?” 

“Why, how should I know, honest man?” replied Joe, con- 
triving in the course of some arrangements about the hearth, to 
advance close to his questioner and pluck him by the sleeve, ‘ I 
didn’t see the young lady you know. Whew! There’s the wind 
again—and rain—well it 7s a night!” 

“Rough weather indeed!” observed the strange man. 

“Yowre used to it?” said Joe, catching at anything which 
seemed to promise a diversion of the subject. 
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“Pretty well,” returned the other. ‘“ About the young lady— 
has Mr. Haredale a daughter ?” 

“No, no,” said the young fellow fretfully, “he’s a single 
gentleman—he’s—be quiet, can’t you, man? Don’t you see this 
talk is not relished yonder ?” 

Regardless of this whispered remonstrance, and affecting not to 
hear it, his tormentor provokingly continued : 

“Single men have had daughters before now. Perhaps she 
may be his daughter, though he is not married.” 

“What do you mean?” said Joe, adding in an under tone as 
he approached him again, ‘‘ Yowll come in for it presently, I know 
you will!” 

“‘T mean no harm ”—returned the traveller boldly, “and have 
said none that I know of. I ask a few questions—as any stranger 
may, and not unnaturally—about the inmates of a remarkable 
house in a neighbourhood which is new to me, and you are as 
aghast and disturbed as if I were talking treason against King 
George. Perhaps you can tell me why, Sir, for (as I say) lama 
stranger, and this is Greek to me?” 

The latter observation was addressed to the obvious cause of 
Joe Willet’s discomposure, who had risen and was adjusting his 
riding-cloak preparatory to sallying abroad. Briefly replying that 
he could give him no information, the young man beckoned to 
Joe, and handing him a piece of money in payment of his reckon- 
ing, hurried out attended by young Willet himself, who taking up 
a candle followed to light him to the house door. 

While Joe was absent on this errand, the elder Willet and his 
three companions continued to smoke with profound gravity, and 
in a deep silence, each having his eyes fixed on a huge copper 
boiler that was suspended over the fire. After some time John 
Willet slowly shook his head, and thereupon his friends slowly 
shook theirs; but no man withdrew his eyes from the boiler, or 
altered the solemn expression of his countenance in the slightest 
degree. 

At length Joe returned—very talkative and conciliatory, as 
though with a strong presentiment that he was going to be found 
fault with. 

“Such a thing as love is!” he said, drawing a chair near the 
fire, and looking round for sympathy. ‘‘ He has set off to walk to 
London,—all the way to London. His nag gone lame in riding 
out here this blessed afternoon, and comfortably littered down in 
our stable at this minute; and he giving up a good hot supper 
and our best bed, because Miss Haredale has gone to a masquerade 
up in town, and he has set his heart upon seeing her! I don’t 
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think I could persuade myself to do that, beautiful as she is,— 
but then I’m not in love (at least I don’t think I am), and that’s 
the whole difference.” 

“ He is in love then?” said the stranger. 

“Rather,” replied Joe. ‘‘He’ll never be more in love, and 
may very easily be less.” 

“Silence, Sir!” cried his father. 

“ What a chap you are, Joe!” said Long Parkes. 

‘Such a inconsiderate lad!” murmured Tom Cobb. 

“Putting himself forward and wringing the very nose off his 
own father’s face!” exclaimed the parish-clerk, metaphorically. 

*“What have I done?” reasoned poor Joe. 

“Silence, Sir!” returned his father, “what do you mean by 
talking, when you see people that are more than two or three 
times your age, sitting still and silent and not dreaming of saying 
a word?” 

“‘Why that’s the proper time for me to talk, isn’t it?” said 
Joe rebelliously. 

“The proper time, Sir!” retorted his father, “the proper 
time’s no time.” 

“Ah to be sure!” muttered Parkes, nodding gravely to the 
other two who nodded likewise, observing under their breaths that 
that was the point. 

“The proper time’s no time, Sir,” repeated John Willet ; 
‘‘when I was your age I never talked, I never wanted to talk. I 
listened and improved myself, that’s what J did.” 

“ And you'd find your father rather a tough customer in argey- 
ment, Joe, if anybody was to try and tackle him—” said Parkes. 

“ For the matter o’ that, Phil!” observed Mr. Willet, blowing 
a long, thin, spiral cloud of smoke out of the corner of his mouth, 
and staring at it abstractedly as it floated away ; “For the matter 
o’ that, Phil, argeyment is a gift of Natur. If Natur has gifted a 
man with powers of argeyment, a man has a right to make the 
best of ’em, and has not a right to stand on false delicacy, and 
deny that he is so gifted; for that is a turning of his back on 
Natur, a flouting of her, a slighting of her precious caskets, and a 
proving of one’s self to be a swine that isn’t worth her scattering 
pearls before.” 

The landlord pausing here for a very long time, Mr. Parkes 
naturally concluded that he had brought his discourse to an end ; 
and therefore, turning to the young man with some austerity, 
exclaimed : 

* You hear what your father says, Joe? You wouldn’t much 
like to tackle him in argeyment, I’m thinking, Sir.” 
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“Tr,” said John Willet, turning his eyes from the ceiling to 
the face of his interrupter, and uttering the monosyllable in 
capitals, to apprise him that he had put in his oar, as the vulgar 
say, with unbecoming and irreverent haste; “Ir, Sir, Natur has 
fixed upon me the gift of argeyment, why should I not own to it, 
and rather glory in the same? Yes, Sir, I am a tough customer 
that way. You are right, Sir. My toughness has been proved, 
Sir, in this room many and many a time, as I think you know; 
and if you don’t know,” added John, putting his pipe in his 
mouth again, ‘‘so much the better, for I an’t proud and am not a 
going to tell you.” 

A general murmur from his three cronies, and a general shaking 
of heads at the copper boiler, assured John Willet that they had 
had good experience of his powers and needed no further evidence 
to assure them of his superiority. John smoked with a little 
more dignity and surveyed them in silence. 

“Tts all very fine talking,” muttered Joe, who had been 
fidgeting in his chair with divers uneasy gestures. ‘‘ But if you 
mean to tell me that ’m never to open my lips—” 

“Silence, Sir!” roared his father. ‘‘No, you never are. 
When your opinion’s wanted, you give it. When you're spoke to, 
you speak. When your opinion’s not wanted and you're not spoke 
to, don’t give an opinion and don’t you speak. The world’s 
undergone a nice alteration since my time, certainly. My belief is 
that there an’t any boys left—that there isn’t such a thing asa 
boy—that there’s nothing now between a male baby and a man 
‘and that all the boys went out with his blessed Majesty King 
George the Second.” 

“That's a very true observation, always excepting the young 
princes,” said the parish-clerk, who, as the representative of 
Church and State in that company, held himself bound to the 
nicest loyalty. ‘If it’s godly and righteous for boys, being of the 
ages of boys, to behave themselves like boys, then the young 
princes must be boys and cannot be otherwise.” 

“‘Did you ever hear tell of mermaids, Sir?” said Mr. Willet. 

“ Certainly I have,” replied the clerk. 

“Very good,” said Mr. Willet. ‘“ According to the constitution 
of mermaids, so much of a mermaid as is not a woman must be a 
fish. According to the constitution of young princes, so much of 
a young prince (if anything) as is not. actually an angel, must be 
godly and righteous. Therefore if it’s becoming and godly and 
righteous in the young princes (as it is at their ages) that they 
should be boys, they are and must be boys, and cannot by 
possibility be anything else.” 
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This elucidation of a knotty point being received with such 
marks of approval as to put John Willet into a good humour, he 
contented himself with repeating to his son his command of silence, 
and addressing the stranger, said : 

“Tf you had asked your questions of a grown-up-person—of me 
or any of these gentlemen—you’d have had some satisfaction, and 
wouldn’t have wasted breath. Miss Haredale is Mr. Geoffrey 
Haredale’s niece.” 

“Ts her father alive?” said the man, carelessly. 

“No,” rejoined the landlord, ‘‘he is not alive, and he is not 
dead—” 

“Not dead!” cried the other. 

“Not dead in a common sort of way,” said the landlord. 

The cronies nodded to each other, and Mr. Parkes remarked in 
an under tone, shaking his head meanwhile as who should say, 
“Jet no man contradict me, for I won’t believe him,” that John 
Willet was in amazing force to-night, and fit to tackle a Chief 
Justice. 

The stranger suffered a short pause to elapse, and then asked 
abruptly, “‘ What do you mean?” 

“More than you think for, friend,” returned John Willet. 
‘“* Perhaps there’s more meaning in them words than you suspect.” 

‘Perhaps there is,” said the strange man, gruffly ; “but what 
the devil do you speak in such mysteries for? You tell me first 
that a man is not alive, nor yet dead—then, that he’s not dead in 
a common sort of way—then, that you mean a great deal more 
than I think for. To tell you the truth, you may do that easily ; 
for so far as I can make out, you mean nothing, What do you 
mean, I ask again ?” 

“That,” returned the landlord, a little brought down from his 
dignity by the stranger’s surliness, “is a Maypole story, and has 
been any time these four-and-twenty years. That story is Solomon 
Daisy’s story. It belongs to the house; and nobody but Solomon 
Daisy has ever told it under this roof, or ever shall—that’s 
more.” 

The man glanced at the parish-clerk, whose air of consciousness 
and importance plainly betokened him to be the person referred to, 
and, observing that he had taken his pipe from his lips, after a 
very long whiff to keep it alight, and was evidently about to tell 
his story without further solicitation, gathered his large coat about 
him, and shrinking further back was almost lost in the gloom of 
the spacious chimney corner, except when the flame, struggling 
from under a great faggot, whose weight almost crushed it for the 
time, shot upward with a strong and sudden glare, and illumining 
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his figure for a moment, seemed afterwards to cast it into deeper 
obscurity than before. 

By this flickering light, which made the old room, with its 
heavy timbers and panelled walls, look as if it were built of 
polished ebony—the wind roaring and howling without, now 
rattling the latch and creaking the hinges of the stout oaken door, 
and now driving at the casement as though it would beat it in— 
by this light, and under circumstances so auspicious, Solomon 
Daisy began his tale : 

“Tt was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey’s elder brother—” 

Here he came to a dead stop, and made so long a pause that 
even John Willet grew impatient and asked why he did not 
proceed. 

“ Cobb,” said Solomon Daisy, dropping his voice and appealing 
to the post-office keeper ; ‘“‘ what day of the month is this?” 

“The nineteenth.” 

“Of March,” said the clerk, bending forward, ‘the nineteenth 
of March ; that’s very strange.” 

In a low voice they all acquiesced, and Solomon went on : 

“Tt was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey’s elder brother, 
that twenty-two years ago was the owner of the Warren, which, 
as Joe has said—not that you remember it, Joe, for a boy like 
you can’t do that, but because you have often heard me say so— 
was then a much larger and better place, and a much more 
valuable property than it is now. His lady was lately dead, and 
he was left with one child—the Miss Haredale you have been 
inquiring about—who was then scarcely a year old.” 

Although the speaker addressed himself to the man who had 
shown so much curiosity about this same family, and made a pause 
here as if expecting some exclamation of surprise or encouragement, 
the latter made no remark, nor gave any indication that he heard 
or was interested in what was said. Solomon therefore turned to 
his old. companions, whose noses were brightly illuminated by the 
deep red glow from the bowls of their pipes; assured, by long 
experience, of their attention, and resolved to show his sense of 
such indecent behaviour. 

“Mr. Haredale,” said Solomon, turning his back upon the 
strange man, “left this place when his lady died, feeling it lonely 
like, and went up to London, where he stopped some months ; but 
finding that place as lonely as this—as I suppose and have always 
heard say—he suddenly came back again with his little girl to the 
Warren, bringing with him besides, that day, only two women 
servants, and his steward, and a gardener.” 

Mr, Daisy stopped to take a whiff at his pipe, which was going 
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out, and then proceeded—at first in a snuffling tone, occasioned 
by keen enjoyment of the tobacco and strong pulling at the pipe, 
and afterwards with increasing distinctness : 

‘“‘__Bringing with him two women servants, and his steward, 
and a gardener. The rest stopped behind up in London, and were 
to follow next day. It happened that that night, an old gentle- 
man who lived at Chigwell-row, and had long been poorly, 
deceased, and an order came to me at half after twelve o’clock 
at night to go and toll the passing-bell.” 

There was a movement in the little group of listeners, 
sufficiently indicative of the strong repugnance any one of them 
would have felt to have turned out at such a time upon such an 
errand. The clerk felt and understood it, and pursued his theme 
accordingly. 

“Tt was a dreary thing, especially as the grave-digger was laid 
up in his bed, from long working in a damp soil and sitting down 
to take his dinner on cold tombstones, and I was consequently 
under obligation to go alone, for it was too late to hope to get any 
other companion. However, I wasn’t unprepared for it; as the 
old gentleman had often made it a request that the bell should be 
tolled as soon as possible after the breath was out of his body, and 
he had been expected to go for some days. I put as good a face 
upon it as I could, and muffling myself up (for it was mortal cold), 
started out with a lighted lantern in one hand and the key of the 
church in the other.” 

At this point of the narrative, the dress of the strange man 
rustled as if he had turned himself to hear more distinctly. 
Slightly pointing over his shoulder, Solomon elevated his eyebrows 
and nodded a silent inquiry to Joe whether this was the case. 
Joe shaded his eyes with his hand and peered into the corner, but 
could make out nothing, and so shook his head. 

“Tt was just such a night as this ; blowing a hurricane, raining 
heavily, and very dark—I often think now, darker than I ever 
saw it before or since ; that may be my fancy, but the houses were 
all close shut and the folks in-doors, and perhaps there is only one 
other man who knows how dark it really was. I got into the 
church, chained the door back so that it should keep ajar—for, to 
tell the truth, I didn’t like to be shut in there alone—and putting 
my lantern on the stone seat in the little corner where the bell- 
rope_is, sat down beside it to trim the candle. 

“T gat down to trim the candle, and when I had done so, I 
could not persuade myself to get up again and go about my work. 
I don’t know how it was, bu! i thought of all the ghost stories I 
had ever heard, even those that I had heard when I was a boy at 


14 BARNABY RUDGE, 


school, and had forgotten long ago; and they didn’t come into my 
mind one after another, but all crowding at once, like. I recol- 
lected one story there was in the village, how that on a certain 
night in the year (it might be that very night for anything I 
knew), all the dead people came out of the ground and sat at the 
heads of their own graves till morning. This made me think how 
many people I had known were buried between the church door 
and the churchyard gate, and what a dreadful thing it would be 
to have to pass among them and know them again, so earthy and 
unlike themselves. I had known all the niches and arches in the 
church from a child; still I couldn’t persuade myself that those 
were their natural shadows which I saw on the pavement, but 
felt sure there were some ugly figures hiding among ’em and 
peeping out. Thinking on in this way, I began to think of the 
old gentleman who was just dead, and I could have sworn, as I 
looked up the dark chancel, that I saw him in his usual place, 
wrapping his shroud about him and shivering as if he felt it cold. 
All this time I sat listening and listening, and hardly dared to 
breathe. At length I started up and took the bell-rope in my 
hands. At that minute there rang—not that bell, for I had 
hardly touched the rope—but another. 

““T heard the ringing of another bell, and a deep bell too, 
plainly. It was only for an instant, and even then the wind 
carried the sound away, but I heard it. I listened for a long 
time, but it rang no more. I had heard of corpse candles, and 
at last I persuaded myself that this must be a corpse bell tolling 
of itself at midnight for the dead. I tolled my bell—how, or how 
long, I don’t know—and ran home to bed as fast as I could touch 
the ground. 

“‘T was up early next morning after a restless night, and told 
the story to my neighbours. Some were serious and some made 
light of it: I don’t think anybody believed it real. But that 
morning, Mr. Reuben Haredale was found murdered in his bed- 
chamber ; and in his hand was a piece of the cord attached to an 
alarm-bell outside the roof, which hung in his room and had been 
cut asunder, no doubt by the murderer when he seized it. 

“That was the bell I heard. 

“A bureau was found opened, and a cash-box, which Mr. 
Haredale had brought down that day, and was supposed to con- 
tain a large sum of money, was gone. The steward and gardener 
were both missing and both suspected for a long time, but they 
were never found, though hunted far and wide. And far enough 
they might have looked for poor Mr. Rudge the steward, whose 
body—scarcely to be recognised by his clothes and the watch and 
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ring he wore—was found, months afterwards, at the bottom of a 
piece of water in the grounds, with a deep gash in the breast 
where he had been stabbed with a knife. He was only partly 
dressed ; and people all agreed that he had been sitting up read- 
ing in his own room, where there were many traces of blood, and 
was suddenly fallen upon and killed before his master. 

** Everybody now knew that the gardener must be the murderer, 
and though he has never been heard of from that time to this, he 
will be, mark my words. The crime was committed this day two- 
and-twenty years—on the nineteenth of March, one thousand 
seven hundred and fifty-three. On the nineteenth of March in 
some year—no matter when—I know it, I am sure of it, for we 
have always, in some strange way or other, been brought back to 
the subject on that day ever since—on the nineteenth of March in 
some year, sooner or later, that man will be discovered.” 


CHAPTER THE SECOND. 


‘A STRANGE story!” said the man who had been the cause of 
the narration.— Stranger still if it comes about as you predict. 
Is that all?” 

A question so unexpected nettled Solomon Daisy not a little. 
By dint of relating the story very often, and ornamenting it 
(according to village report) with a few flourishes suggested by the 
various hearers from time to time, he had come by degrees to tell 
it with great effect; and ‘‘is that all?” after the climax, was not 
what he was accustomed to. 

“Ts that all!” he repeated, “yes, that’s all, Sir. And enough 
too, I think.” 

“T think so too. My horse, young man! He is but a hack 
hired from a roadside posting house, but he must carry me to 
London to-night.” 

“To-night !” said Joe. 

“To-night,” returned the other. “What do you stare at? 
This tavern would seem to be a house of call for all the gaping 
idlers of the neighbourhood !” 

At this remark, which evidently had reference to the scrutiny 
he had undergone, as mentioned in the foregoing chapter, the eyes 
of John Willet and his friends were diverted with marvellous 
rapidity to the copper boiler again. Not so with Joe, who, being 
a mettlesome fellow, returned the stranger’s angry glance with a 
steady look, and rejoined : 


16 BARNABY RUDGE. 


“Tt’g not a very bold thing to wonder at your going on to-night. 
You surely have been asked such a harmless question in an inn 
before, and in better weather than this. I thought you mightn’t 
know the way, as you seem strange to this part.” 

“The way—” repeated the other, irritably. 

“Yes. Do you know it?” 

“‘T’11— humph !—T’ll find it,” replied the man, waving his 
hand and turning on his heel. ‘Landlord, take the reckoning 
here.” 

John Willet did as he was desired; for on that point he was 
seldom slow, except in the particulars of giving change, and 
testing the goodness of any piece of coin that was proftered to 
him, by the application of his teeth or his tongue, or some other 
test, or, in doubtful cases, by a long series of tests terminating in 
its rejection. The guest then wrapped his garments about him so 
as to shelter himself as effectually as he could from the rough 
weather, and without any word or sign of farewell betook himself 
to the stable-yard. Here Joe (who had left the room on the con- 
clusion of their short dialogue) was protecting himself and the 
horse from the rain under the shelter of an old pent-house roof. 

“He’s pretty much of my opinion,” said Joe, patting the horse 
upon the neck; “Tl wager that your stopping here to-night 
would please him better than it would please me.” 

‘He and I are of different opinions, as we have been more than 
once on our way here,” was the short reply. 

“So I was thinking before you came out, for he has felt your 
spurs, poor beast,” 

The stranger adjusted his coat-collar about his face, and made 
no answer. 

“Youll know me again, I see,” he said, marking the young 
fellow’s earnest gaze, when he had sprung into the saddle. 

“The man’s worth knowing, master, who travels a road he 
don’t know, mounted on a jaded horse, and leaves good quarters 
to do it on such a night as this.” 

“You have sharp eyes and a sharp tongue I find.” 

“Both I hope by nature, but the last grows rusty sometimes 
for want of using.” 

“Use the first less too, and keep their sharpness for your 
sweethearts, boy,” said the man. 

So saying he shook his hand from the bridle, struck him 
roughly on the head with the butt end of his whip, and galloped 
away ; dashing through the mud and darkness with a headlong 
speed, which few badly mounted horsemen would have cared to 
venture, even had ‘they been thoroughly acquainted with the 
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country ; and which, to one who knew nothing of the way he 
rode, was attended at every step with great hazard and danger. 
The roads even within twelve miles of London were at that 
time ill paved, seldom repaired, and very badly made. The way 
this rider traversed had been ploughed up by the wheels of heavy 
wagons, and rendered rotten by the frosts and thaws of the pre- 
ceding winter, or possibly of many winters. Great holes and gaps 
had worn into the soil, which, being now filled with water from 
the late rains, were not easily distinguishable even by day; and a 
plunge into any one of them might have brought down a surer-footed 
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horse than the poor beast now urged forward to the utmost extent 
of his powers. Sharp flints and stones rolled from under his hoofs 
continually ; the rider could scarcely see beyond the animal’s head, 
or farther on either side than his own arm would have extended. 
At that time, too, all the roads in the neighbourhood of the metro- 
polis were infested by footpads or highwaymen, and it was a night, 
of all others, in which any evil-disposed person of this class might 
have pursued his unlawful calling with little fear of detection. 
Still, the traveller dashed forward at the same reckless pace, 
regardless alike of the dirt and wet which flew about his head, 
the profound darkness of the night, and the probability of en- 
countering some desperate characters abroad. At every turn and 
angle, even where a deviation from the direct course might have 
fe) 
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been least expected, and could not possibly be seen until he was 
close upon it, he guided the bridle with an unerring hand and kept 
the middle of the road. Thus he sped onward, raising himself 
in the stirrups, leaning his body forward until it almost touched 
the horse’s neck, and flourishing his heavy whip above his head 
with the fervour of a madman. 

There are times when, the elements being in unusual commo- 
tion, those who are bent on daring enterprises, or agitated by 
great thoughts whether of good or evil, feel a mysterious sympathy 
with the tumult of nature and are roused into corresponding 
violence. In the midst of thunder, lightning, and storm, many 
tremendous deeds have been committed ; men self-possessed before, 
have given a sudden loose to passions they could no longer control. 
The demons of wrath and despair have striven to emulate those 
who ride the whirlwind and direct the storm; and man, lashed 
into madness with the roaring winds and boiling waters, has 
become for the time as wild and merciless as the elements them- 
selves. 

Whether the traveller was possessed by thoughts which the 
fury of the night had heated and stimulated into a quicker current, 
or was merely impelled by some strong motive to reach his journey’s 
end, on he swept more like a hunted phantom than a man, nor 
checked his pace until, arriving at some cross roads, one of which 
led by a longer route to the place whence he had lately started, 
he bore down so suddenly upon a vehicle which was coming 
towards him, that in the effort to avoid it he well nigh pulled his 
horse upon his haunches, and narrowly escaped being thrown. 

“Yoho!” cried the voice of a man. ‘‘ What’s that? who goes 
there ?” 

“A friend!” replied the traveller. 

‘A friend!” repeated the voice. ‘‘ Who calls himself a friend 
and rides like that, abusing Heaven’s gifts in the shape of horse- 
flesh, and endangering, not only his own neck, which might be no 
great matter, but the necks of other people ?” 

“You have a lantern there, I see,” said the traveller dismount- 
ing, “lend it me fora moment. You have wounded my horse, I 
think, with your shaft or wheel.” 

“Wounded him!” cried the other, “if I haven’t killed him, 
it’s no fault of yours, What do you mean by galloping along the 
King’s highway like that, eh?” 

“Give me the light,” returned the traveller, snatching it from 
his hand, “and don’t ask idle questions of a man who is in no 
mood for talking.” 


“Tf you had said you were in no mood for talking before, I 
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should perhaps have been in no mood for lighting,” said the voice. 
“ Hows’ever as it’s the poor horse that’s damaged and not you, one 
of you is welcome to the light at all events—but it’s not the crusty 
one.” 

The traveller returned no answer to this speech, but holding 
the light near to his panting and reeking beast, examined him in 
limb and carcase. Meanwhile the other man sat very composedly 
in his vehicle, which was a kind of chaise with a depository for a 
large bag of tools, and watched his proceedings with a careful eye. 

The looker-on was a round, red-faced, sturdy yeoman, with a 
double chin, and a voice husky with good living, good sleeping, 
good humour, and good health. He was past the prime of life, 
but Father Time is not always a hard parent, and, though he 
tarries for none of his children, often lays his hand lightly upon 
those who have used him well; making them old men and women 
inexorably enough, but leaving their hearts and spirits young and 
in full vigour. With such people the grey head is but the im- 
pression of the old fellow’s hand in giving them his blessing, and 
every wrinkle but a notch in the quiet calendar of a well-spent 
life. 

The person whom the traveller had so abruptly encountered 
was of this kind: bluff, hale, hearty, and in a green old age: at 
peace with himself, and evidently disposed to be so with all the 

-world. Although muffled up in divers coats and handkerchiefs— 
one of which, passed over his crown and tied in a convenient crease 
of his double chin, secured his three-cornered hat and bob-wig from 
blowing off his head—there was no disguising his plump and com- 
fortable figure ; neither did certain dirty finger-marks upon his face 
give it any other than an odd and comical expression, through 
which its natural good humour shone with undiminished lustre. 

“He is not hurt,” said the traveller at length, raising his head 
and the lantern together. 

“You have found that out at last, have you?” rejoined the old 
man. ‘My eyes have seen more light than yours, but I wouldn’t 
change with you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Mean! I could have told you he wasn’t hurt, five minutes 
ago. Give me the light, friend ; ride forward at a gentler pace ; 
and good night.” 

In handing up the lantern, the man necessarily cast its rays 
full on the speaker’s face. Their eyes met at the instant. He 
suddenly dropped it and crushed it with his foot. 

“‘Did you never see a locksmith before, that you start as if you 
had come upon a ghost?” cried the old man in the chaise, “or is 
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this,” he added hastily, thrusting his hand into the tool basket 
and drawing out a hammer, “a scheme for robbing me? I know 
these roads, friend. When I travel them, I carry nothing but a 
few shillings, and not a crown’s worth of them. I tell you plainly, 
to save us both trouble, that there’s nothing to be got from me 
but a pretty stout arm considering my years, and this tool, which, 
mayhap from long acquaintance with, I can use pretty briskly. 
You shall not have it all your own way, I promise you, if you 
play at that game.” With these words he stood upon the 
defensive. 

“JT am not what you take me for, Gabriel Varden,” replied the 
other. 

“Then what and who are you?” returned the locksmith. 
“You know my name it seems. Let me know yours.” 

“JT have not gained the information from any confidence of 
yours, but from the inscription on your cart which tells it to all 
the town,” replied the traveller. 

“You have better eyes for that than you had for your horse, 
then,” said Varden, descending nimbly from his chaise ; ‘‘ who are 
you? Let me see your face.” 

While the locksmith alighted, the traveller had regained his 
saddle, from which he now confronted the old man, who, moving 
as the horse moved in chafing under the tightened rein, kept close 
beside him. 

‘Let me see your face, I say.” 

“Stand off!” 

“No masquerading tricks,” said the locksmith, ‘and tales at 
the club to-morrow how Gabriel Varden was frightened by a surly 
voice and a dark night. Stand—let me see your face.” 

Finding that further resistance would only involve him in a 
personal struggle with an antagonist by no means to be despised, 
the traveller threw back his coat, and stooping down looked steadily 
at the locksmith. 

Perhaps two men more powerfully contrasted, never opposed 
each other face to face. The ruddy features of the locksmith go 
set off and heightened the excessive paleness of the man on 
horseback, that he looked like a bloodless ghost, while the moisture, 
which hard riding had brought out upon his skin, hung there in 
dark and heavy drops, like dews of agony and death. The 
countenance of the old locksmith was lighted up with the smile of 
one expecting to detect in this unpromising stranger some latent 
roguery of eye or lip, which should reveal a familiar person in that 
arch disguise, and spoil his jest. The face of the other, sullen and 
fierce, but shrinking too, was that of a man who stood at bay ; 
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while his firmly closed jaws, his puckered mouth, and more than 
all a certain stealthy motion of the hand within his breast, seemed 
to announce a desperate purpose very foreign to acting, or child’s play. 

Thus they regarded each other for some time, in silence. 

“Humph!” he said when he had scanned his features; ‘I 
don’t know you.” 

“Don’t desire to?”—returned the other, muffling himself as 
before. 

“T don’t,” said Gabriel; ‘to be plain with you, friend, you 
don’t carry in your countenance a letter of recommendation.” 

“Tt’s not my wish,” said the traveller. ‘My humour is to be 
avoided.” 

* Well,” said the locksmith bluntly, ‘“‘I think you'll fare your 
humour.” 

“1 will, at any cost,” rejoined the traveller. ‘In proof of it, 
lay this to heart—that you were never in such peril of your life as 
you have been within these few moments ; when you are within 
five minutes of breathing your last, you will not be nearer death 
than you have been to- night! te 

“ Ay!” said the sturdy locksmith. 

“Ay! and a violent death.” 

“From whose hand ?” 

“From mine,” replied the traveller. 

With that he put spurs to his horse, and rode away ; at first 
plashing heavily through the mire at a smart trot, but gradually 
increasing in speed until the last sound of his horse’s hoofs died 
away upon the wind; when he was again hurrying on at the same 
furious gallop, which had been his pace when the locksmith first 
encountered him. 

Gabriel Varden remained standing in the road with the broken 
lantern in his hand, listening in stupefied silence until no sound 
reached his ear but the moaning of the wind, and the fast-falling 
rain ; when he struck himself one or two smart blows on the breast 
by way of rousing himself, and broke into an exclamation of 
surprise. 

“What in the name of wonder can this fellow be! a madman ? 
a highwayman ? a cut-throat? If he had not scoured off so fast, 
we'd have seen who was in most danger, he or I. I never nearer 
death than I have been to-night! I hope I may be no nearer to 
it for a score of years to come—if so, I’ll be content to be no 
farther from it. My stars !—a pretty brag this to a stout man— 
pooh, pooh!” 

Gabriel resumed his seat, and looked wistfully up the road by 
which the traveller had come ; murmuring in a half whisper : 
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“The Maypole—two miles to the Maypole. I came the other 
road from the Warren after a long day’s work at locks and bells, 
on purpose that I should not come by the Maypole and break my 
promise to Martha by looking in—there’s resolution! It would 
be dangerous to go on to London without a light; and it’s four 
miles, and a good half-mile besides, to the Halfway-House ; and 
between this and that is the very place where one needs a light 
most. Two miles to the Maypole! I told Martha I wouldn't ; 
I said I wouldn’t, and I didn’t—there’s resolution !” 

Repeating these two last words very often, as if to compensate 
for the little resolution he was going to show by piquing himself 
on the great resolution he had shown, Gabriel Varden quietly 
turned back, determining to get a light at the Maypole, and to 
take nothing but a light. 

When he got to the Maypole, however, and Joe, responding to 
his well-known hail, came running out to the horse’s head, leaving 
the door open behind him, and disclosing a delicious perspective of 
warmth and brightness—when the ruddy gleam of the fire, 
streaming through the old red curtains of the common room, 
seemed to bring with it, as part of itself, a pleasant hum of voices, 
and a fragrant odour of steaming grog and rare tobacco, all steeped 
as it were in the cheerful glow—when the shadows, flitting across 
the curtain, showed that those inside had risen from their snug 
seats, and were making room in the snuggest corner (how well he 
knew that corner!) for the honest locksmith, and a broad glare, 
suddenly streaming up, bespoke the goodness of the crackling log 
from which a brilliant train of sparks was doubtless at that 
moment whirling up the chimney in honour of his coming—when, 
superadded to these enticements, there stole upon him from the 
distant kitchen a gentle sound of frying, with a musical clatter of 
plates. and dishes, and a savoury smell that made even the 
boisterous wind a perfume—Gabriel felt his firmness oozing rapidly 
away. He tried to look stoically at the tavern, but his features 
would relax into a look of fondness. He turned his head the other 
way, and the cold black country seemed to frown him off, and to 
drive him for a refuge into its hospitable arms. 

“The merciful man, Joe,” said the locksmith, “is merciful to 
his beast. Tl get out for a little while.” 

And how natural it was to get out. And how unnatural it 
seemed for a sober man to be plodding wearily along through miry 
roads, encountering the rude buffets of the wind and pelting of the 
rain, when there was a clean floor covered with crisp white sand, 
a well swept hearth, a blazing fire, a table decorated with white 
cloth, bright pewter flagons, and other tempting preparations 
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for a well-cooked meal—when there were these things, and company 
disposed to make the most of them, all ready to his hand, and 
entreating him to enjoyment ! 


CHAPTER THE THIRD. 


Sucu were the locksmith’s thoughts when first seated in the 
snug corner, and slowly recovering from a pleasant defect of vision 
—pleasant, because occasioned by the wind blowing in his eyes— 
which made it a matter of sound policy and duty to himself, that 
he should take refuge from the weather, and tempted him, for the 
same reason, to aggravate a slight cough, and declare he felt but 
poorly. Such were still his thoughts more than a full hour 
afterwards, when, supper over, he still sat with shining jovial face 
in the same warm nook, listening to the cricket-like chirrup of 
little Solomon Daisy, and bearing no unimportant or slightly 
respected part in the social gossip round the Maypole fire. 

“T wish he may be an honest man, that’s all,” said Solomon, 
winding up a variety of speculations relative to the stranger, 
concerning whom Gabriel had compared notes with the company, 
and so raised a grave discussion ; ‘“Z wish he may be an honest 
man.” 

**So we all do, I suppose, don’t we?” observed the locksmith. 

“T don’t,” said Joe. 

“No!” cried Gabriel. 

“No. He struck me with his whip, the coward, when he was 
mounted and I afoot, and I should be better pleased that he 
turned out what I think him,” 

“‘ And what may that be, Joe ?” 

“No good, Mr. Varden. You may shake your head, father, 
but I say no good, and will say no good, and I would say no good 
a hundred times over, if that would bring him back to have the 
drubbing he deserves.” 

** Hold your tongue, Sir,” said John Willet. 

“J won't, father. It’s all along of you that he dared to do 
what he did. Seeing me treated like a child, and put down like 
a fool, he plucks up a heart and has a fling at a fellow that he 
thinks—and may well think too—hasn’t a grain of spirit. But 
he’s mistaken, as I’ll show him, and as I'll show all of you before 
long.” 

« Does the boy know what he’s a saying of!” cried the 
astonished John Willet. 
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“Father,” returned Joe, “I know what I say and mean, well— 
better than you do when you hear me. I can bear with you, but 
I cannot bear the contempt that your treating me in the way you 
do, brings upon me from others every day. Look at other young 
men of my age. Have they no liberty, no will, no right to speak ? 
Are they obliged to sit mumchance, and to be ordered about till 
they are the laughing-stock of young and old? I am a bye-word 
all over Chigwell, and I say—and it’s fairer my saying so now, 
than waiting till you are dead, and I have got your money—I say, 
that before long I shall be driven to break such bounds, and that 
when I do, it won’t be me that youll have to blame, but your 
own self, and no other.” 

John Willet was so amazed by the exasperation and boldness 
of his hopeful son, that he sat as one bewildered, staring in a 
ludicrous manner at the boiler, and endeavouring, but quite 
ineffectually, to collect his tardy thoughts, and invent an answer. 
The guests, scarcely less disturbed, were equally at a loss; and at 
length, with a variety of muttered, half-expressed condolences, and 
pieces of advice, rose to depart; being at the same time slightly 
muddled with liquor. 

The honest locksmith alone addressed a few words of coherent 
and sensible advice to both parties, urging John Willet to remember 
that Joe was nearly arrived at man’s estate, and should not be 
ruled with too tight a hand, and exhorting Joe himself to bear 
with his father’s caprices, and rather endeavour to turn them aside 
by temperate remonstrance than by ill-timed rebellion. This 
advice was received as such advice usually is. On John Willet it 
made almost as much impression as on the sign outside the door, 
while Joe, who took it in the best part, avowed himself more obliged 
than he could well express, but politely intimated his intention 
nevertheless of taking his own course uninfluenced by anybody. 

“You have always been a very good friend to me, Mr. Varden,” 
he said, as they stood without the porch, and the locksmith was 
equipping himself for his journey home; ‘I take it very kind of 
you to say all this, but the time’s nearly come when the Maypole 
and I must part company.” 

“Roving stones gather no moss, Joe,” said Gabriel. 

“Nor mile-stones much,” replied Joe. ‘I’m little better than 
one here, and see as much of the world.” 

“Then what would you do, Joe,” pursued the locksmith, stroking 
his chin reflectively. ‘What could you be? where could you go, 
you see?” 

“T must trust to chance, Mr. Varden.” 

“A bad thing to trust to, Joe. I don’t like it. TI always tell 
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my girl when we talk about a husband for her, never to trust to 
chance, but to make sure beforehand that she has a good man and 
true, and then chance will neither make her nor break her. What 
are you fidgeting about there, Joe? Nothing gone in the harness, 
hope ?” 

“No no,” said Joe—finding, however, something very engross- 
ing to do in the way of strapping and buckling—‘“ Miss Dolly 
quite well ?” 

“Hearty, thankye. She looks pretty enough to be well, and 
good too.” 

*“She’s always both, Sir ’”— 

“So she is, thank God!” 

*T hope—” said Joe after some hesitation, ‘‘ that you won’t tell 
this story against me—this of my having been beat like the boy 
they’d make of me—at all events, till I have met this man again 
and settled the account. It’ll be a better story then.” 

“Why who should I tell it to?” returned Gabriel. ‘They 
know it here, and I’m not likely to come across anybody else who 
would care about it.” 

“That’s true enough—” said the young fellow with a sigh. 
“T quite forgot that. Yes, that’s true!” 

So saying, he raised his face, which was very red,—no doubt 
from the exertion of strapping and buckling as aforesaid,—and 
giving the reins to the old man, who had by this time taken his 
seat, sighed again, and bade him good night. 

“Good night!” cried Gabriel. ‘Now think better of what 
we have just been speaking of, and don’t be rash, there’s a good 
fellow; I have an interest in you, and wouldn’t have you cast 
yourself away. Good night!” 

Returning his cheery farewell with cordial good-will, Joe Willet 
lingered until the sound of wheels ceased to vibrate in his ears, 
and then, shaking his head mournfully, re-entered the house. 

Gabriel Varden went his way towards London, thinking of a 
great many things, and most of all of flaming terms in which to 
relate his adventure, and so account satisfactorily to Mrs. Varden 
for visiting the Maypole, despite certain solemn covenants between 
himself and that lady. Thinking begets, not only thought, but 
drowsiness occasionally, and the more the locksmith thought, the 
more sleepy he became. 

A man may be very sober—or at least firmly set upon his legs 
on that neutral ground which lies between the confines of perfect 
sobriety and slight tipsiness—and yet feel a strong tendency to 
mingle up present circumstances with others which have no 
manner of connexion with them; to confound all consideration of 


26 BARNABY RUDGE. 


persons, things, times, and places; and to jumble his disjointed 
thoughts together in a kind of mental kaleidoscope, producing 
combinations as unexpected as they are transitory. This was 
Gabriel Varden’s state, as, nodding in his dog sleep, and leaving 
his horse to pursue a road with which he was well acquainted, he 
got over the ground unconsciously, and drew nearer and nearer 
home. He had roused himself once, when the horse stopped until 
the turnpike gate was opened, and had cried a lusty ‘‘ good night” 
to the toll-keeper ; but then he woke out of a dream about picking 
a lock in the stomach of the Great Mogul, and even when he did 
wake, mixed up the turnpike man with his mother-in-law who 
had been dead twenty years. It is not surprising, therefore, that 
he soon relapsed, and jogged heavily along, quite insensible to his 
progress, 

And now he approached the great city, which lay outstretched 
before him like a dark shadow on the ground, reddening the 
sluggish air with a deep dull light, that told of labyrinths of public 
ways and shops, and swarms of busy people. Approaching nearer 
and nearer yet, this halo began to fade, and the causes which 
produced it slowly to develop themselves. Long lines of poorly 
lighted streets might be faintly traced, with here and there a 
lighter spot, where lamps were clustered about a square or market, 
or round some great building; after a time these grew more 
distinct, and the lamps themselves were visible; slight yellow 
specks, that seemed to be rapidly snuffed out one by one as 
intervening obstacles hid them from the sight. Then sounds 
arose—the striking of church clocks, the distant bark of dogs, the 
hum of traffic in the streets; then outlines might be traced—tall 
steeples looming in the air, and piles of unequal roofs oppressed 
by chimneys: then the noise swelled into a louder sound, and 
forms grew more distinct and numerous still, and London—visible 
in the darkness by its own faint light, and not by that of heaven— 
was at hand. 

The locksmith, however, all unconscious of its near vicinity, 
still jogged on, half sleeping and half waking, when a loud cry at 
no great distance ahead, roused him with a start. 

For a moment or two he looked about him like a man who had 
been transported to some strange country in his sleep, but soon 
recognizing familiar objects, rubbed his eyes lazily and might have 
relapsed again, but that the cry was repeated—not once or twice 
or thrice, but many times, and each time, if possible, with increased 
vehemence. ‘Thoroughly aroused, Gabriel, who was a bold man 
and not easily daunted, made straight to the spot, urging on his 
stout little horse as if for life or death, 
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The matter indeed looked sufficiently serious, for, coming to 
the place whence the cries had proceeded, he descried the figure of 
a man extended in an apparently lifeless state upon the pathway, 
and hovering round him another person with a torch in his hand, 
which he waved in the air with a wild impatience, redoubling 
meanwhile those cries for help which had brought the locksmith 
to the spot. 

‘**What’s here to do?” said the old man, alighting. ‘ How’s 
this—what—Barnaby ?” 

The bearer of the torch shook his long loose hair back from 
his eyes, and thrusting his face eagerly into that of the locksmith, 
fixed upon him a look which told his history at once. 

“You know me, Barnaby?” said Varden. 

He nodded—not once or twice, but a score of times, and that 
with a fantastic exaggeration which would have kept his head in 
motion for an hour, but that the locksmith held up his finger, and 
fixing his eye sternly upon him caused him to desist ; then pointed 
to the body with an inquiring look. 

“There’s blood upon him,” said Barnaby with a shudder. ‘It 
makes me sick !” 

“ How came it there?” demanded Varden. 

“Steel, steel, steel!” he replied fiercely, imitating with his 
hand the thrust of a sword. 

“Ts he robbed?” said the locksmith. 

Barnaby caught him by the arm, and nodded ‘Yes;” then 
pointed towards the city. 

“Oh!” said the old man, bending over the body and looking 
round as he spoke into Barnaby’s pale face, strangely lighted up 
by something which was not intellect. ‘The robber made off that 
way, did he? Well, well, never mind that just now. Hold your 
torch this way—a little farther off—so. Now stand quiet, while 
I try to see what harm is done.” 

With these words, he applied himself to a closer examination 
of the prostrate form, while Barnaby, holding the torch as he had 
been directed, looked on in silence, fascinated by interest or 
curiosity, but repelled nevertheless by some strong and secret 
horror which convulsed him in every nerve. 

As he stood at that moment, half shrinking back and half 
bending forward, both his face and figure were full in the strong 
glare of the link, and as distinctly revealed as though it had been 
broad day. He was about three-and-twenty years old, and though 
rather spare, of a fair height and strong make. His hair, of which 
he had a great profusion, was red, and hanging in disorder about 
his face and shoulders, gave to his restless looks an expression 
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quite unearthly—enhanced by the paleness of his complexion, and 
the glassy lustre of his large protruding eyes. Startling as his 
aspect was, the features were good, and there was something even 
plaintive in his wan and haggard aspect. But the absence of the 
soul is far more terrible in a living man than in a dead one; and 
in this unfortunate being its noblest powers were wanting. 

His dress was of green, clumsily trimmed here and there— 
apparently by his own hands—with gaudy lace; brightest where 
the cloth was most worn and soiled, and poorest where it was at 
the best. A pair of tawdry ruffles dangled at his wrists, while 
his throat was nearly bare. He had ornamented his hat with a 
cluster of peacock’s feathers, but they were limp and broken, and 
now trailed negligently down his back. Girded to his side was 
the steel hilt of an old sword without blade or scabbard; and 


some parti-coloured ends of ribands and poor glass toys completed 
the ornamental portion of his attire. The fluttered and confused 
disposition of all the motley scraps that formed his dress, bespoke, 
in a scarcely less degree than his eager and unsettled manner, the 
disorder of his mind, and by a grotesque contrast set off and 
heightened the more impressive wildness of his face. 

“Barnaby,” said the locksmith, after a hasty but careful 
inspection, “this man is not dead, but he has a wound in his side, 
and is in a fainting-fit.” 

“T know him, I know him!” cried Barnaby, clapping his hands. 

“Know him?” repeated the locksmith, 

“Hush !” said Barnaby, laying his fingers on his lips. ‘He 
went out to-day a wooing. I wouldn’t for a light guinea that he 
should never go a wooing again, for if he did some eyes would 
grow dim that are now as bright as—see, when I talk of eyes, 
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the stars come out! Whose eyes are they? If they are angels’ 
eyes, why do they look down here and see good men hurt, and 
only wink and sparkle all the night ?” 

“Now Heaven help this silly fellow,” murmured the perplexed 
locksmith, “‘can he know this gentleman? His mother’s house is 
not far off ; I had better see if she can tell me who he is. Barnaby, 
my man, help me to put him in the chaise, and we’ll ride home 
together.” 

*T can’t touch him!” cried the idiot falling back, and shudder- 
ing as with a strong spasm; “he’s bloody !” 

“It’s in his nature I know,” muttered the locksmith, “it’s cruel 
to ask him, but I must have help. Barnaby—good Barnaby— 
dear Barnaby—if you know this gentleman, for the sake of his 
life and everybody’s life that loves him, help me to raise him and 
lay him down.” 

“ Cover him then, wrap him close—don’t let me see it—smell 
it—hear the word. Don’t speak the word—don’t !” 

“No, no, I'll not. There, you see he’s covered now. Gently. 
Well done, well done!” 

They placed him in the carriage with great ease, for Barnaby 
was strong and active, but all the time they were so occupied he 
shivered from head to foot, and evidently experienced such an 
ecstasy of terror that the locksmith could scarcely endure to 
witness his suffering. 

This accomplished, and the wounded man being covered with 
Varden’s own great-coat which he took off for the purpose, they 
proceeded onward at a brisk pace: Barnaby gaily counting the 
stars upon his fingers, and Gabriel inwardly congratulating himself 
upon having an adventure now, which would silence Mrs. Varden 
on the subject of the Maypole for that night, or there was no 
faith in woman, 


CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 


In the venerable suburb—it was a suburb once—of Clerken- 
well, towards that part of its confines which is nearest to the 
Charter House, and in one of those cool, shady streets, of which a 
few, widely scattered and dispersed, yet remain in such old parts 
of the metropolis,—each tenement quietly vegetating like an 
ancient citizen who long ago retired from business, and dozing on 
in its infirmity until in course of time it tumbles down, and is 
replaced by some extravagant young heir, flaunting in stucco and 
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ornamental work, and all the vanities of modern days,—in this 
quarter, and in a street of this description, the business of the 
present chapter lies. 

At the time of which it treats, though only six-and-sixty years 
ago, a very large part of what is London now had no existence. 
Even in the brains of the wildest speculators, there had sprung up 
no long rows of streets connecting Highgate with Whitechapel, no 
assemblages of palaces in the swampy levels, nor little cities in 
the open fields. Although this part of town was then, as now, 
parcelled out in streets and plentifully peopled, it wore a different 
aspect. There were gardens to many of the houses, and trees by 
the pavement side; with an air of freshness breathing up and 
down, which in these days would be sought in vain. Fields were 
nigh at hand, through which the New River took its winding 
course, and where there was merry hay-making in the summer 
time. Nature was not so far removed or hard to get at, as in 
these days; and although there were busy trades in Clerkenwell, 
and working jewellers by scores, it was a purer place, with farm- 
houses nearer to it than many modern Londoners would readily 
believe, and lovers’ walks at no great distance, which turned into 
squalid courts, long before the lovers of this age were born, or, as 
the phrase goes, thought of. 

In one of these streets, the cleanest of them all, and on the 
shady side of the way—for good housewives know that sunlight 
damages their cherished furniture, and so choose the shade rather 
than its intrusive glare—there stood the house with which we 
have to deal. It was a modest building, not over newly-fashioned, 
not very straight, not large, not tall; not bold-faced, with great 
staring windows, but a shy, blinking house, with a conical roof 
going up into a peak over its garret window of four small panes 
of glass, like a cocked hat on the head of an elderly gentleman 
with one eye. It was not built of brick or lofty stone, but of 
wood and plaster ; it was not planned with a dull and wearisome 
regard to regularity, for no one window matched the other, or 
seemed to have the slightest reference to anything besides itself. 

The shop—for it had a shop—was, with reference to the first 
floor, where shops usually are ; and there all resemblance between 
it and any other shop stopped short and ceased. People who 
went in and out didn’t go up a flight of steps to it, or walk easily 
in upon a level with the street, but dived down three steep stairs, 
as into a cellar. Its floor was paved with stone and brick, as 
that of any other cellar might be; and in lieu of window framed 
and glazed it had a great black wooden flap or shutter, nearly 
breast high from the ground, which turned back in the day-time, 
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admitting as much cold air as light, and very often more. Behind 
this shop was a wainscoted parlour, looking first into a paved yard, 
and beyond that again into a little terrace garden, raised some few 
feet above it. Any stranger would have supposed that this 
wainscoted parlour, saving for the door of communication by which 
he had entered, was cut off and detached from all the world ; and 
indeed most strangers on their first entrance were observed to 
grow extremely thoughtful, as weighing and pondering in their 
minds whether the upper rooms were only approachable by 
ladders from without; never suspecting that two of the most 
unassuming and unlikely doors in existence, which the most 
ingenious mechanician on earth must of necessity have supposed 
to be the doors of closets, opened out of this room—each without 
the smallest preparation, or so much as a quarter of an inch of 
passage—upon two dark winding flights of stairs, the one upward, 
the other downward, which were the sole means of communication 
between that chamber and the other portions of the house. 

With all these oddities, there was not a neater, more scrupu- 
lously tidy, or more punctiliously ordered house, in Clerkenwell, in 
London, in all England. There were not cleaner windows, or 
whiter floors, or brighter stoves, or more highly shining articles 
of furniture in old mahogany; there was not more rubbing, 
scrubbing, burnishing and polishing, in the whole street put 
together. Nor was this excellence attained without some cost 
and trouble and great expenditure of voice, as the neighbours were 
frequently reminded when the good lady of the house overlooked 
and assisted in its being put to rights on cleaning days; which 
were usually from Monday morning till Saturday night, both days 
inclusive. 

Leaning against the door-post of this, his dwelling, the lock- 
smith stood early on the morning after he had met with the 
wounded man, gazing disconsolately at a great wooden emblem of 
a key, painted in vivid yellow to resemble gold, which dangled 
from the house-front, and swung to and fro with a mournful 
creaking noise, as if complaining that it had nothing to unlock. 
Sometimes he looked over his shoulder into the shop, which was 
so dark and dingy with numerous tokens of his trade, and so 
blackened by the smoke of a little forge, near which his ’prentice 
was at work, that it would have been difficult for one unused to 
such espials to have distinguished anything but various tools of 
uncouth make and shape, great bunches of rusty keys, fragments 
of iron, half-finished locks, and such-like things, which garnished 
the walls and hung in clusters from the ceiling. 

After a long and patient contemplation of the golden key, and 
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many such backward glances, Gabriel stepped into the road, and 
stole a look at the upper windows. One of them chanced to be 
thrown open at the moment, and a roguish face met his; a face 
lighted up by the loveliest pair of sparkling eyes that ever lock- 
smith looked upon; the face of a pretty, laughing girl; dimpled 
and fresh, and healthful—the very impersonation of good-humour 
and blooming beauty. 

“ Hush !” she whispered, bending forward and pointing archly 
to the window underneath. ‘‘ Mother is still asleep.” 

“Still, my dear,” returned the locksmith in the same tone. 
“You talk as if she had been asleep all night, instead of little 
more than half an hour. But [’m very thankful. Sleep’s a 
blessing—no doubt about it.” The last few words he muttered 
to himself. 

“ How cruel of you to keep us up so late this morning, and 
never tell us where you were, or send us word!” said the girl. 

“Ah Dolly, Dolly!” returned the locksmith, shaking his head, 
and smiling, “how cruel of you to run up stairs to bed! Come 
down to breakfast, madcap, and come down lightly, or you'll wake 
your mother. She must be tired, I am sure—J am!” 

Keeping these latter words to himself, and returning his 
daughter’s nod, he was passing into the workshop, with the smile 
she had awakened still beaming on his face, when he just caught 
sight of his ’prentice’s brown paper cap ducking down to avoid 
observation, and shrinking from the window back to its former 
place, which the wearer no sooner reached than he began to 
hammer lustily. 

“Listening again, Simon!” said Gabriel to himself. ‘ That’s 
bad. What in the name of wonder does he expect the girl to say, 
that I always catch him listening when she speaks, and never at 
any other time! A bad habit, Sim, a sneaking, underhand way. 
Ah! you may hammer, but you won’t beat that out of me, if you 
work at it till your time’s up!” 

So saying, and shaking his head gravely, he re-entered the 
workshop, and confronted the subject of these remarks. 

“There’s enough of that just now,” said the locksmith. “You 
needn’t make any more of that confounded clatter. Breakfast’s 
ready.” 

“Sir,” said Sim, looking up with amazing politeness, and a 
peculiar little bow cut short off at the neck. ‘TI shall attend you 
immediately.” 

“T suppose,” muttered Gabriel, ‘that’s out of the ’Prentices’ 
Garland, or the ’Prentice’s Delight, or the ’Prentice’s Warbler, or 
the ’Prentice’s Guide to the Gallows, or some such improving text- 
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book, Now he’s going to beautify himself—here’s a precious 
locksmith !” 

Quite unconscious that his master was looking on from the dark 
corner by the parlour door, Sim threw off the paper cap, sprang 
from his seat, and in two extraordinary steps, something between 
skating and minuet dancing, bounded to a washing-place at the 
other end of the shop, and there removed from his face and hands 
all traces of his previous work—practising the same step all the 
time with the utmost gravity. This done, he drew from some 
concealed place a little scrap of looking-glass, and with its assist- 
ance arranged his hair, and ascertained the exact state of a little 
carbuncle on his nose. Having now completed his toilet, he placed 
the fragment of mirror on a low bench, and looked over his shoulder 
at so much of his legs as could be reflected in that small compass, 
with the greatest possible complacency and satisfaction. 

Sim, as he was called in the locksmith’s family, or Mr. Simon 
Tappertit, as he called himself, and required all men to style him 
out of doors, on holidays, and Sundays out,—was an old-fashioned, 
thin-faced, sleek-haired, sharp-nosed, small-eyed little fellow, very 
little more than five feet high, and thoroughly convinced in his 
own mind that he was above the middle size; rather tall, in fact, 
than otherwise. Of his figure, which was well enough formed, 
though somewhat of the leanest, he entertained the highest 
admiration ; and with his legs, which, in knee-breeches, were 
perfect curiosities of littleness, he was enraptured to a degree 
amounting to enthusiasm. He also had some majestic, shadowy 
ideas, which had never been quite fathomed by his most intimate 
friends, concerning the power of his eye. Indeed he had been 
known to go so far as to boast that he could utterly quell and 
subdue the haughtiest beauty by a simple process, which he termed 
“eyeing her over;” but it must be added, that neither of this 
faculty, nor of the power he claimed to have, through the same 
gift, of vanquishing and heaving down dumb animals, even in a 
rabid state, had he ever furnished evidence which could be deemed 
quite satisfactory and conclusive. 

It may be inferred from these premises, that in the small body 
of Mr. Tappertit there was locked up an ambitious and aspiring 
soul. As certain liquors, confined in casks too cramped in their 
dimensions, will ferment, and fret, and chafe in their imprisonment, 
so the spiritual essence or soul of Mr. Tappertit would sometimes 
fume within that precious cask, his body, until, with great foam 
and froth and splutter, it would force a vent, and carry all before 
it. It was his custom to remark, in reference to any one of these 
occasions, that his soul had got into his head; and in this novel 
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kind of intoxication many scrapes and mishaps befel him, which 
he had frequently concealed with no small difficulty from his 
worthy master. 

Sim Tappertit, among the other fancies upon which his before- 
mentioned soul was for ever feasting and regaling itself (and which 
fancies, like the liver of Prometheus, grew as they were fed upon), 
had a mighty notion of his order; and had been heard by the 
servant-maid openly expressing his regret that the ’prentices no 
longer carried clubs wherewith to mace the citizens: that was his 
strong expression. He was likewise reported to have said that in 
former times a stigma had been cast upon the body by the execu- 
tion of George Barnwell, to which they should not have basely 
submitted, but should have demanded him of the legislature— 
temperately at first ; then by an appeal to arms, if necessary—to 
be dealt with as they in their wisdom might think fit. These 
thoughts always led him to consider what a glorious engine the 
’prentices might yet become if they had but a master spirit at 
their head; and then he would darkly, and to the terror of his 
hearers, hint at certain reckless fellows that he knew of, and at 
a certain Lion Heart ready to become their captain, who, once 
afoot, would make the Lord Mayor tremble on his throne. 

In respect of dress and personal decoration, Sim Tappertit was 
no less of an adventurous and enterprising character. He had 
been seen, beyond dispute, to pull off ruffles of the finest quality 
at the corner of the street on Sunday nights, and to put them 
carefully in his pocket before returning home; and it was quite 
notorious that on all great holiday occasions it was his habit to 
exchange his plain steel knee-buckles for a pair of glittering paste, 
under cover of a friendly post, planted most conveniently in that 
same spot. Add to this that he was in years just twenty, in his 
looks much older, and in conceit at least two hundred; that he 
had no objection to be jested with, touching his admiration of his 
master’s daughter ; and had even, when called upon at a certain 
obscure tavern to pledge the lady whom he honoured with his love, 
toasted, with many winks and leers, a fair creature whose Christian 
name, he said, began with a D— ;—and as much is known of Sim 
Tappertit, who has by this time followed the locksmith in to 
breakfast, as is necessary to be known in making his acquaintance. 

It was a substantial meal; for, over and above the ordinary 
tea equipage, the board creaked beneath the weight of a jolly round 
of beef, a ham of the first magnitude, and sundry towers of buttered 
Yorkshire cake, piled slice upon slice in most alluring order. 
There was also a goodly jug of well-browned clay, fashioned into 
the form of an old gentleman, not by any means unlike the lock- 
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smith, atop of whose bald head was a fine white froth answering 
to his wig, indicative, beyond dispute, of sparkling home-brewed 
ale. But better far than fair home-brewed, or Yorkshire cake, or 
ham, or beef, or anything to eat or drink that earth or air or 
water can supply, there sat, presiding over all, the locksmith’s rosy 
daughter, before whose dark eyes even beef grew insignificant, and 
malt became as nothing. 

Fathers should never kiss their daughters when young men are 
by. It’s too much. There are bounds to human endurance. So 
thought Sim Tappertit when Gabriel drew those rosy lips to his— 
those lips within Sim’s reach from day to day, and yet so far off. 
He had a respect for his master, but he wished the Yorkshire cake 
might choke him. 

“ Father,” said the locksmith’s daughter, when this salute was 
over, and they took their seats at table, ‘‘ what is this I hear about 
last night ?” 

** All true, my dear; true as the Gospel, Doll.” 

“Young Mr. Chester robbed, and lying wounded in the road, 
when you came up?” 

‘* Ay—Mr. Edward. And beside him, Barnaby, calling for 
help with all his might. © It was well it happened as it did; for 
the road’s a lonely one, the hour was late, and, the night being 
cold, and poor Barnaby even less sensible than usual from surprise 
and fright, the young gentleman might have met his death in a 
very short time.” 

“T dread to think of it!” cried his daughter with a shudder. 
“How did you know him ?” 

“ Know him!” returned the locksmith. “I didn’t know him 
—how could I? I had never seen him, often as I had heard and 
spoken of him. I took him to Mrs. Rudge’s; and she no sooner 
saw him than the truth came out.” 

“Miss Emma, father—If this news should reach her, enlarged 
upon as it is sure to be, she will go distracted.” 

“Why, lookye there again, how a man suffers for being good- 
natured,” said the locksmith. ‘Miss Emma was with her uncle 
at the masquerade at Carlisle House, where she had gone, as the 
people at the Warren told me, sorely against her will. What does 
your blockhead father when he and Mrs. Rudge have laid their 
heads together, but goes there when he ought to be abed, makes 
interest with his friend the doorkeeper, slips him on a mask and 
domino, and mixes with the masquers.” 

“ And like himself to do so!” cried the girl, putting her fair 
arm round his neck, and giving him a most enthusiastic kiss. 

“Tike himself!” repeated Gabriel, affecting to grumble, but 
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evidently delighted with the part he had taken, and with her 
praise. ‘ Very like himself—so your mother said. However, he 
mingled with the crowd, and prettily worried and badgered he 
was, I warrant you, with people squeaking, ‘Don’t you know 
me?’ and ‘I’ve found you out,’ and all that kind of nonsense in 
his ears. He might have wandered on till now, but in a little 
room there was a young lady who had taken off her mask, on 
account of the place being very warm, and was sitting there alone.” 

“ And that was she?” said his daughter hastily. 

“And that was she,” replied the locksmith ; “and I no sooner 
whispered to her what the matter was—as softly, Doll, and with 
nearly as much art as you could have used yourself—than she 
gives a kind of scream and faints away.” 

“What did you do—what happened next?” asked his 
daughter. 

““ Why, the masks came flocking round, with a general noise 
and hubbub, and I thought myself in luck to get clear off, that’s 
all,” rejoined the locksmith. ‘‘ What happened when I reached 
home you may guess, if you didn’t hear it. Ah! Well, it’s a 
poor heart that never rejoices.—Put Toby this way, my dear.” 

This Toby was the brown jug of which previous mention has 
been made. Applying his lips to the worthy old gentleman’s 
benevolent forehead, the locksmith, who had all this time been 
ravaging among the eatables, kept them there so long, at the same 
time raising the vessel slowly in the air, that at length Toby stood 
on his head upon his nose, when he smacked his lips, and set him 
on the table again with fond reluctance. 

Although Sim Tappertit had taken no share in this conversation, 
no part of it being addressed to him, he had not been wanting in 
such silent manifestations of astonishment, as he deemed most 
compatible with the favourable display of his eyes. Regarding 
the pause which now ensued, as a particularly advantageous oppor- 
tunity for doing great execution with them upon the locksmith’s 
daughter (who he had no doubt was looking at him in mute 
admiration), he began to screw and twist his face, and especially 
those features, into such extraordinary, hideous, and unparalleled 
contortions, that Gabriel, who happened to look towards him, was 
stricken with amazement, 

“Why, what the devil’s the matter with the lad!” cried the 
locksmith. ‘Is he choking?” 

“Who?” demanded Sim, with some disdain. 

“Who? why, you,” returned his master. ‘ What do you mean 
by making those horrible faces over your breakfast ?” 

“Faces are matters of taste, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, rather 
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discomfited ; not the less so because he saw the locksmith’s 
daughter smiling. 

“Sim,” rejoined Gabriel, laughing heartily. ‘‘ Don’t be a fool, 
for I’d rather see you in your senses. These young fellows,” he 
added, turning to his daughter, “are always committing some folly 
or another. There was a quarrel between Joe Willet and old John 
last night—though I can’t say Joe was much in fault either. 
He'll be missing one of these mornings, and will have gone away 
upon some wild-goose errand, seeking his fortune.—Why, what’s 
the matter, Doll? You are making faces now. The girls are as 
bad as the boys every bit!” 


“It’s the tea,” said Dolly, turning alternately very red and very 
white, which is no doubt the effect of a slight scald—‘‘so very 
hot.” 

Mr. Tappertit looked immensely big at a quartern loaf on the 
table, and breathed hard. 

“Ts that all?” returned the locksmith. ‘Put some more milk 
in it. Yes, I am sorry for Joe, because he is a likely young fellow, 
and gains upon one every time one sees him. But he'll start off, 
yow'll find. Indeed he told me as much himself!” 

“Indeed!” cried Dolly in a faint voice. ‘‘ In—deed !” 

“Tg the tea tickling your throat still, my dear?” said the 
locksmith. 

But, before his daughter could make him any answer, she was 
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taken with a troublesome cough, and it was such a very unpleasant 
cough, that when she left off the tears were starting in her bright 
eyes. The good-natured locksmith was still patting her on the 
back and applying such gentle restoratives, when a message arrived 
from Mrs. Varden, making known to all whom it might concern, 
that she felt too much indisposed to rise after her great agitation 
and anxiety of the previous night; and therefore desired to be 
immediately accommodated with the little black tea-pot of strong 
mixed tea, a couple of rounds of buttered toast, a middling-sized 
dish of beef and ham cut thin, and the Protestant Manual in two 
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volumes post octavo. Like some other ladies who in remote ages 
flourished upon this globe, Mrs. Varden was most devout when 
most ill-tempered. Whenever she and her husband were at 
unusual variance, then the Protestant Manual was in high feather. 

Knowing from experience what these requests portended, the 
triumvirate broke up: Dolly to see the orders executed with all 
despatch ; Gabriel to some out-of-door work in his little chaise ; 
and Sim to his daily duty in the workshop, to which retreat he 
carried the big look, although the loaf remained behind. 

Indeed the big look increased immensely, and when he had 
tied his apron on became quite gigantic. It was not until he had 
several times walked up and down with folded arms, and the longest 
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strides he could take, and had kicked a great many small articles 
out of his way, that his lip began to curl. At length, a gloomy 
derision came upon his features, and he smiled; uttering mean- 
while with supreme contempt the monosyllable ‘“ Joe!” 

“T eyed her over while he talked about the fellow,” he said, 
“and that was of course the reason of her being confused. Joe!” 

He walked up and down again much quicker than before, and if 
possible with longer strides ; sometimes stopping to take a glance 
at his legs, and sometimes to jerk out as it were, and cast from 
him, another ‘“‘Joe!” In the course of a quarter of an hour or so 
he again assumed the paper cap and tried to work, No. It could 
not be done. 

“Tl do nothing to-day,” said Mr. Tappertit, dashing it down 
again, ‘but grind. Tl grind up all the tools. Grinding will 
suit my present humour well. Joe!” 

Whirr-r-r-r. The grindstone was soon in motion; the sparks 
were flying off in showers. This was the occupation for his heated 
spirit. 

Whirr-r-r-1-1-1-r. 

“Something will come of this!” said Mr. Tappertit, pausing 
as if in triumpb, and wiping his heated face upon his sleeve. 
“Something will come of this. I hope it mayn’t be human gore!” 

Whirr-r-r-r-r-r-1-’. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTH. 


As goon ag the business of the day was over, the locksmith 
sallied forth alone to visit the wounded gentleman and ascertain 
the progress of his recovery. The house where he had left him 
was in a by-street in Southwark, not far from London Bridge ; and 
thither he hied with all speed, bent upon returning with as little 
delay as might be, and getting to bed betimes. 

The evening was boisterous—scarcely better than the previous 
night had been. It was not easy for a stout man like Gabriel to 
keep his legs at the street corners, or to make head against the 
high wind, which often fairly got the better of him, and drove 
him back some paces, or, in defiance of all his energy, forced him 
to take shelter in an arch or doorway until the fury of the gust 
was spent. Occasionally a hat or wig, or both, came spinning and 
trundling past him, like a mad thing; while the more serious 
spectacle of falling tiles and slates, or of masses of brick and 
mortar or fragments of stone-coping rattling upon the pavement 
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near at hand, and splitting into fragments, did not increase the 
pleasure of the journey, or make the way less dreary. 

“A trying night for a man like me to walk in!” said the lock- 
smith, as he knocked softly at the widow’s door. ‘Id rather be 
in old John’s chimney corner, faith !” 

“Who's there?” demanded a woman’s voice from within. 
Being answered, it added a hasty word of welcome, and the door 
was quickly opened. 

She was about forty—perhaps two or three years older—with 
a cheerful aspect, and a face that had once been pretty. It bore 
traces of affliction and care, but they were of an old date, and 
Time had smoothed them. Any one who had bestowed but a 
casual glance on Barnaby might have known that this was his 
mother, from the strong resemblance between them; but where 
in his face there was wildness and vacancy, in hers there was the 
patient composure of long effort and quiet resignation. 

One thing about this face was very strange and startling. You 
could not look upon it in its most cheerful mood without feeling 
that it had some extraordinary capacity of expressing terror. It 
was not on the surface. It was in no one feature that it lingered. 
You could not take the eyes, or mouth, or lines upon the cheek, 
and say, if this or that were otherwise, it would not be so. Yet 
there it always lurked—something for ever dimly seen, but ever 
there, and never absent fora moment. It was the faintest, palest 
shadow of some look, to which an instant of intense and most 
unutterable horror only could have given birth ; but indistinct and 
feeble as it was, it did suggest what that look must have been, 
and fixed it in the mind as if it had had existence in a dream. 

More faintly imaged, and wanting force and purpose, as it were, 
because of his darkened intellect, there was this same stamp upon 
the son. Seen in a picture, it must have had some legend with 
it, and would have haunted those who looked upon the canvas. 
They who knew the Maypole story, and could remember what the 
widow was, before her husband’s and his master’s murder, under- 
stood it well. They recollected how the change had come, and 
could call to mind that when her son was born, upon the very day 
the deed was known, he bore upon his wrist what seemed a smear 
of blood but half washed out. 

“God save you, neighbour,” said the locksmith, as he followed 
her with the air of an old friend into a little parlour where a 
cheerful fire was burning. 

“And you,” she answered, smiling. ‘Your kind heart hag 
brought you here again. Nothing will keep you at home, I know 
of old, if there are friends to serve or comfort, out of doors.” 
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“Tut, tut,” returned the locksmith, rubbing his hands and 
warming them. ‘‘ You women are such talkers. What of the 
patient, neighbour ?” 

“ He is sleeping now. He was very restless towards daylight, 
and for some hours tossed and tumbled sadly. But the fever has 
left him, and the doctor says he will soon mend. He must not 
be removed until to-morrow.” 

“ He has had visitors to-day—humph?” said Gabriel, slyly. 

“Yes. Old Mr. Chester has been here ever since we sent for 
him, and had not been gone many minutes when you knocked.” 

“No ladies?” said Gabriel, elevating his eyebrows and looking 
disappointed. 

“A letter,” replied the widow. 

“Come. That’s better than nothing!” cried the locksmith. 
““Who was the bearer ?” 

“Barnaby, of course.” 

“ Barnaby’s a jewel!” said Varden ; “and comes and goes with 
ease where we who think ourselves much wiser would make but a 
poor hand of it. He is not out wandering, again, I hope ?” 

“Thank Heaven he is in his bed; having been up all night, 
as you know, and on his feet all day. He was quite tired out. 
Ah, neighbour, if I could but see him oftener so—if I could but 
tame down that terrible restlessness ” 

“Tn good time,” said the locksmith, kindly, “in good time— 
don’t be down-hearted. To my mind he grows wiser every day.” 

The widow shook her head. And yet, though she knew the 
locksmith sought to cheer her, and spoke from no conviction of his 
own, she was glad to hear even this praise of her poor benighted 
son 


‘“* He will be a ’cute man yet,” resumed the locksmith. ‘Take 
care, when we are growing old and foolish, Barnaby doesn’t put us 
to the blush, that’s all. But our other friend,” he added, looking 
under the table and about the floor—‘‘ sharpest and cunningest of 
all the sharp and cunning ones—where’s he?” 

“Tn Barnaby’s room,” rejoined the widow, with a faint smile. 

“Ah! He’s a knowing blade!” said Varden, shaking his head. 
‘“‘T should be sorry to talk secrets before him. Oh! He’s a deep 
customer. I’ve no doubt he can read and write and cast accounts 
if he chooses. What was that—him tapping at the door?” 

“No,” returned the widow. ‘It was in the street, I think. 
Hark! Yes. There again! ”’Tis some one knocking softly at 
the shutter. Who can it be!” 

They had been speaking in a low tone, for the invalid lay over- 
head, and the walls and ceilings being thin and poorly built, the 
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sound of their voices might otherwise have disturbed his slumber. 
The party without, whoever it was, could have stood close to the 
shutter without hearing anything spoken; and, seeing the light 
through the chinks and finding all so quiet, might have been 
persuaded that only one person was there. 

‘Some thief or ruffian, maybe,” said the locksmith. ‘‘ Give 
me the light.” 

“No, no,” she returned hastily. ‘‘Such visitors have never 
come to this poor dwelling. Do you stay here. Youre within 
call, at the worst. I would rather go myself—alone.” 

“Why?” said the locksmith, unwillingly relinquishing the 
candle he had caught up from the table. 

“‘Because—I don’t know why—because the wish is strong 
upon me,” she rejoined. “There again—do not detain me, I beg 
of you!” 

Gabriel looked at her, in great surprise to see one who was 
usually so mild and quiet thus agitated, and with so little cause. 
She left the room and closed the door behind her. She stood for 
a moment as if hesitating, with her hand upon the lock. In this 
short interval the knocking came again, and a voice close to the 
window—a voice the locksmith seemed to recollect, and to have 
some disagreeable association with—whispered ‘‘ Make haste.” 

The words were uttered in that low distinct voice which finds 
its way so readily to sleepers’ ears, and wakes them in a fright. 
For a moment it startled even the locksmith ; who involuntarily 
drew back from the window, and listened. 

The wind rumbling in the chimney made it difficult to hear 
what passed, but he could tell that the door was opened, that 
there was the tread of a man upon the creaking boards, and then 
a moment’s silence—broken by a suppressed something which was 
not a shriek, or groan, or ery for help, and yet might have been 
either or all three ; and the words ‘‘My God!” uttered in a voice 
it chilled him to hear. 

He rushed out upon the instant. There, at last, was that 
dreadful look—the very one he seemed to know so well and yet 
had never seen before—upon her face. There she stood, frozen to 
the ground, gazing with starting eyes, and livid cheeks, and every 
feature fixed and ghastly, upon the man he had encountered in the 
dark last night. His eyes met those of the locksmith. It was 
but a flash, an instant, a breath upon a polished glass, and he was 
gone, 

The locksmith was upon him—had the skirts of his streaming 
garment almost in his grasp—when his arms were tightly clutched, 
and the widow flung herself upon the ground before him. 
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“The other way—the other way,” she cried. ‘‘He went the 
other way. Turn—turn !” 

“The other way! I see him now,” rejoined the locksmith, 
pointing—“ yonder—there—there is his shadow passing by that 
light. _What—who is this? Let me go.” 

“Come back, come back!” exclaimed the woman, wrestling 
with and clasping him; “Do not touch him on your life. I 
charge you, come back. He carries other lives besides his own. 
Come back !” 

“What does this mean?” cried the locksmith. 

“No matter what it means, don’t ask, don’t speak, don’t think 
about it. He is not to be followed, checked, or stopped. Come 
back !” 

The old man looked at her in wonder, as she writhed and clung 
about him; and, borne down by her passion, suffered her to drag 
him into the house. It was not until she had chained and double- 
locked the door, fastened every bolt and bar with the heat and 
fury of a maniac, and drawn him back into the room, that she 
turned upon him once again that stony look of horror, and, sinking 
down into a chair, covered her face, and shuddered, as though the 
hand of Death were on her. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTH. 


BEYOND all measure astonished by the strange occurrences which 
had passed with so much violence and rapidity, the locksmith gazed 
upon the shuddering figure in the chair like one half stupefied, and 
would have gazed much longer, had not his tongue been loosened 
by compassion and humanity. 

“You are ill,” said Gabriel. ‘ Let me call some neighbour in.” 

“Not for the world,” she rejoined, motioning to him with her 
trembling hand, and still holding her face averted. ‘It is enough 
that you have been by, to see this.” 

“ Nay, more than enough—or less,” said Gabriel. 

“Be it so,’ she returned. ‘‘ As you like. Ask meno questions, 
I entreat you.” 

“Neighbour,” said the locksmith, after a pause. “Is this fair, 
or reasonable, or just to yourself? Is it like you, who have known 
me so long and sought my advice in all matters—like you, who 
from a girl have had a strong mind and a staunch heart ?” 

“T have need of them,” she replied. ‘I am growing old, both 
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in years and care. Perhaps that, and too much trial, have made 
them weaker than they used to be. Do not speak to me.” 

“How can I see what I have seen, and hold my peace!” re- 
turned the locksmith. ‘‘Who was that man, and why has his 
coming made this change in you?” 

She was silent, but clung to the chair as though to save herself 
from falling on the ground. 

“T take the license of an old acquaintance, Mary,” said the 
locksmith, ‘‘ who has ever had a warm regard for you, and maybe 
has tried to prove it when he could. Who is this ill-favoured 
man, and what has he to do with you? Who is this ghost, that 
is only seen in the black nights and bad weather? How does he 
know and why does he haunt this house, whispering through 
chinks and crevices, as if there was that between him and you, 
which neither durst so much as speak aloud of? Who is he?” 

“You do well to say he haunts this house,” returned the 
widow, faintly. ‘‘ His shadow has been upon it and me, in light 
and darkness, at noonday and midnight. And now, at last, he 
has come in the body!” 

“But he wouldn’t have gone in the body,” returned the lock- 
smith with some irritation, ‘Sif you had left my arms and legs at 
liberty. What riddle is this?” 

“Tt is one,” she answered, rising as she spoke, ‘‘that must 
remain for ever as it is. I dare not say more than that.” 

“Dare not!” repeated the wondering locksmith. 

“Do not press me,” she replied. “I am sick and faint, and 
every faculty of life seems dead within me.—No!—Do not touch 
me, either.” 

Gabriel, who had stepped forward to render her assistance, fell 
back as she made this hasty exclamation, and regarded her in 
silent wonder. 

“Let me go my way alone,” she said in a low voice, ‘and let 
the hands of no honest man touch mine to-night.” When she had 
tottered to the door, she turned, and added with a stronger effort. 
“This is a secret, which, of necessity, I trust to you. You area 
true man. As you have ever been good and kind to me,—keep it. 
If any noise was heard above, make some excuse—say anything 
but what you really saw, and never let a word or look between us, 
recal this circumstance. I trust to you. Mind, I trust to you. 
How much I trust, you never can conceive.” 

Fixing her eyes upon him for an instant, she withdrew, and left 
him there alone. 

Gabriel, not knowing what to think, stood staring at the door 
with a countenance full of surprise and dismay. The more he 
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pondered on what had passed, the less able he was to give it any 
favourable interpretation. To find this widow woman, whose life 
for so many years had been supposed to be one of solitude and 
retirement, and who, in her quiet suffering character, had gained 
the good opinion and respect of all who knew her—to find her 
linked mysteriously with an ill-omened man, alarmed at his 
appearance, and yet favouring his escape, was a discovery that 
pained as much as it startled him. Her reliance on his secrecy, 
and his tacit acquiescence, increased his distress of mind. If he 
had spoken boldly, persisted in questioning her, detained her when 
she rose to leave the room, made any kind of protest, instead of 
silently compromising himself, as he felt he had done, he would 
have been more at ease. 

““Why did I let her say it was a secret, and she trusted it to 
me!” said Gabriel, putting his wig on one side to scratch his head 
with greater ease, and looking ruefully at the fire. ‘I have no 
more readiness than old John himself. Why didn’t I say firmly, 
‘You have no right to such secrets, and I demand of you to tell 
me what this means,’ instead of standing gaping at her, like an old 
mooncalf as [am! But there’s my weakness. I can be obstinate 
enough with men if need be, but women may twist me round their 
fingers at their pleasure.” 

He took his wig off outright as he made this reflection, and, 
warming his handkerchief at the fire began to rub and polish his 
bald head with it, until it glistened again. 

“ And yet,” said the locksmith, softening under this soothing 
process, and stopping to smile, “it may be nothing. Any drunken 
brawler trying to make his way into the house, would have alarmed 
a quiet soul like her. But then”—and here was the vexation— 
“how came it to be that man; how comes he to have this influence 
over,her ; how came she to favour his getting away from me ; and 
more than all, how came she not to say it was a sudden fright, and 
nothing more? It’s a sad thing to have, in one minute, reason 
to mistrust a person I have known so long, and an old sweetheart 
into the bargain ; but what else can I do, with all this upon my 
mind !—Is that Barnaby outside there ?” 

“Ay!” he cried, looking in and nodding. ‘Sure enough it’s 
Barnaby—how did you guess ?” 

‘By your shadow,” said the locksmith. 

“Oho!” cried Barnaby, glancing over his shoulder, “ He’s a 
merry fellow, that shadow, and keeps close to me, though I am 
silly. We have such pranks, such walks, such runs, such gambols 
on the grass! Sometimes he’ll be half as tall as a church steeple, 
and sometimes no bigger than a dwarf. Now he goes on before, 
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and now behind, and anon he'll be stealing slily on, on this side, or on 
that, stopping whenever I stop, and thinking I can’t see him, though 
I have my eye on him sharp enough. Oh! he’s a merry fellow. 
Tell me—is he silly too? I think he is.” 

“ Why 7” asked Gabriel. 

“ Because he never tires of mocking me, but does it all day long. 
—Why don’t you come?” 

““ Where ?” 

“Up stairs. He wants you. Stay—where’s his shadow? 
Come. Yow’e a wise man; tell me that.” 

“ Beside him, Barnaby; beside him, I suppose,” returned the 
locksmith. 

“No!” he replied, shaking his head. ‘‘ Guess again.” 

“Gone out a walking, maybe ?” 

‘He has changed shadows with a woman,” the idiot whispered 
in his ear, and then fell back with a look of triumph. ‘Her 
shadow’s always with him, and his with her. That’s sport I 
think, eh?” 

* Barnaby,” said the locksmith, with a grave look; “come 
hither, lad.” 

“T know what you want to say. I know!” he replied, keeping 
away from him. “But ’m cunning, I’m silent. I only say so 
much to you—are you ready?” As he spoke, he caught up the 
light, and waved it with a wild laugh above his head. 

‘*Softly—gently,” said the locksmith, exerting all his influence 
to keep him calm and quiet. “I thought you had been asleep.” 

“So I have been asleep,” he rejoined, with widely-opened eyes. 
“There have been great faces coming and going—close to my face, 
and then a mile away—low places to creep through, whether I 
would or no—high churches to fall down from—strange creatures 
crowded up together neck and heels, to sit upon the bed—that’s 
sleep, eh?” 

“Dreams, Barnaby, dreams,” said the locksmith. 

“Dreams !” he echoed softly, drawing closer to him. “Those 
are not dreams.” 

“What are,” replied the locksmith, “if they are not?” 

‘“T dreamed,” said Barnaby, passing his arm through Varden’s, 
and peering close into his face as he answered in a whisper, “I 
dreamed just now that something—it was in the shape of a man— 
followed me—came softly after me—wouldn’t let me be—but was 
always hiding and crouching, like a cat in dark corners, waiting 
till I should pass ; when it crept out and came softly after me,— 
Did you ever see me run ?” 

“Many a time, you know.” 
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“You never saw me run as I did in this dream. Still it came 
creeping on to worry me. Nearer, nearer, nearer—I ran faster— 
leaped—sprang out of bed, and to the window—and there, in the 
street below—but he is waiting for us. Are you coming?” 

“What in the street below, dear Barnaby?” said Varden, 
imagining that he had traced some connexion between this vision 
and what had actually occurred. 

Barnaby. looked into his face, muttered incoherently, waved the 
light above his head again, laughed, and drawing the locksmith’s 
arm more tightly through his own, led him up the stairs in silence. 

They entered a homely bedchamber, garnished in a scanty way 
with chairs whose spindle-shanks bespoke their age, and other 
furniture of very little worth; but clean and neatly kept. Reclining 
in an easy-chair before the fire, pale and weak from waste of blood, 
was Edward Chester, the young gentleman that had been the first 
to quit the Maypole on the previous night, who, extending his hand 
to the locksmith, welcomed him as his preserver and friend. 

“Say no more, Sir, say no more,” said Gabriel. ‘I hope I 
would have done at least as much for any man in such a strait, 
and most of all for you, Sir. A certain young lady,” he added, 
with some hesitation, ‘has done us many a kind turn, and we 
naturally feel—I hope I give you no offence in saying this, Sir?” 

The young man smiled and shook his head; at the same time 
moving in his chair as if in pain. 

“Tt’s no great matter,” he said, in answer to the locksmith’s 
sympathising look, ‘‘a mere uneasiness arising at least as much 
from being cooped up here, as from the slight wound I have, or 
from the loss of blood. Be seated, Mr. Varden.” 

“Tf I may make so bold, Mr. Edward, as to lean upon your 
chair,” returned the locksmith, accommodating his action to his 
speech, and bending over him, “ T’ll stand here, for the convenience 
of speaking low. Barnaby is not in his quietest humour to-night, 
and at such times talking never does him good.” 

They both glanced at the subject of this remark, who had taken 
a seat on the other side of the fire, and, smiling vacantly, was 
making puzzles on his fingers with a skein of string. 

“Pray, tell me, Sir,” said Varden, dropping his voice still lower, 
“exactly what happened last night. I have my reason for inquir- 
ing. You left the Maypole, alone?” 

“And walked homeward alone until I had nearly reached the 
place where you found me, when I heard the gallop of a horse.” 

‘“‘__Behind you?” said the locksmith. 

“Indeed, yes—behind me. It was a single rider, who goon 
overtook me, and checking his horse, inquired the way to London.” 
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‘““You were on the alert, Sir, knowing how many highwaymen 
there are, scouring the roads in all directions?” said Varden. 

““T was, but I had only a stick, having imprudently left my 
pistols in their holster-case with the landlord’s son. I directed 
him as he desired. Before the words had passed my lips, he rode 
upon me furiously, as if bent on trampling me down beneath his 
horse’s hoofs. In starting aside I slipped and fell. You found 
me with this stab and an ugly bruise or two, and without my 
purse—in which he found little enough for his pains. And now, 
Mr. Varden,” he added, shaking the locksmith by the hand, 


“saving the extent of my gratitude to you, you know as much 
asl? 

“Except,” said Gabriel, bending down yet more, and looking 
cautiously towards their silent neighbour, ‘‘except in respect of the 
robber himself. What like was he, Sir? Speak low, if you please. 
Barnaby means no harm, but I have watched him oftener than 
you, and I know, little as you would think it, that he’s listening 
now.” 

It required a strong confidence in the locksmith’s veracity to 
lead any one to this belief, for every sense and faculty that Barnaby 
possessed, seemed to be fixed upon his game, to the exclusion of all 
other things. Something in the young man’s face expressed this 
opinion, for Gabriel repeated what he had just said, more earnestly 
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than before, and with another glance towards Barnaby, again asked 
what like the man was. 

“The night was so dark,” said Edward, “the attack so sudden, 
and he so wrapped and muffled up, that I can hardly say. It 
seems that—” 

“Don’t mention his name, Sir,” returned the locksmith, follow- 
ing his look towards Barnaby ; ‘‘I know he saw him. I want to 
know what you saw.” 

“All I remember is,” said Edward, “that as he checked his 
horse his hat was blown off. He caught it and replaced it on his 
head, which I observed was bound with a dark handkerchief. A 
stranger entered the Maypole while I was there, whom I had not 
seen, for I had sat apart for reasons of my own, and when I rose 
to leave the room and glanced round, he was in the shadow of the 
chimney and hidden from my sight. But if he and the robber 
were two different persons, their voices were strangely and most 
remarkably alike ; for directly the man addressed me in the road, 
T recognised his speech again.” 

“Tt is as I feared. The very man was here to-night,” 
thought the locksmith, changing colour. ‘What dark history is 
this |” 

“* Halloa!” cried a hoarse voice in his ear. ‘“ Halloa, halloa, 
halloa! Bow wow wow. What’s the matter here! Hal-loa!” 

The speaker—who made the locksmith start, as if he had seen 
some supernatural agent—was a large raven; who had perched 
upon the top of the easy-chair, unseen by him and Edward, and 
listened with a polite attention and a most extraordinary appear- 
ance of comprehending every word, to all they had said up to this 
point ; turning his head from one to the other, as if his office were 
to judge between them, and it were of the very last importance 
that he should not lose a: word. 

“Took at him!” said Varden, divided between admiration of 
the bird and a kind of fear of him. ‘‘ Was there ever such a 
knowing imp as that! Oh he’s a dreadful fellow !” 

The raven, with his head very much on one side, and his bright 
eye shining like a diamond, preserved a thoughtful silence for a 
few seconds, and then replied in a voice so hoarse and distant, that 
it seemed to come through his thick feathers rather than out of his 
mouth. 

“ Halloa, halloa, halloa! What’s the matter here! Keep up 
your spirits. Never say die. Bow wow wow. I’m a devil, ’m 
a devil, I’m a devil. Hurrah !”—And then, as if exulting in his 
infernal character, he began to whistle. 

“T more than half believe he speaks the truth. Upon my 
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word I do,” said Varden. ‘‘ Do you see how he looks at me, as if 
he knew what I was saying?” 

To which the bird, balancing himself on tiptoe, as it were, and 
moving his body up and down in a sort of grave dance, rejoined, 
“Tm a devil, ’m a devil, ’m a devil,” and flapped his wings 
against his sides as if he were bursting with laughter. Barnaby 
clapped his hands, and fairly rolled upon the ground in an ecstasy 
of delight. 

“Strange companions, Sir,” said the locksmith, shaking his 
head and looking from one to the other. ‘‘The bird has all the 
wit.” 

“Strange indeed!” said Edward, holding out his forefinger to 
the raven, who, in acknowledgment of the attention, made a dive 
at it immediately with his iron bill. “Is he old?” 

“A mere boy, Sir,” replied the locksmith. ‘A hundred and 
twenty, or thereabouts. Call him down, Barnaby my man.” 

“Call him!” echoed Barnaby, sitting upright upon the floor, 
and staring vacantly at Gabriel, as he thrust his hair back from 
his face. ‘‘ But who can make him come! He calls me, and 
makes me go where he will. He goes on before, and I follow. 
He’s the master, and I’m the man. Is that the truth, Grip?” 

The raven gave a short, comfortable, confidential kind of croak ; 
—a most expressive croak, which seemed to say ‘‘ You needn’t let 
these fellows into our secrets. We understand each other. It’s 
all right.” 

“T make him come!” cried Barnaby, pointing to the bird. 
“Him, who never goes to sleep, or so much as winks !—Why, any 
time of night, you may see his eyes in my dark room, shining like 
two sparks, And every night, and all night too, he’s broad awake, 
talking to himself, thinking what he shall do to-morrow, where we 
shall go, and what he shall steal, and hide, and bury. I make him 
come! Ha, ha, ha!” 

On second thoughts, the bird appeared disposed to come of him- 
self. After a short survey of the ground, and a few sidelong looks 
at the ceiling and at everybody present in turn, he fluttered to the 
floor, and went to Barnaby—not in a hop, or walk, or run, but in 
a pace like that of a very particular gentleman with exceedingly 
tight boots on, trying to walk fast over loose pebbles. Then, 
stepping into his extended hand, and condescending to be held out 
at arm’s length, he gave vent to a succession of sounds, not unlike 
the drawing of some eight or ten dozen of long corks, and again 
asserted his brimstone birth and parentage with great distinctness. 

The locksmith shook his head—perhaps in some doubt of the 
creature’s being really nothing but a bird—perhaps in pity for 
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Barnaby, who by this time had him in his arms, and was rolling 
about with him on the ground. As he raised his eyes from the 
poor fellow he encountered those of his mother, who had entered 
the room, and was looking on in silence. 

She was quite white in the face, even to her lips, but had 
wholly subdued her emotion, and wore her usual quiet look. 
Varden fancied as he glanced at her that she shrank from his eye ; 
and that she busied herself about the wounded gentleman to avoid 
him the better. 

It was time he went to bed, she said. He was to be removed 
to his own home on the morrow, and he had already exceeded his 
time for sitting up, by a full hour. Acting on this hint, the lock- 
smith prepared to take his leave. 

“By the bye,” said Edward, as he shook him by the hand, and 
looked from him to Mrs. Rudge and back again, “ what noise was 
that below? I heard your voice in the midst of it, and should 
have inquired before, but our other conversation drove it from my 
memory. What was it?” 

The locksmith looked towards her, and bit his lip. She leant 
against the chair, and bent her eyes upon the ground. Barnaby 
too—he was listening. 

—“Some mad or drunken fellow, Sir,” Varden at length made 
answer, looking steadily at the widow as he spoke. ‘‘ He mistook 
the house, and tried to force an entrance.” 

She breathed more freely, but stood quite motionless. As the 
locksmith said ‘‘ Good-night,” and Barnaby caught up the candle 
to light him down the stairs, she took it from him, and charged 
him—with more haste and earnestness than so slight an occasion 
appeared to warrant—not to stir. The raven followed them to 
satisfy himself that all was right below, and when they reached 
the street-door, stood on the bottom stair, drawing corks out of 
number. 

With a trembling hand she unfastened the chain and bolts, and 
turned the key. As she had her hand upon the latch, the lock- 
smith said in a low voice, 

“T have told a lie to-night, for your sake, Mary, and for the 
sake of bygone times and old acquaintances, when I would scorn 
to do so for my own. I hope I may have done no harm, or led to 
none. I can’t help the suspicions you have forced upon me, and I 
am loth, I tell you plainly, to leave Mr. Edward here. Take care 
he comes to no hurt. I doubt the safety of this roof, and am glad 
he leaves it so soon. Now, let me go.” 

For a moment she hid her face in her hands and wept; but 
resisting the strong impulse which evidently moved her to reply, 
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opened the door—no wider than was sufficient for the passage of 
his body—and motioned him away. As the locksmith stood upon 
the step, it was chained and locked behind him, and the raven, in 
furtherance of these precautions, barked like a lusty house-dog. 

“Tn league with that ill-looking figure that might have fallen 
from a gibbet—he listening and hiding here—Barnaby first upon 
the spot last night—can she who has always borne so fair a name 
be guilty of such crimes in secret!” said the locksmith, musing. 
“‘ Heaven forgive me if I am wrong, and send me just thoughts ; 
but she is poor, the temptation may be great, and we daily hear of 
things as strange.—Ay, bark away, my friend. If there’s any 
wickedness going on, that raven’s in it, I’ll be sworn.” 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTH. 


Mrs. VARDEN was a lady of what is commonly called an un- 
certain temper—a phrase which being interpreted signifies a temper 
tolerably certain to make everybody more or less uncomfortable. 
Thus it generally happened, that when other people were merry, 
Mrs. Varden was dull; and that when other people were dull, 
Mrs. Varden was disposed to be amazingly cheerful. Indeed the 
worthy housewife was of such a capricious nature, that she not 
only attained a higher pitch of genius than Macbeth, in respect of 
her ability to be wise, amazed, temperate and furious, loyal and 
neutral in an instant, but would sometimes ring the changes back- 
wards and forwards on all possible moods and flights in one short 
quarter of an hour; performing, as it were, a kind of triple bob 
major on the peal of instruments in the female belfry, with a 
skilfulness and rapidity of execution that astonished all who 
heard her. 

It had been observed in this good lady (who did not want for 
personal attractions, being plump and buxom to look at, though 
like her fair daughter, somewhat short in stature) that this un- 
certainty of disposition strengthened and increased with her 
temporal prosperity; and divers wise men and matrons, on friendly 
terms with the locksmith and his family, even went so far as to 
assert, that a tumble down some half-dozen rounds in the world’s 
ladder—such as the breaking of the bank in which her husband 
kept his money, or some little fall of that kind—would be the 
making of her, and could hardly fail to render her one of the most 
agreeable companions in existence. Whether they were right or 
wrong in this conjecture, certain it is that minds, like bodies, will 
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often fall into a pimpled ill-conditioned state from mere excess of 
comfort, and like them, are often successfully cured by remedies in 
themselves very nauseous and unpalatable. 

Mrs. Varden’s chief aider and abettor, and at the same time 
her principal victim and object of wrath, was her single domestic 
servant, one Miss Miggs; or as she was called, in conformity with 
those prejudices of society which lop and top from poor hand- 
maidens all such genteel excrescences—Miges. This Miges was a 
tall young lady, very much addicted to pattens in private life ; 
slender and shrewish, of a rather uncomfortable figure, and though 
not absolutely ill-looking, of a sharp and acid visage. As a general 
principle and abstract proposition, Miggs held the male sex to be 
utterly contemptible and unworthy of notice; to be fickle, false, 
base, sottish, inclined to perjury, and wholly undeserving. When 
particularly exasperated against them (which, scandal said, was 
when Sim Tappertit slighted her most) she was accustomed to 
wish with great emphasis that the whole race of women could but 
die off, in order that the men might be brought to know the real 
value of the blessings by which they set so little store; nay, her 
feeling for her order ran so high, that she sometimes declared, if 
she could only have good security for a fair, round number—say 
ten thousand—of young virgins following her example, she would, 
to spite mankind, hang, drown, stab, or poison herself, with a joy 
past all expression. 

It was the voice of Miggs that greeted the locksmith, when he 
knocked at his own house, with a shrill cry of ‘‘ Who’s there ?” 

“Me, girl, me,” returned Gabriel. 

“What, already, Sir!” said Miggs, opening the door with a 
look of surprise. ‘‘ We was just getting on our nightcaps to sit 
up,—me and mistress. Oh, she has been so bad!” 

Miggs said this with an air of uncommon candour and concern ; 
but the parlour-door was standing open, and as Gabriel very well 
knew for whose ears it was designed, he regarded her with any- 
thing but an approving look as he passed in. 

‘“‘Master’s come home, mim,” cried Miggs, running before him 
into the parlour. ‘You was wrong, mim, and I was right. I 
thought he wouldn’t keep us up so late, two nights running, 
mim, Master’s always considerate so far. I’m so glad, mim, on 
your account. I’m a little”—here Miggs simpered—“a little 
sleepy myself; T’ll own it now, mim, though I said I wasn’t when 
you asked me. It an’t of no consequence, mim, of course.” 

“You had better,” said the locksmith, who most devoutly 
wished that Barnaby’s raven was at Miggs’s ankles, “you had 
better get to bed at once then.” 
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“Thanking you kindly, Sir,” returned Miggs, ‘I couldn’t take 
my rest in peace, nor fix my thoughts upon my prayers, otherways 
than that I knew mistress was comfortable in her bed this night ; 
by rights she should have been there, hours ago.” 

“You're talkative, mistress,” said Varden, pulling off his great- 
coat, and looking at her askew. 

“Taking the hint, Sir,” cried Miggs, with a flushed face, ‘and 
thanking you for it most kindly, I will make bold to say, that if 
I give offence by having consideration for my mistress, I do not 
ask your pardon, but am content to get myself into trouble and to 
be in suffering.” 

Here Mrs. Varden, who, with her countenance shrouded in a 
large nightcap, had been all this time intent upon the Protestant 
Manual, looked round, and acknowledged Miggs’s championship by 
commanding her to hold her tongue. 

Every little bone in Miggs’s throat and neck developed itself 
with a spitefulness quite alarming, as she replied, ‘‘ Yes, mim, I 
will.” 

“How do you find yourself now, my dear?” said the locksmith, 
taking a chair near his wife (who had resumed her book), and 
rubbing his knees hard as he made the inquiry. 

“Youre very anxious to know, an’t you?” returned Mrs. 
Varden, with her eyes upon the print. ‘‘ You, that have not been 
near me all day, and wouldn’t have been if I was dying!” 

“My dear Martha—” said Gabriel. 

Mrs. Varden turned over to the next page; then went back 
again to the bottom line over leaf to be quite sure of the last 
words ; and then went on reading with an appearance of the deepest 
interest and study. 

“My dear Martha,” said the locksmith, ‘“‘ how can you say such 
things, when you know you don’t mean them? If you were dying! 
Why, if there was anything serious the matter with you, Martha, 
shouldn’t I be in constant attendance upon you ?” 

“Yes!” cried Mrs. Varden, bursting into tears, “yes, you 
would. I don’t doubt it, Varden. Certainly you would. That’s 
as much as to tell me that you would be hovering round me like 
a vulture, waiting till the breath was out of my body, that you 
might go and marry somebody else.” 

Miggs groaned in sympathy—a little short groan, checked in 
its birth, and changed into a cough. It seemed to say, “I can’t 
help it. It’s wrung from me by the dreadful brutality of that 
monster master.” 

“But you'll break my heart one of these days,” added Mrs. 
Varden, with more resignation, ‘and then we shall both be happy. 
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My only desire is to see Dolly comfortably settled, and when she 
is, you may settle me as soon as you like.” 

“Ah!” cried Miggs—and coughed again. 

Poor Gabriel twisted his wig about in silence for a long time, 
and then said mildly, ‘‘ Has Dolly gone to bed?” 

“Your master speaks to you,” said Mrs. Varden, looking sternly 
over her shoulder at Miss Miggs in waiting. 

“No, my dear, I spoke to you,” suggested the locksmith. 

“Did you hear me, Miggs?” cried the obdurate lady, stamping 
her foot upon the ground. ‘“ Yow are beginning to despise me 
now, are you? But this is example!” 

At this cruel rebuke, Miggs, whose tears were always ready, 
for large or small parties, on the shortest notice and the most 
unreasonable terms, fell a crying violently ; holding both her hands 
tight upon her heart meanwhile, as if nothing less would prevent 
its splitting into small fragments. Mrs. Varden, who likewise 
possessed that faculty in high perfection, wept too, against Miggs ; 
and with such effect that Miggs gave in after a time, and, except 
for an occasional sob, which seemed to threaten some remote 
intention of breaking out again, left her mistress in possession of 
the field. Her superiority being thoroughly asserted, that lady 
soon desisted likewise, and fell into a quiet melancholy. 

The relief was so great, and the fatiguing occurrences of last night 
so completely overpowered the locksmith, that he nodded in his 
chair, and would doubtless have slept there all night, but for the 
voice of Mrs. Varden, which, after a pause of some five minutes, 
awoke him with a start. 

“Tf I am ever,” said Mrs. V.—not scolding, but in a sort of 
monotonous remonstrance—“‘in spirits, if I am ever cheerful, if I 
am ever more than usually disposed to be talkative and comfortable, 
this is the way I am treated.” 

“Such spirits as you was in too, mim, but half an hour ago!” 
cried Miggs. ‘I never see such company !” 

“Because,” said Mrs. Varden, ‘because I never interfere or 
interrupt ; because I never question where anybody comes or goes ; 
because my whole mind and soul is bent on saving where I can 
save, and labouring in this house ;—-therefore, they try me as 
they do.” 

“Martha,” urged the locksmith, endeavouring to look as 
wakeful as possible, “ what is it you complain of? I really came 
home with every wish and desire to be happy. I did, indeed.” 

“What do I complain of!” retorted his wife. “Is it a chilling 
thing to have one’s husband sulking and falling asleep directly he 
comes home—to have him freezing all one’s warm-heartedness, and 
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throwing cold water over the fireside? Is it natural, when I know 
he went out upon a matter in which I am as much interested as 
anybody can be, that I should wish to know all that has happened, 
or that he should tell me without my begging and praying him to 
do it? Is that natural, or is it not?” 

““T am very sorry, Martha,” said the good-natured locksmith. 
‘““T was really afraid you were not disposed to talk pleasantly: Pll 
tell you everything ; [shall only be too glad, my dear.” 

“No, Varden,” returned his wife, rising with dignity. ‘I dare 
say—thank you. I’m not a child to be corrected one minute and 
petted the next—I’m a little too old for that, Varden. Miggs, 
carry the light. Yow can be cheerful, Miggs, at least.” 

Miggs, who, to this moment, had been in the very depths of 
compassionate despondency, passed instantly into the liveliest state 
conceivable, and tossing her head as she glanced towards the 
locksmith, bore off her mistress and the light together. 

“Now, who would think,” thought Varden, shrugging his 
shoulders and drawing his chair nearer to the fire, “that that 
woman could ever be pleasant and agreeable? And yet she can 
be. Well, well, all of us have our faults. Tl not be hard upon 
hers. We have been man and wife too long for that.” 

He dozed again—not the less pleasantly, perhaps, for his hearty 
temper. While his eyes were closed, the door leading to the upper 
stairs was partially opened ; and a head appeared, which, at sight 
of him, hastily drew back again. 

“‘T wish,” murmured Gabriel, waking at the noise, and looking 
round the room, ‘‘I wish somebody would marry Miggs. But 
that’s impossible! I wonder whether there’s any madman alive, 
who would marry Miggs !” 

This was such a vast speculation that he fell into a doze again, 
and slept until the fire was quite burnt out. At last he roused 
himself; and having double-locked the street-door according to 
custom, and put the key in his pocket, went off to bed. 

He had not left the room in darkness many minutes, when the 
head again appeared, and Sim Tappertit entered, bearing in his 
hand a little lamp. 

“What the devil business has he to stop up so late!” muttered 
Sim, passing into the workshop, and setting it down upon the 
forge. ‘‘Here’s half the night gone already. There’s only one 
good that has ever come to me, out of this cursed old rusty 
mechanical trade, and that’s this piece of ironmongery, upon my 
soul |” 

As he spoke, he drew from the right-hand, or rather right-leg 
pocket of his smalls, a clumsy large-sized key, which he inserted 
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cautiously in the lock his master had secured, and softly opened 
the door. That done, he replaced his piece of secret workmanship 
in his pocket ; and leaving the lamp burning, and closing the door 
carefully and without noise, stole out into the street—as little 
suspected by the locksmith in his sound deep sleep, as by Barnaby 
himself in his phantom-haunted dreams. 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTH. 


CLEAR of the locksmith’s house, Sim Tappertit laid aside his 
cautious manner, and assuming in its stead that of a ruffling, 
swaggering, roving blade, who would rather kill a man than other- 
wise, and eat him too if needful, made the best of his way along 
the darkened streets. 

Half pausing for an instant now and then to smite his pocket 
and assure himself of the safety of his master key, he hurried on to 
Barbican, and turning into one of the narrowest of the narrow 
streets which diverged from that centre, slackened his pace and 
wiped his heated brow, as if the termination of his walk were near 
at hand. 

It was not a very choice spot for midnight expeditions, being in 
truth one of more than questionable character, and of an appearance 
by no means inviting. From the main street he had entered, 
itself little better than an alley, a low-browed doorway led into a 
blind court, or yard, profoundly dark, unpaved, and reeking with 
stagnant odours. Into this ill-favoured pit, the locksmith’s 
vagrant ’prentice groped his way ; and stopping at a house from 
whose defaced and rotten front the rude effigy of a bottle swung 
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to and fro like some gibbeted malefactor, struck thrice upon an 
iron grating with his foot. After listening in vain for some 
response to his signal, Mr. Tappertit became impatient, and struck 
the grating thrice again. 

A further delay ensued, but it was not of long duration. The 
ground seemed to open at his feet, and a ragged head appeared. 

“Ts that the captain?” said a voice as ragged as the head. 

“Ves,” replied Mr..Tappertit haughtily, descending as he spoke, 
‘who should it be?” 

“Tt’s so late, we gave you up,” returned the voice, as its owner 
stopped to shut and fasten the grating. ‘ You're late, Sir.” 

“ Tead on,” said Mr. Tappertit, with a gloomy majesty, ‘‘and 
make remarks when I require you. Forward!” 

This latter word of command was perhaps somewhat theatrical 
and unnecessary, inasmuch as the descent was by a very narrow, 
steep, and slippery flight of steps, and any rashness or departure 
from the beaten track must have ended in a yawning water-butt. 
But Mr. Tappertit being, like some other great commanders, 
favourable to strong effects, and personal display, cried ‘‘ Forward!” 
again, in the hoarsest voice he could assume; and led the way, 
with folded arms and knitted brows, to the cellar down below, 
where there was a small copper fixed in one corner, a chair or two, 
a form and table, a glimmering fire, and a truckle-bed, covered 
with a ragged patchwork rug. 

“Welcome, noble captain!” cried a lanky figure, rising as from 
a nap. 

The captain nodded. Then, throwing off his outer coat, he 
stood composed in all his dignity, and eyed his follower over. 

“What news to-night?” he asked, when he had looked into his 
very soul. 

“Nothing particular,” replied the other, stretching himself— 
and he was so long already that it was quite alarming to see him 
do it—‘ how come you to be so late?” 

“No matter,” was all the captain deigned to say in answer. 
“Ts the room prepared ?” 

“Tt is,” replied his follower. 

“The comrade—is he here ?” 

“Yes. And a sprinkling of the others—you hear ’em ?” 

‘Playing skittles !” said the captain moodily. “ Light-hearted 
revellers !” 

There was no doubt respecting the particular amusement in 
which these heedless spirits were indulging, for even in the close 
and stifling atmosphere of the vault, the noise sounded like distant 
thunder, It certainly appeared, at first sight, a singular spot to 
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choose, for that or any other purpose of relaxation, if the other 
cellars answered to the one in which this brief colloquy took place ; 
for the floors were of sodden earth, the walls and roof of damp bare 
brick tapestried with the tracks of snails and slugs; the air was 
sickening, tainted, and offensive. It seemed, from one strong 
flavour which was uppermost among the various odours of the 
place, that it had, at no very distant period, been used as a store- 
house for cheeses ; a circumstance which, while it accounted for 
the greasy moisture that hung about it, was agreeably suggestive 
of rats. It was naturally damp besides, and little trees of fungus 
sprang from every mouldering corner. 

The proprieter of this charming retreat, and owner of the ragged 
head before mentioned—for he wore an old tie-wig as bare and 
frowzy as a stunted hearth-broom—had by this time joined them ; 
and stood a little apart, rubbing his hands, wagging his hoary 
bristled chin, and smiling in silence. His eyes were closed ; but 
had they been wide open, it would have been easy to tell, from the 
attentive expression of the face he turned towards them—pale and 
unwholesome as might be expected in one of his underground 
existence—and from a certain anxious raising and quivering of the 
lids, that he was blind. 

“ Even Stagg hath been asleep,” said the long comrade, nodding 
towards this person. 

“Sound, captain, sound!” cried the blind man; “what does 
my noble captain drink—is it brandy, rum, usquebaugh? Is it 
soaked gunpowder, or blazing oil? Give it a name, heart of oak, 
and we'd get it for you, if it was wine from a bishop’s cellar, or 
melted gold from King George’s mint.” 

“See,” said Mr. Tappertit haughtily, ‘that it’s something 
strong, and comes quick; and so long as you take care of that, 
you may bring it from the devil’s cellar, if you like.” 

“Boldly said, noble captain!” rejoined the blind man. 
“‘ Spoken like the ’Prentices’ glory. Ha, ha! From the devil’s 
cellar! <A brave joke! The captain joketh. Ha, ha, ha!” 

“T’ll tell you what, my fine feller,” said Mr. Tappertit, eyeing 
the host over as he walked to a closet, and took out a bottle and 
glass as carelessly as if he had been in full possession of his sight, 
“if you make that row, you'll find that the captain’s very far from 
joking, and so I tell you.” 

“ He’s got his eyes on me!” cried Stagg, stopping short on his 
way back, and affecting to screen his face with the bottle. “TI 
feel ’em though I can’t see ’em. Take ’em off, noble captain. 
Remove ’em, for they pierce like gimlets.” 

Mr. Tappertit smiled grimly at his comrade; and twisting 
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out one more look—a kind of ocular screw—under the infiuence 
of which the blind man feigned to undergo great anguish and 
torture, bade him, in a softened tone, approach, and hold his peace. 

“T obey you, captain,” cried Stagg, drawing close to him and 
filling out a bumper without spilling a drop, by reason that he 
held his little finger at the brim of the glass, and stopped at the 
instant the liquor touched it, “drink, noble governor. Death to 
all masters, life to all ’prentices, and love to all fair damsels. 
Drink, brave general, and warm your gallant heart !” 

Mr. Tappertit condescended to take the glass from his out- 
stretched hand. Stagg then dropped on one knee, and gently 
smoothed the calves of his legs, with an air of humble admiration. 

“That I had but eyes!” he cried, “to behold my captain’s 
symmetrical proportions! That I had but eyes, to look upon 
these twin invaders of domestic peace ! ” 

“Get out!” said Mr. Tappertit, glancing downward at his 
favourite limbs. ‘‘Go along, will you, Stagg !”, 

“When I touch my own afterwards,” cried the host, smiting 
them reproachfully, ‘“‘I hate’em. Comparatively speaking, they’ve 
no more shape than wooden legs, beside these models of my noble 
captain’s.” 

“Yours!” exclaimed Mr. Tappertit. ‘No, I should think 
not. Don’t talk about those precious old toothpicks in the same 
breath with mine; that’s rather too much. Here. Take the 
glass. Benjamin. Lead on. To business!” 

With these words, he folded his arms again; and frowning 
with a sullen majesty, passed with his companion through a little 
door at the upper end of the cellar, and disappeared ; leaving Stagg 
to his private meditations. 

The vault they entered, strewn with sawdust and dimly lighted, 
was between the outer one from which they had just come, and 
that in which the skittle-players were diverting themselves; as 
was manifested by the increased noise and clamour of tongues, 
which was suddenly stopped, however, and replaced by a dead 
silence, at a signal from the long comrade. Then, this young 
gentleman, going to a little cupboard, returned with a thigh-bone, 
which in former times must have been part and parcel of some 
individual at least as long as himself, and placed the same in the 
hands of Mr. Tappertit ; who, receiving it as a sceptre and staff of 
authority, cocked his three-cornered hat fiercely on the top of his 
head, and mounted a large table, whereon a chair of state, cheer- 
fully ornamented with a couple of skulls, was placed ready for his 
reception, 


He had no sooner assumed this position, than another young 
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gentleman appeared, bearing in his arms a huge clasped book, who 
made him a profound obeisance, and delivering it to the long 
comrade, advanced to the table, and turning his back upon it, 
stood there Atlas-wise. Then, the long comrade got upon the 
table too; and seating himself in a lower chair than Mr. 
Tappertit’s, with much state and ceremony, placed the large book 
on the shoulders of their mute companion as deliberately as if he 
had been a wooden desk, and prepared to make entries therein 
with a pen of corresponding size. 

When the long comrade had made these preparations, he looked 
towards Mr. Tappertit; and Mr. Tappertit, flourishing the bone, 


ft 


knocked nine times therewith upon one of the skulls. At the ninth 
stroke, a third young gentleman emerged from the door leading to 
the skittle ground, and bowing low, awaited his commands. 

“Prentice!” said the mighty captain, “who waits without ?” 

The ’prentice made answer that a stranger was in attendance, 
who claimed admission into that secret society of Prentice Knights, 
and a free participation in their rights, privileges, and immunities, 
Thereupon Mr. Tappertit flourished the bone again, and giving the 
other skull a prodigious rap on the nose, exclaimed ‘“ Admit him !’ 
At these dread words the ’prentice bowed once more, and so with- 
drew as he had come. 
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There goon appeared at the same door, two other 'prentices, 
having between them a third, whose eyes were bandaged, and who 
was attired in a bag-wig, and a broad-skirted coat, trimmed with 
tarnished lace; and who was girded with a sword, in compliance 
with the laws of the Institution regulating the introduction of 
candidates, which required them to assume this courtly dress, and 
kept it constantly in lavender, for their convenience. One of the 
conductors of this novice held a rusty blunderbuss pointed towards 
his ear, and the other a very ancient sabre, with which he carved 
imaginary offenders as he came along in a sanguinary and anatomi- 
cal manner. 

As this silent group advanced, Mr. Tappertit fixed his hat upon 
his head. The novice then laid his hand upon his breast and bent 
before him. When he had humbled himself sufficiently, the 
captain ordered the bandage to be removed, and proceeded to eye 
him over. 

“Ha!” said the captain, thoughtfully, when he had concluded 
this ordeal. ‘‘ Proceed.” 

The long comrade read aloud as follows :—‘‘ Mark Gilbert. 
Age, nineteen. Bound to Thomas Curzon, hosier, Golden Fleece, 
Aldgate. Loves Curzon’s daughter. Cannot say that Curzon’s 
daughter loves him. Should think it probable. Curzon pulled 
his ears last Tuesday week.” 

“ How!” cried the captain, starting. 

“For looking at his daughter, please you,” said the novice. 

“Write Curzon down, Denounced,” said the captain. ‘ Put a 
black cross against the name of Curzon.” 

“So please you,” said the novice, “that’s not the worse—he 
calls his ’prentice idle dog, and stops his beer unless he works to 
his liking. He gives Dutch cheese, too, eating Cheshire, Sir, 
himself; and Sundays out, are only once a month.” 

“This,” said Mr. Tappertit gravely, “is a flagrant case. Put 
two black crosses to the name of Curzon.” 

“Tf the society,” said the novice, who was an ill-looking, one- 
sided, shambling lad, with sunken eyes set close together in his 
head—‘“‘if the society would burn his house down—for he’s not 
insured—or beat him as he comes home from his club at night, or 
help me to carry off his daughter, and marry her at the Fleet, 
whether she gave consent or no—” 

Mr. Tappertit waved his grizzly truncheon as an admonition to 
him not to interrupt, and ordered three black crosses to the name 
of Curzon. 

“Which means,” he said in gracious explanation, “‘ vengeance, 
complete and terrible. ’Prentice, do you love the Constitution ?” 
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To which the novice (being to that end instructed by his 
attendant sponsors) replied ‘I do!” 

“The Church, the State, and everything established—but the 
masters?” quoth the captain. 

~ Again the novice said “I do.” 

Having said it, he listened meekly to the captain, who, in an 
address prepared for such occasions, told him how that under that 
same Constitution (which was kept in a strong-box somewhere, but 
where exactly he could not find out, or he would have endeavoured 
to procure a copy of it), the ’prentices had, in times gone by, had 
frequent holidays of right, broken people’s heads by scores, defied 
their masters, nay, even achieved some glorious murders in the 
streets, which privileges had gradually been wrested from them, 
and in all which noble aspirations they were now restrained ; how 
the degrading checks imposed upon them were unquestionably 
attributable to the innovating spirit of the times, and how they 
united therefore to resist all change, except such change as would 
restore those good old English customs, by which they would stand 
or fall. After illustrating the wisdom of going backward, by 
reference to that sagacious fish, the crab, and the not unfrequent 
practice of the mule and donkey, he described their general objects ; 
which were briefly vengeance on their Tyrant Masters (of whose 
grievous and insupportable oppression no ’prentice could entertain 
a moment’s doubt) and the restoration, as aforesaid, of their 
ancient rights and holidays; for neither of which objects were 
they now quite ripe, being barely twenty strong, but which they 
pledged themselves to pursue with fire and sword when needful. 
Then he described the oath which every member of that small 
remnant of a noble body took, and which was of a dreadful and 
impressive kind ; binding him, at the bidding of his chief, to resist 
and obstruct the Lord Mayor, sword-bearer, and chaplain; to 
despise the authority of the Sheriffs; and to hold the Court of 
Aldermen as nought; but not on any account, in case the fulness 
of time should bring a general rising of ’prentices, to damage or 
in any way disfigure Temple Bar, which was strictly constitutional 
and always to be approached with reverence. Having gone over 
these several heads with great eloquence and force, and having 
further informed the novice that this society had had its origin in 
his own teeming brain, stimulated by a swelling sense of wrong 
and outrage, Mr. Tappertit demanded whether he had strength of 
heart to take the mighty pledge required, or whether he would 
withdraw while retreat was yet within his power. 

To this, the novice made rejoinder that he would take the vow, 
though it should choke him; and it was accordingly administered 
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with many impressive circumstances, among which the lighting 
up of the two skulls with a candle-end inside of each, and a great 
many flourishes with the bone, were chiefly conspicuous ; not to 
mention a variety of grave exercises with the blunderbuss and 
sabre, and some dismal groaning by unseen ’prentices without. 
All these dark and direful ceremonies being at length completed, 
the table was put aside, the chair of state removed, the sceptre 
locked up in its usual cupboard, the doors of communication 
between the three cellars thrown freely open, and the ’Prentice 
Knights resigned themselves to merriment. 

But Mr. Tappertit, who had a soul above the vulgar herd, and 
who, on account of his greatness, could only afford to be merry 
now and then, threw himself on a bench with the air of a man 
who was faint with dignity. He looked with an indifferent eye, 
alike on skittles, cards, and dice, thinking only of the locksmith’s 
daughter, and the base degenerate days on which he had fallen. 

“My noble captain neither games, nor sings, nor dances,” said 
his host, taking a seat beside him. ‘“‘ Drink, gallant general !” 

Mr. Tappertit drained the proffered goblet to the dregs ; then 
thrust his hands into his pockets, and with a lowering visage 
walked among the skittles, while his followers (such is the influence 
of superior genius) restrained the ardent ball, and held his little 
shins in dumb respect. 

“Tf I had been born a corsair or a pirate, a brigand, gen-teel 
highwayman or patriot—and they’re the same thing,” thought Mr. 
Tappertit, musing among the ninepins, “I should have been all 
right. But to drag out a ignoble existence unbeknown to man- 
kind in general—patience! I will be famous yet. A voice 
within me keeps on whispering Greatness. I shall burst out one 
of these days, and when I do, what power can keep me down ? 
I feel my soul getting into my head at the idea. More drink 
there !” 

“The novice,” pursued Mr. Tappertit, not exactly in a voice of 
thunder, for his tones, to say the truth, were rather cracked and 
shrill,—but very impressively, notwithstanding—“ where is he?” 

“Here, noble captain!” cried Stagg. ‘One stands beside me 
who I feel is a stranger.” 

‘““Have you,” said Mr, Tappertit, letting his gaze fall on the 
party indicated, who was indeed the new knight, by this time 
restored to his own apparel; “Have you the impression of your 
street-door key in wax ?” 

The long comrade anticipated the reply, by producing it from 
the shelf on which it had been deposited. 

“Good,” said Mr. Tappertit, scrutinising it attentively, while a 
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breathless silence reigned around; for he had constructed secret 
door-keys for the whole society, and perhaps owed something of 
his influence to that mean and trivial cireumstance—on such 
slight accidents do even men of mind depend !—“ This is easily 
“made. Come hither, friend.” 

With that, he beckoned the new knight apart, and putting the 
pattern in his pocket, motioned to him to walk by his side. 

“And so,” he said, when they had taken a few turns up and 
down, ‘‘ you—you love your master’s daughter ?” 

“T do,” said the ’prentice. ‘‘ Honour bright. No chaff, you 
know.” 

“Have you,” rejoined Mr. Tappertit, catching him by the wrist, 
and giving him a look which would have been expressive of the 
most deadly malevolence, but for an accidental hiccup that rather 
interfered with it ; ‘“‘ have you a—a rival ?” 

** Not as I know on,” replied the ’prentice. 

“Tf you had now—” said Mr. Tappertit—‘‘ what would you— 
eh—- 1” 

The ’prentice looked fierce and clenched his fists. 

“Tt is enough,” cried Mr. Tappertit hastily, ““we understand 
each other. We are observed. I thank you.” 

So saying, he cast him off again ; and calling the long comrade 
aside after taking a few hasty turns by himself, bade him immedi- 
ately write and post against the wall, a notice, proscribing one 
Joseph Willet (commonly known as Joe) of Chigwell ; forbidding 
all ’Prentice Knights to succour, comfort, or hold communion with 
him ; and requiring them, on pain of excommunication, to molest, 
hurt, wrong, annoy, and pick quarrels with the said Joseph, when- 
soever and wheresoever they, or any of them, should happen to 
encounter him. 

Having relieved his mind by this energetic proceeding, he con- 
descended to approach the festive board, and warming by degrees, 
at length deigned to preside, and even to enchant the company 
with a song. After this, he rose to such a pitch as to consent to 
regale the society with a hornpipe, which he actually performed to 
the music of a fiddle (played by an ingenious member) with such 
surpassing agility and brilliancy of execution, that the spectators 
could not be sufficiently enthusiastic in their admiration ; and their 
host protested, with tears in his eyes, that he had never truly felt 
his blindness until that moment. 

But the host withdrawing—probably to weep in secret—soon 
returned with the information that it wanted little more than 
an hour of day, and that all the cocks in Barbican had already 
begun to crow, as if their lives depended on it. At this intelligence, 
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the ’Prentice Knights arose in haste, and marshalling into a line, 
filed off one by one and dispersed with all speed to their several 
homes, leaving their leader to pass the grating last. 

“Good night, noble captain,” whispered the blind man as he 
held it open for his passage out; ‘‘ Farewell, brave general. Bye 
bye, illustrious commander. Good luck go with you for a— 
conceited, bragging, empty-headed, duck-legged idiot.” 

With which parting words, coolly added as he listened to his 
receding footsteps and locked the grate upon himself, he descended 
the steps, and lighting the fire below the little copper, prepared, 
without any assistance, for his daily occupation; which was to 
retail at the area-head above pennyworths of broth and soup, 
and savoury puddings, compounded of such scraps as were to be 
bought in the heap for the least money at Fleet Market in the 
evening time; and for the sale of which he had need to have 
depended chiefly on his private connexion, for the court had no 
thoroughfare, and was not that kind of place in which many 
people were likely to take the air, or to frequent as an agreeable 
promenade. 


CHAPTER THE NINTH. 


CHRONICLERS are privileged to enter where they list, to come 
and go through keyholes, to ride upon the wind, to overcome, in 
their soarings up and down, all obstacles of distance, time, and 
place. Thrice blessed be this last consideration, since it enables 
us to follow the disdainful Miges, even into the sanctity of her 
chamber, and to hold her in sweet companionship through the 
dreary watches of the night ! 

Miss Miggs, having undone her mistress, as she phrased it 
(which means, assisted to undress her), and having seen her com- 
fortably to bed in the back room on the first floor, withdrew to her 
own apartment, in the attic story. Notwithstanding her declaration 
in the locksmith’s presence, she was in no mood for sleep; so, 
putting her light upon the table and withdrawing the little window- 
curtain, she gazed out pensively at the wild night sky. 

Perhaps she wondered what star was destined for her habitation 
when she had run her little course below ; perhapsspeculated which of 
those glimmering spheres might be the natal orb of Mr. Tappertit ; 
perhaps marvelled how they could gaze down on that perfidious 
creature, man, and not sicken and turn green as chemists’ lamps ; 
perhaps thought of nothing in particular. Whatever she thought 


BARNABY RUDGE. 67 


about, there she sat, until her attention, alive to anything connected 
with the insinuating ’prentice, was attracted by a noise in the next 
room to her own—his room; the room in which he slept, and 
dreamed—it might be, sometimes dreamed of her. 

That he was not dreaming now, unless he was taking a walk in 
his sleep, was clear, for every now and then there came a shuffling 
noise, as though he were engaged in polishing the whitewashed 
wall; then a gentle creaking of his door; then the faintest 
indication of his stealthy footsteps on the landing-place outside. 
Noting this latter circumstance, Miss Miggs turned pale and 
shuddered, as mistrusting his intentions; and more than once 
exclaimed, below her breath, ‘‘ Oh! what a Providence it is as I am 
bolted in !”’—which, owing doubtless to her alarm, was a confusion 
of ideas on her part between a bolt and its use; for though there 
was one on the door, it was not fastened. 

Miss Miggs’s sense of hearing, however, having as sharp an edge 
as her temper, and being of the same snappish and suspicious kind, 
very soon informed her that the footsteps passed her door, and 
appeared to have some object quite separate and disconnected from 
herself. At this discovery she became more alarmed than ever, and 
was about to give utterance to those cries of ‘‘Thieves!” and 
“ Murder!” which she had hitherto restrained, when it occurred to 
her to look softly out, and see that her fears had some good 
palpable foundation. 

Looking out accordingly, and stretching her neck over the hand- 
rail, she descried, to her great amazement, Mr. Tappertit completely 
dressed, stealing down-stairs, one step at a time, with his shoes in 
one hand and a lamp in the other. Following him with her eyes, 
and going down a little way herself to get the better of an inter- 
vening angle, she beheld him thrust his head in at the parlour-door, 
draw it back again with great swiftness, and immediately begin a 
retreat up-stairs with all possible expedition. 

“ Here’s mysteries!” said the damsel, when she was safe in her 
own room again, quite out of breath. “Oh gracious, here’s 
mysteries !” 

The prospect of finding anybody out in anything, would have 
kept Miss Miggs awake under the influence of henbane. Presently, 
she heard the step again, as she would have done if it had been 
that of a feather endowed with motion and walking down on tiptoe. 
Then gliding out as before, she again beheld the retreating figure 
of the ’prentice ; again he looked cautiously in at the parlour-door, 
but this time, instead of retreating, he passed in and disappeared. 

Miggs was back in her room, and had her head out of the 
window, before an elderly gentleman could have winked and 
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recovered from it. Out he came at the street-door, shut it care- 
fully behind him, tried it with his knee, and swaggered off, putting 
something in his pocket as he went along. At this spectacle Miggs 
cried ‘‘Gracious!” again, and then, ‘Goodness gracious!” and 
then, “Goodness gracious me!” and then, candle in hand, went 
down-stairs as he had done. Coming to the workshop, she saw 
the lamp burning on the forge, and everything as Sim had left it. 

‘Why I wish I may only have a walking funeral, and never be 
buried decent with a mourning-coach and feathers, if the boy hasn’t 
been and made a key for his own self!” cried Miggs. ‘‘ Oh the 
little villain !” 

This conclusion was not arrived at without consideration, and 
much peeping and peering about ; nor was it unassisted by the recol- 
lection that she had on several occasions come upon the ’prentice 
suddenly, and found him busy at some mysterious occupation. 
Lest the fact of Miss Miggs calling him, on whom she stooped to 
cast a favourable eye, a boy, should create surprise in any breast, 
it may be observed that she invariably affected to regard all male 
bipeds under thirty as mere chits and infants ; which phenomenon 
is not unusual in ladies of Miss Miggs’s temper, and is indeed 
generally found to be the associate of such indomitable and savage 
virtue. 

Miss Miggs deliberated within herself for some little time, looking 
hard at the shop-door while she did so, as though her eyes and 
thoughts were both upon it; and then, taking a sheet of paper 
from a drawer, twisted it into a long thin spiral tube. Having 
filled this instrument with a quantity of small coal-dust from the 
forge, she approached the door, and dropping on one knee before it, 
dexterously blew into the keyhole as much of these fine ashes as 
the lock would hold. When she had filled it to the brim in a very 
workmanlike and skilful manner, she crept up-stairs again, and 
chuckled as she went. 

“There!” cried Miggs, rubbing her hands, ‘now let’s see 
whether you won’t be glad to take some notice of me, mister. He, 
he, he! You'll have eyes for somebody besides Miss Dolly now, I 
think. A fat-faced puss she is, as ever Z come across!” 

As she uttered this criticism, she glanced approvingly at her 
small mirror, as who should say, I thank my stars that can’t be said 
of me !—as it certainly could not ; for Miss Miggs’s style of beauty 
was of that kind which Mr. Tappertit himself had not inaptly 
termed, in private, ‘scraggy.” 

“T don’t go to bed this night!” said Miggs, wrapping herself in 
a shawl, drawing a couple of chairs near the window, flouncing down 
upon one, and putting her feet upon the other, “till you come home, 
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my lad. I wouldn’t,” said Miggs viciously, “no, not for five-and- 
forty pound !” 

With that, and with an expression of face in which a great 
number of opposite ingredients, such as mischief, cunning, malice, 
triumph, and patient expectation, were all mixed up together in a 
kind of physiognomical punch, Miss Miggs composed herself to wait 
and listen, like some fair ogress who had set a trap and was 
watching for a nibble from a plump young traveller. 

She sat there, with perfect composure, all night. At length, 


just upon break of day, there was a footstep in the street, and 
presently she could hear Mr. Tappertit stop at the door. Then she 
could make out that he tried his key—that he was blowing into it 
—that he knocked it on the nearest post to beat the dust out— 
that he took it under a lamp to look at it—that he poked bits of 
stick into the lock to clear it—that he peeped into the keyhole, 
first with one eye, and then with the other—that he tried the key 
again—that he couldn’t turn it, and what was worse couldn’t get 
it out—that he bent it—that then it was much less disposed to 
come out than before—that he gave it a mighty twist and a great 
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pull, and then it came out so suddenly that he staggered backwards 
—that he kicked the door—that he shook it—finally, that he 
smote his forehead, and sat down on the step in despair. 

When this crisis had arrived, Miss Miggs, affecting to be 
exhausted with terror, and to cling to the window-sill for support, 
put out her nightcap, and demanded in a faint voice who was there. 

Mr. Tappertit cried “Hush!” and, backing into the road, 
exhorted her in frenzied pantomime to secrecy and silence. 

“Tell me one thing,” said Miggs. “Is it thieves?” 

“ No—no—no!” cried Mr. Tappertit. 

“ Then,” said Miggs, more faintly than before, ‘‘it’s fire. Where 
is it, Sir? It’s near this room, I know. I’ve a good conscience, 
Sir, and would much rather die than go down a ladder. All I wish 
is, respecting my love to my married sister, Golden Lion Court, 
number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the right hand door- 
post.” 

“ Migos!” cried Mr. Tappertit, ‘‘don’t you know me? Sim, 
you know—Sim—” 

**Oh! what about him!” cried Miggs, clasping her hands. “Is 
he in any danger? Is he in the midst of flames and blazes? Oh 
gracious, gracious |” 

“Why Tm here, an’t I?” rejoined Mr. Tappertit, knocking 
himself on the breast. ‘“ Don’t yousee me? What a fool you are, 
Miges !” 

“There!” cried Miggs, unmindful of this compliment. “ Why 
—so it—Goodness, what is the meaning of—If you please, mim, 
here’s—” 

*“No, no!” cried Mr. Tappertit, standing on tiptoe, as if by 
that means he, in the street, were any nearer being able to stop the 
mouth of Miggs in the garret. ‘Don’t !—I’ve been out without 
leave, and something or another’s the matter with the lock. Come 
down, and undo the shop window, that I may get in that way.” 

“T dursn’t do it, Simmun,” cried Miges—for that was her 
pronunciation of his Christian name. “TI dursn’t do it, indeed. 
You know as well as anybody, how particular Iam. And to come 
down in the dead of night, when the house is wrapped in slumbers 
and weiled in obscurity.” And there she stopped and shivered, for 
her modesty caught cold at the very thought. 

“But Miggs,” cried Mr, Tappertit, getting under the lamp, that 
she might see his eyes. “‘ My darling Miges—” 

Miges screamed slightly. 

“That I love so much, and never can help thinking of,—” 
and it is impossible to describe the use he made of his eyes when 
he said this—“ do—for my sake, do,” 
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“Oh Simmun,” cried Miggs, “this is worse than all. I know 
if I come down, you'll go, and—” 

“And what, my precious?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“And try,” said Miggs, hysterically, “to kiss me, or some such 
dreadfulness ; I know you will!” 

“T swear I won’t,” said Mr. Tappertit, with remarkable earnest- 
ness. ‘‘Upon my soul I won’t. It’s getting broad day and the 
watchman’s waking up. Angelic Miggs! If you'll only come and 
let me in, I promise you faithfully and truly I won't.” 

Miss Miggs, whose gentle heart was touched, did not wait for the 
oath (knowing how strong the temptation was, and fearing he 
might forswear himself), but tripped lightly down the stairs, and 
with her own fair hands drew back the rough fastenings of the 
workshop window. Having helped the wayward ’prentice in, she 
faintly articulated the words ‘“‘ Simmun is safe!” and yielding to 
her woman’s nature, immediately became insensible. 

“‘T knew I should quench her,” said Sim, rather embarrassed by 
this circumstance. ‘‘ Of course I was certain it would come to this, 
but there was nothing else to be done—if I hadn’t eyed her over, 
she wouldn’t have come down. Here. Keep up a minute, Migegs. 
What a slippery figure she is! There’s no holding her, comfortably. 
Do keep up a minute, Miggs, will you?” 

As Miggs, however, was deaf to all entreaties, Mr. Tappertit 
leant her against the wall as one might dispose of a walking-stick 
or umbrella, until he had secured the window, when he took her 
in his arms again, and, in short stages and with great difficulty— 
arising mainly from her being tall and his being short, and perhaps 
in some degree from that peculiar physical conformation on which 
he had already remarked—carried her up-stairs, and planting her, 
in the same umbrella or walking-stick fashion, just inside her own 
door, left her to her repose. 

“ He may be as cool as he likes,” said Miss Miggs, recovering 
as soon as she was left alone; “but I’m in his confidence and he 
can’t help himself, nor couldn’t if he was twenty Simmunses !” 


CHAPTER THE TENTH. 


Iv was on one of those mornings, common in early spring, when 
the year, fickle and changeable in its youth like all other created 
things, is undecided whether to step backward into winter or for- 
ward into summer, and in its uncertainty inclines now to the one 
and now to the other, and now to both at once—wooing summer 
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in the sunshine, and lingering still with winter in the shade—it 
was, in short, one of those mornings, when it is hot and cold, wet 
and dry, bright and lowering, sad and cheerful, withering and 
genial, in the compass of one short hour, that old John Willet, who 
was dropping asleep over the copper boiler, was roused by the sound 
of a horse’s feet, and glancing out at window, beheld a traveller of 
goodly promise checking his bridle at the Maypole door. 

He was none of your flippant young fellows, who would call 
for a tankard of mulled ale, and make themselves as much at 
home as if they had ordered a hogshead of wine; none of your 
audacious young swaggerers, who would even penetrate into the 
bar—that solemn sanctuary—and, smiting old John upon the 
back, inquire if there was never a pretty girl in the house, and 
where he hid his little chambermaids, with a hundred other 
impertinences of that nature; none of your free-and-easy com- 
panions, who would scrape their boots upon the firedogs in the 
common room, and be not at all particular on the subject of 
spittoons ; none of your unconscionable blades, requiring impossible 
chops, and taking unheard-of pickles for granted. He was a 
staid, grave, placid gentleman, something past the prime of life, 
yet upright in his carriage, for all that, and slim as a greyhound. 
He was well-mounted upon a sturdy chestnut cob, and had the 
graceful seat of an experienced horseman ; while his riding-gear, 
though free from such fopperies as were then in vogue, was 
handsome and well chosen. He wore a riding-coat of a somewhat 
brighter green than might have been expected to suit the taste 
of a gentleman of his years, with a short black velvet cape, lace 
pocket-holes and cuffs, all of a jaunty fashion ; his linen, too, was 
of the finest kind, worked in a rich pattern at the wrists and 
throat, and scrupulously white. Although he seemed, judging 
from: the mud he had picked up on the way, to have come from 
London, his horse was as smooth and cool as his own iron-grey 
periwig and pigtail. Neither man nor beast had turned a single 
hair; and, saving for his soiled skirts and spatter-dashes, this 
gentleman, with his blooming face, white teeth, exactly-ordered 
dress, and perfect calmness, might have come from making an 
elaborate and leisurely toilet, to sit for an equestrian portrait at 
old John Willet’s gate. 

It must not be supposed that John observed these several 
characteristics by other than very slow degrees, or that he took 
in more than half a one at a time, or that he even made up his 
mind upon that, without a great deal of very serious consideration. 
Indeed, if he had been distracted in the first instance by question- 
ings and orders, it would have taken him at the least a fortnight 
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to have noted what is here set down; but it happened that the 
gentleman, being struck with the old house, or with the plump 
pigeons which were skimming and curtseying about it, or with 
the tall maypole, on the top of which a weathercock, which had 
been out of order for fifteen years, performed a perpetual waltz 
to the music of its own creaking, sat for some little time looking 
round in silence. Hence John, standing with his hand upon the 
horse’s bridle, and his great eyes on the rider, and with nothing 
passing to divert his thoughts, had really got some of these little 
circumstances into his brain by the time he was called upon to 
speak. 

“A quaint place this,” said the gentleman—and his voice was 
as rich as his dress. ‘* Are you the landlord ?” 

“ At your service, Sir,” replied John Willet. 

“You can give my horse good stabling, can you, and me an 
early dinner (I am not particular what, so that it be cleanly 
served), and a decent room—of which there seems to be no lack 
in this great mansion,” said the stranger, again running his eyes 
over the exterior. : 

“You can have, Sir,” returned John, with a readiness quite 
surprising, “anything you please.” 

“Tt’s well I’m easily satisfied,” returned the other with a smile, 
“or that might prove a hardy pledge, my friend.” And saying 
so, he dismounted, with the aid of the block before the door, in 
a twinkling. 

“ Halloa there! Hugh!” roared John. ‘‘I ask your pardon, 
Sir, for keeping you standing in the porch ; but my son has gone 
to town on business, and the boy being, as I may say, of a kind 
of use to me, I’m rather put out when he’s away. Hugh !— 
a dreadful idle vagrant fellow, Sir—half a gipsy, as I think— 
always sleeping in the sun in summer, and in the straw in winter 
time, Sir—Hugh! Dear Lord, to keep a gentleman a waiting 
here, through him !—Hugh! I wish that chap was dead, I do 
indeed.” 

“ Possibly he is,” returned the other. “I should think if he 
were living he would have heard you by this time.” 

In his fits of laziness, he sleeps so desperate hard,” said the 
distracted host, ‘‘if you were to fire off cannon-balls into his ears, 
it wouldn’t wake him, Sir.” 

The guest made no remark upon this novel cure for drowsiness, 
and recipe for making people lively, but with his hands clasped 
behind him stood in the porch, apparently very much amused to 
see old John, with the bridle in his hand, wavering between a 
strong impulse to abandon the animal to his fate, and a half 
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disposition to lead him into the house, and shut him up in the 
parlour, while he waited on his master. 

“Pillory the fellow, here he is at last!” cried John, in the 
very height and zenith of his distress. ‘Did you hear me a 
calling, villain ?” 

The figure he addressed made no answer, but putting his hand 
upon the saddle, sprang into it at a bound, turned the horse’s 
head towards the stable, and was gone in an instant. 

“Brisk enough when he is awake,” said the guest. 

“ Brisk enough, Sir!” replied John, looking at the place where 
the horse had been, as if not yet understanding quite, what had 
become of him. ‘‘He melts, I think. He goes like a drop of 
froth. You look at him, and there he is. You look at him again, 
and—there he isn’t.” 

Having, in the absence of any more words, put this sudden 
climax to what he had faintly intended should be a long explana- 
tion of the whole life and character of his man, the oracular John 
Willet led the gentleman up his wide dismantled staircase into 
the Maypole’s best. apartment. 

It was spacious enough in all conscience, occupying the whole 
depth of the house, and having at either end a great bay window, 
as large as many modern rooms; in which some few panes of 
stained glass, emblazoned with fragments of armorial bearings, 
though cracked, and patched, and shattered, yet remained ; attest- 
ing, by their presence, that the former owner had made the very 
light subservient to his state, and pressed the sun itself into his 
list of flatterers; bidding it, when it shone into his chamber, 
reflect the badges of his ancient family, and take new hues and 
colours from their pride. 

But those were old days, and now every little ray came and 
went as it would; telling the plain, bare, searching truth. 
Although the best room of the inn, it had the melancholy aspect 
of grandeur in decay, and was much too vast for comfort. Rich 
rustling hangings, waving on the walls; and, better far, the 
rustling of youth and beauty’s dress; the light of women’s eyes, 
outshining the tapers and their own rich jewels; the sound of 
gentle tongues, and music, and the tread of maiden feet, had 
once been there, and filled it with delight. But they were 
gone, and with them all its gladness. It was no longer a home; 
children were never born and bred there; the fireside had 
become mercenary—a something to be bought and sold—a very 
courtezan ; let who would die, or sit beside, or leave it, it was 
still the same—it missed nobody, cared for nobody, had equal 
warmth and smiles for all, God help the man whose heart ever 
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changes with the world, as an old mansion when it becomes 
an inn! 

No effort had been made to furnish this chilly waste, but 
before the broad chimney a colony of chairs and tables had been 
planted on a square of carpet, flanked by a ghostly screen, en- 
riched with figures, grinning and grotesque. After lighting 
with his own hands the faggots which were heaped upon the 
hearth, old John withdrew to hold grave council with his cook, 


touching the stranger’s entertainment ; while the guest himself, 
seeing small comfort in the yet unkindled wood, opened a lattice in 
the distant window, and basked in a sickly gleam of cold March sun. 

Leaving the window now and then, to rake the crackling logs 
together, or pace the echoing room from end to end, he closed it 
when the fire was quite burnt up, and having wheeled the easiest 
chair into the warmest corner, summoned John Willet. 

“Sir,” said John. 

He wanted pen, ink, and paper. There was an old standish 
on the high mantelshelf containing a dusty apology for all three. 
Having set this before him, the landlord was retiring, when he 
motioned him to stay, 
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“There’s a house not far from here,” said the guest when he 
had written a few lines, “which you call the Warren, I believe?” 

Ag this was said in the tone of one who knew the fact, and 
asked the question as a thing of course, John contented himself 
with nodding his head in the affirmative ; at the same time taking 
one hand out of his pockets to cough behind, and then putting it 
in again. 

“T want this note”—said the guest, glancing on what he had 
written, and folding it, ‘‘ conveyed there without loss of time, and 
an answer brought back here. Have you a messenger at hand?” 

John was thoughtful for a minute or thereabouts, and then 
said Yes. 

“Tet me see him,” said the guest. 

This was disconcerting ; for Joe being out, and Hugh engaged 
in rubbing down the chestnut cob, he designed sending on the 
errand, Barnaby, who had just then arrived in one of his rambles, 
and who, so that he thought himself employed on grave and serious 
business, would go anywhere. 

“Why, the truth is,” said John after a long pause, “that the 
person who'd go quickest, is a sort of natural, as one may say, Sir ; 
and though quick of foot, and as much to be trusted as the post 
itself, he’s not good at talking, being touched and flighty, Sir.” 

“You don’t,” said the guest, raising his eyes to John’s fat face, 
“you don’t mean—what’s the fellow’s name—you don’t mean 
Barnaby *%” 

“Yes, I do,” returned the landlord, his features turning quite 
expressive with surprise. 

“‘ How comes he to be here?” inquired the guest, leaning back 
in his chair; speaking in the bland, even tone, from which he 
never varied ; and with the same soft, courteous, never-changing 
smile upon his face. ‘I saw him in London last night.” 

‘‘He’s for ever here one hour, and there the next,” returned 
old John, after the usual pause to get the question in his mind. 
“Sometimes he walks, and sometimes runs. He’s known along the 
road by everybody, and sometimes comes here in a cart or chaise, and 
sometimes riding double. He comes and goes, through wind, rain, 
snow, and hail, and on the darkest nights. Nothing hurts him.” 

“He goes often to the Warren, does he not?” said the guest 
carelessly. ‘I seem to remember his mother telling me something 
to that effect yesterday. But I was not attending to the good 
woman much.” 

“You're right, Sir,” John made answer, “he does. His father, 
Sir, was murdered in that house.” 

“So I have heard,” returned the guest, taking a gold tooth- 
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pick from his pocket with the same sweet smile. “A very 
disagreeable circumstance for the family.” 

“Very,” said John with a puzzled look, as if it “occurred to 
him, dimly and afar off, that this might by possibility be a cool 
way of treating the subject. 

*‘ All the circumstances after a murder,” said the guest solilo- 
quising, “must be dreadfully unpleasant—so much bustle and 
disturbance—no repose—a constant dwelling upon one subject— 
and the running in and out, and up and down stairs, intolerable. 
I wouldn’t have such a thing happen to anybody I was nearly 
interested in, on any account. ’“T'would be enough to wear one’s 
life out.—You were going to say, friend—” he added, turning to 
John again. 

“Only that Mrs. Rudge lives on a little pension from the 
family, and that Barnaby’s as free of the house as any cat 
or dog about it,” answered John. ‘‘Shall he do your errand, 
Sir?” 

“Oh yes,” replied the guest. “Oh certainly. Let him do 
it by all means. Please to bring him here that I may charge him 
to be quick. If he objects to come you may tell him it’s Mr. 
Chester. He will remember my name, I dare say.” 

John was so very much astonished to find who his visitor was, 
that he could express no astonishment at all, by looks or other- 
wise, but left the room as if he were in the most placid and 
imperturbable of all possible conditions. It has been reported that 
when he got down-stairs, he looked steadily at the boiler for ten 
minutes by the clock, and all that time never once left off shaking 
his head; for which statement there would seem to be some 
ground of truth and feasibility, inasmuch as that interval of time 
did certainly elapse, before he returned with Barnaby to the guest’s 
apartment. 

“Come hither, lad,” said Mr. Chester. “You know Mr. 
Geoffrey Haredale ?” 

Barnaby laughed, and looked at the landlord as though he 
would say, ‘‘ You hear him?” John, who was greatly shocked at 
this breach of decorum, clapped his finger to his nose, and shook 
his head, in mute remonstrance. 

“He knows him, Sir,” said John, frowning aside at Barnaby, 
“as well as you or I do.” 

“JT haven’t the pleasure of much acquaintance with the 
gentleman,” returned his guest. ‘ You may have. Limit the 
comparison to yourself, my friend.” 

Although this was said with the same easy affability, and the 
same smile, John felt himself put down, and laying the indignity at 
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Barnaby’s door, determined to kick his raven, on the very first 
opportunity. 

“Give that,” said the guest, who had by this time sealed the 
note, and who beckoned his messenger towards him as he spoke, 
“into Mr. Haredale’s own hands. Wait for an answer, and bring 
it back to me—here. If you should find that Mr. Haredale 
is engaged just now, tell him—can he remember a message, 
landlord ¢” 

“When he chooses, Sir,” replied John, ‘“‘He won’t forget 
this one.” 

‘“* How are you sure of that?” 

John merely pointed to him as he stood with his head bent 
forward, and his earnest gaze fixed closely on his questioner’s face ; 
and nodded sagely. 

“Tell him then, Barnaby, should he be engaged,” said Mr. 
Chester, “that I shall be glad to wait his convenience here, and 
to see him (if he will call) at any time this evening.—At the 
worst I can have a bed here, Willet, I suppose ?” 

Old John, immensely flattered by the personal notoriety 
implied in this familiar form of address, answered, with something 
like a knowing look, ‘‘I should believe you could, Sir,” and was 
turning over in his mind various forms of eulogium, with the view 
of selecting one appropriate to the qualities of his best bed, when 
his ideas were put to flight by Mr. Chester giving Barnaby the 
letter, and bidding him make all speed away. 

“Speed!” said Barnaby, folding the little packet in his breast, 
“Speed! If you want to see hurry and mystery, come here. 
Here !” 

With that, he put his hand, very much to John Willet’s horror, 
on the guest’s fine broadcloth sleeve, and led him stealthily to the 
back window. 

“Look down there,” he said softly ; ‘do you mark how they 
whisper in each other’s ears ; then dance and leap, to make believe 
they are in sport? Do you see how they stop for a moment, when 
they think there is no one looking, and mutter among themselves 
again ; and then how they roll and gambol, delighted with the 
mischief they’ve been plotting? Look at ’em now. See how they 
whirl and plunge. And now they stop again, and whisper, 
cautiously together—little thinking, mind, how often I have lain 
upon the grass and watched them. I say—what is it that they 
plot and hatch? Do you know?” 

“They are only clothes,” returned the guest, “such as we wear ; 
hanging on those lines to dry, and fluttering in the wind.” 

“Clothes!” echoed Barnaby, looking close into his face, and 
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falling quickly batk. ‘‘Ha ha! Why, how much better to be 
silly, than as wise as you! You don’t see shadowy people there, 
like those that live in sleep—not you. Nor eyes in the knotted 
panes of glass, nor swift ghosts when it blows hard, nor do you 
hear voices in the air, nor see men stalking in the sky—not you! 
I lead a merrier life than you, with all your cleverness. Yow’e 
the dull men. We're the bright ones. Ha! ha! T’ll not change 
with you, clever as you are,—not I!” 

With that, he waved his hat above his head, and darted off. 

“A strange creature, upon my word!” said the guest, pulling 
out a handsome box, and taking a pinch of snuff. 

“He wants imagination,” said Mr. Willet, very slowly, and 
after a long silence ; ‘that’s what he wants. I’ve tried to instil 
it into him, many and many’s the time; but”-——John added this, 
in confidence—“ he an’t made for it; that’s the fact.” 

To record that Mr. Chester smiled at John’s remark would be 
little to the purpose, for he preserved the same conciliatory and 
pleasant look at all times. He drew his chair nearer to the fire 
though, as a kind of hint that he would prefer to be alone, and John, 
having no reasonable excuse for remaining, left him to himself. 

Very thoughtful old John Willet was, while the dinner was 
preparing ; and if his brain were ever less clear at one time than 
another, it is but reasonable to suppose that he addled it in no 
slight degree by shaking his head so much that day. That Mr. 
Chester, between whom and Mr. Haredale, it was notorious to all 
the neighbourhood, a deep and bitter animosity existed, should 
come down there for the sole purpose, as it seemed, of seeing him, 
and should choose the Maypole for their place of meeting, and 
should send to him express, were stumbling-blocks John could not 
overcome. The only resource he had, was to consult the boiler, 
and wait impatiently for Barnaby’s return. 

But Barnaby delayed beyond all precedent. The visitor’s 
dinner was served, removed, his wine was set, the fire replenished, 
the hearth clean swept; the light waned without, it grew dusk, 
became quite dark, and still no Barnaby appeared. Yet, though 
John Willet was full of wonder and misgiving, his guest sat cross- 
legged in the easy-chair, to all appearance as little ruffled in his 
thoughts as in his dress—the same calm, easy, cool gentleman, 
without a care or thought beyond his golden toothpick. 

“ Barnaby’s late,” John ventured to observe, as he placed a 
pair of tarnished candlesticks, some three feet high, upon the 
table, and snuffed the lights they held. 

“He is rather so,” replied the guest, sipping his wine. ‘“ He 
will not be much longer, I dare say.” 
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John coughed and raked the fire together. 

“As your roads bear no very good character, if I may judge 
from my son’s mishap, though,” said Mr. Chester, ‘and as I have 
no fancy to be knocked on the head—which is not only discon- 
certing at the moment, but places one, besides, in a ridiculous 
position with respect to the people who chance to pick one up— 
I shall stop here to-night. I think you said you had a bed to 
spare ¢” 

“‘ Such a bed, Sir,” returned John Willet ; “ay, such a bed as 
few, even of the gentry’s houses, own. A fixter here, Sir. I’ve 
heard say that bedstead is nigh two hundred years of age. Your 
noble son—a fine young gentleman—slept in it last, Sir, half a 
year ago.” 

“Upon my life, a recommendation !” said the guest, shrugging 
his shoulders and wheeling his chair nearer to the fire. ‘‘See that 
it be well aired, Mr. Willet, and let a blazing fire be lighted there 
at once. This house is something damp and chilly.” 

John raked the faggots up again, more from habit than presence 
of mind, or any reference to this remark, and was about to with- 
draw, when a bounding step was heard upon the stair, and 
Barnaby came panting in. 

“He'll have his foot in the stirrup in an hour’s time,” he cried 
advancing. ‘‘ He has been riding hard all day—has just come home 
—but will be in the saddle again as soon as he has eat and drank, 
to meet his loving friend.” 

“Was that his message?” asked the visitor, looking up, but 
without the smallest discomposure—or at least without the 
smallest show of any. 

“All but the last words,” Barnaby rejoined. ‘‘He meant 
those. I saw that, in his face.” 

“This for your pains,” said the other, putting money in his 
hand, and glancing at him steadfastly. ‘This for your pains, 
sharp Barnaby.” 

“For Grip, and me, and Hugh, to share among us,” he 
rejoined, putting it up, and nodding, as he counted it on his 
fingers. ‘‘Grip one, me two, Hugh three; the dog, the goat, the 
cats—well, we shall spend it pretty soon, I] warn you. Stay,— 
Look. Do you wise men see nothing there, now?” 

He bent eagerly down on one knee, and gazed intently at the 
smoke, which was rolling up the chimney in a thick black cloud. 
John Willet, who appeared to consider himself particularly and 
chiefly referred to under the term wise men, looked that way 
likewise, and with great solidity of feature. 

‘Now, where do they go to, when they spring so fast up there,” 
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asked Barnaby; ‘“‘eh? Why do they tread so closely on each 
other’s heels, and why are they always in a hurry—which is what 
you blame me for, when I only take pattern by these busy folk 
about me. More of ’em! catching to each other’s skirts; and as 
fast as they go, others come! What a merry dance it is! I 
would that Grip and I could frisk like that!” 

“What has he in that basket at his back?” asked the guest 
after a few moments, during which Barnaby was still bending 
down to look higher up the chimney, and earnestly watching the 
smoke. 

“Tn this?” he answered, jumping up, before John Willet could 
reply—shaking it as he spoke, and stooping his head to listen. 
“In this? What is there here? Tell him!” 

“A devil, a devil, a devil!” cried a hoarse voice. 

“Here’s money!” said Barnaby, chinking it in his hand, 
“money for a treat, Grip!” 

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!” replied the raven, ‘‘keep up 
your spirits. Never say die. Bow, wow, wow!” 

Mr. Willet, who appeared to entertain strong doubts whether 
a customer in a laced coat and fine linen could be supposed to 
have any acquaintance even with the existence of such unpolite 
gentry as the bird claimed to belong to, took Barnaby off at this 
juncture, with the view of preventing any other improper declara- 
tions, and quitted the room with his very best bow. 


CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH. 


THERE was great news that night for the regular Maypole 
customers, to each of whom, as he straggled in to occupy his 
allotted seat in the chimney-corner, John, with a most impressive 
slowness of delivery, and in an apoplectic whisper, communicated 
the fact that Mr. Chester was alone in the large room up-stairs, 
and was waiting the arrival of Mr. Geoffrey Haredale, to whom 
he had sent a letter (doubtless of a threatening nature) by the 
hands of Barnaby, then and there present. 

For a little knot of smokers and solemn gossips, who had 
seldom any new topics of discussion, this was a perfect godsend. 
Here was a good, dark-looking mystery progressing under that 
very roof—brought home to the fireside as it were, and enjoyable 
without the smallest pains or trouble. It is extraordinary what a 
zest and relish it gave to the drink, and how it heightened the 
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flavour of the tobacco. Every man smoked his pipe with a 
face of grave and serious delight, and looked at his neighbour with 
a sort of quiet congratulation. Nay, it was felt to be such a 
holiday and special night, that, on the motion of little Solomon 
Daisy, every man (including John himself) put down his sixpence 
for a can of flip, which grateful beverage was brewed with all 
despatch, and set down in the midst of them on the brick floor ; 
both that it might simmer and stew before the fire, and that its 


fragrant steam, rising up among them and mixing with the wreaths 
of vapour from their pipes, might shroud them in a delicious 
atmosphere of their own, and shut out all the world. The very 
furniture of the room seemed to mellow and deepen in its tone; 
the ceiling and walls looked blacker and more highly polished, 
the curtains of a ruddier red ; the fire burnt clear and high, and 
the crickets on the hearth-stone chirped with a more than wonted 
satisfaction. 


There were present two, however, who showed but little interest 
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in the general contentment. Of these, one was Barnaby himself, 
who slept, or, to avoid being beset with questions, feigned to sleep, 
in the chimney-corner ; the other, Hugh, who, sleeping too, lay 
stretched upon the bench on the opposite side, in the full glare of 
the blazing fire. 

The light that fell upon this slumbering form, showed it in all 
its muscular and handsome proportions. It was that of a young 
man, of a hale athletic figure, and a giant’s strength, whose sun- 
burnt face and swarthy throat, overgrown with jet black hair, 
might have served a painter for a model. Loosely attired, in the 
coarsest and roughest garb, with scraps of straw and hay—his usual 
bed—clinging here and there, and mingling with his uncombed 
locks, he had fallen asleep in a posture as careless as his dress. The 
negligence and disorder of the whole man, with something fierce 
and sullen in his features, gave bim a picturesque appearance, 
that attracted the regards even of the Maypole customers who 
knew him well, and caused Long Parkes to say that Hugh looked 
more like a poaching rascal to-night than ever he had seen him yet. 

“‘ He’s waiting here, I suppose,” said Solomon, ‘‘to take Mr. 
Haredale’s horse.” 

“That’s it, Sir,” replied John Willet. ‘‘ He’s not often in the 
house, you know. He’s more at his ease among horses than men. 
I look upon him as an animal himself.” 

Following up this opinion with a shrug that seemed meant to 
say, “we can’t expect everybody to be like us,” John put his pipe 
into his mouth again, and smoked like one who felt his superiority 
over the general run of mankind. 

“That chap, Sir,” said John, taking it out again after a time, 
and pointing at him with the stem, “though he’s got all his 
faculties about him—bottled up and corked down, if I may say so, 
somewheres or another—” 

“Very good!” said Parkes, nodding his head. “A very good 
expression, Johnny. You'll be a tackling somebody presently. 
You're in twig to-night, I see.” 

“Take care,” said Mr. Willet, not at all grateful for the com- 
pliment, ‘‘that I don’t tackle you, Sir, which I shall certainly 
endeavour to do, if you interrupt me when I’m making observations. 
—That chap, I was a saying, though he has all his faculties about 
him, somewheres or another, bottled up and corked down, has no 
more imagination than Barnaby has. And why hasn’t he?” 

The three friends shook their heads at each other; saying by 
that action, without the trouble of opening their lips, “Do you 
observe what a philosophical mind our friend has ?” 

“Why hasn’t he?” said John, gently striking the table with 
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his open hand. “‘ Because they was never drawed out of him*when 
he was a boy. That’s why. What would any of us have been, if 
our fathers hadn’t drawed our faculties out of us? What would my 
boy Joe have been, if I hadn’t drawed his faculties out of him? 
—Do you mind what I’m saying of, gentlemen ?” 

“Ah! we mind you,” cried Parkes. ‘‘Go on improving of us, 
Johnny.” 

“Consequently, then,” said Mr. Willet, “that chap, whose 
mother was hung when he was a little boy, along with six others, 
for passing bad notes—and it’s a blessed thing to think how many 
people are hung in batches every six weeks for that, and such like 
offences, as showing how wide awake our government is—that 
chap that was then turned loose, and had to mind cows, and 
frighten birds away, and what not, for a few pence to live on, and 
so got on by degrees to mind horses, and to sleep in course of time 
in lofts and litter, instead of under haystacks and hedges, till at 
last he come to be hostler at the Maypole for his board and 
lodging and a annual trifle—that chap that can’t read nor 
write, and has never had much to do with anything but animals, 
and has never lived in any way but like the animals he has 
lived among, zs a animal. And,” said Mr. Willet, arriving at 
his logical conclusion, ‘‘is to be treated accordingly.” 

“ Willet,” said Solomon Daisy, who had exhibited some 
impatience at the intrusion of so unworthy a subject on their more 
interesting theme, ‘when Mr. Chester come this morning, did he 
order the large room ?” 

“He signified, Sir,” said John, “that he wanted a large apart- 
ment. Yes. Oertainly.” 

“Why then, I’ll tell you what,” said Solomon, speaking softly 
and with an earnest look. ‘He and Mr. Haredale are going to 
fight a duel in it.” 

Everybody looked at Mr. Willet, after this alarming suggestion. 
Mr. Willet looked at the fire, weighing in his own mind the effect 
which such an occurrence would be likely to have on the establish- 
ment. 

“Well,” said John, ‘I don’t know—I am sure—I remember 
that when I went up last, he had put the lights upon the mantel- 
shelf.” 

““Tt’s as plain,” returned Solomon, “‘as the nose on Parkes’s 
face” —Mr. Parkes, who had a large nose, rubbed it, and looked 
as if he considered this a personal allusion—“ they'll fight in that 
room. You know by the newspapers what a common thing it is 
for gentlemen to fight in coffee-houses without seconds, One of 
’em will be wounded or perhaps killed in this house,” 
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“That was a challenge that Barnaby took then, eh?” said John. 

““_Tnelosing a slip of paper with the measure of his sword 
upon it, Pll bet a guinea,” answered the little man. ‘We know 
what sort of gentleman Mr. Haredale is. You have told us what 
Barnaby said about his looks, when he came back. Depend upon 
it, ’'m right. Now, mind.” 

The flip had had no flavour till now. The tobacco had been of 
mere English growth, compared with its present taste. A duel in 
that great old rambling room up-stairs, and the best bed ordered 
already for the wounded man ! 

“Would it be swords or pistols, now?” said John. 

“Heaven knows. Perhaps both,” returned Solomon. ‘The 
gentlemen wear swords, and may easily have pistols in their 
pockets—most likely have, indeed. If they fire at each other 
without effect, then they’ll draw, and go to work in earnest.” 

A shade passed over Mr. Willet’s face as he thought of broken 
windows and disabled furniture, but bethinking himself that one of 
the parties would probably be left alive to pay the damage, he 
brightened up again. 

* And then,” said Solomon, looking from face to face, ‘‘ then we 
shall have one of those stains upon the floor that never come out. 
If Mr. Haredale wins, depend upon it, it’ll be a deep one; or if he 
loses, it will perhaps be deeper still, for he’ll never give in unless 
he’s beaten down. We know him better, eh?” 

“ Better indeed!” they whispered all together. 

“ As to its ever being got out again,” said Solomon, “I tell you 
it never will, or can be. Why, do you know that it has been tried, 
at a certain house we are acquainted with?” 

“The Warren!” cried John. ‘No, sure!” 

“Yes, sure—yes. It’s only known by very few. It has been 
whispered about though, for all that. They planed the board 
away, but there it was. They went deep, but it went deeper. 
They put new boards down, but there was one great spot that 
came through still, and showed itself in the old place. And— 
harkye—draw nearer—Mr. Geoffrey made that room his study, and 
sits there, always, with his foot (as I have heard) upon it ; and he 
believes, through thinking of it long and very much, that it will 
never fade until he finds the man who did the deed.” 

As this recital ended, and they all drew closer round the fire, 
the tramp of a horse was heard without. 

“The very man!” cried John, starting up. “Hugh! Hugh!” 

The sleeper staggered to his feet, and hurried after him. John 
quickly returned, ushering in with great attention and deference 
(for Mr. Haredale was his landlord) the long-expected visitor, who 
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strode into the room clanking his heavy boots upon the floor ; and 
looking keenly round upon the bowing group, raised his hat in 
acknowledgment of their profound respect. 

“You have a stranger here, Willet, who sent to me,” he said, 
in a voice which sounded naturally stern and deep. ‘ Where is 
he?” 

“Tn the great room up-stairs, Sir,” answered John. 

“Show the way. Your staircase is dark, I know. Gentlemen, 
good night.” 

With that, he signed to the landlord to go on before ; and went 
clanking out, and up the stairs; old John, in his agitation, 
ingeniously lighting everything but the way, and making a stumble 
at every second step. 

“Stop!” he said, when they reached the landing. “I can 
announce myself. Don’t wait.” 

He laid his hand upon the door, entered, and shut it heavily. 
Mr. Willet was by no means disposed to stand there listening by 
himself, especially as the walls were very thick ; so descended, with 
much greater alacrity than he had come up, and joined his friends 
below. 


CHAPTER THE TWELFTH. 


THERE was a brief pause in the state-room of the Maypole, as 
Mr. Haredale tried the lock to satisfy himself that he had shut the 
door securely, and, striding up the dark chamber to where the 
screen inclosed a little patch of light and warmth, presented 
himself, abruptly and in silence, before the smiling guest. 

If the two had no greater sympathy in their inward thoughts 
than in their outward bearing and appearance, the meeting did not 
seem likely to prove a very calm or pleasant one. With no great 
disparity between them in point of years, they were, in every other 
respect, as unlike and far removed from each other as two men 
could well be. The one was soft-spoken, delicately made, precise, 
and elegant; the other, a burly square-built man, negligently 
dressed, rough and abrupt in manner, stern, and, in his present 
mood, forbidding both in look and speech. The one preserved a 
calm and placid smile; the other, a distrustful frown. The new- 
comer, indeed, appeared bent on showing by his every tone and 
gesture his determined opposition and hostility to the man he had 
come to meet. The guest who received him, on the other hand, 
seemed to feel that the contrast between them was all in his 
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favour, and to derive a quiet exultation from it which put him 
more at his ease than ever. 

“ Haredale,” said this gentleman, without the least appearance 
of embarrassment or reserve, “I am very glad to see you.” 

“Let us dispense with compliments. They are misplaced 
between us,” returned the other, waving his hand, “and say plainly 
what we have to say. You have asked me to meet you. I am 
here. Why do we stand face to face again?” 

“Still the same frank and sturdy character, I see!” 

“Good or bad, Sir, I am,” returned the other, leaning his arm 
upon the chimney-piece, and turning a haughty look upon the 
occupant of the easy-chair, “the man I used to be. I have lost no 
old likings or dislikings ; my memory has not failed me by a hair’s 
breadth. You ask me to give you a meeting. I say, I am here.” 

“Our meeting, Haredale,” said Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff- 
box, and following with a smile the impatient gesture he had made 
—perhaps unconsciously—towards his sword, ‘‘is one of conference 
and peace, I hope?” 

“T have come here,” returned the other, ‘‘at your desire, 
holding myself bound to meet you, when and where you would. 
I have not come to bandy pleasant speeches, or hollow professions. 
You are a smooth man of the world, Sir, and at such play have me 
at a disadvantage. The very last man on this earth with whom I 
would enter the lists to combat with gentle compliments and 
masked faces, is Mr. Chester, I do assure you. I am not his 
match at such weapons, and have reason to believe that few men 
are.” 

“You do me a great deal of honour, Haredale,” returned the 
other, most composedly, “and I thank you. I will be frank with 
yous” 

“T beg your pardon—will be what?” 

‘* Frank—open—perfectly candid.” 

“Hah!” cried Mr. Haredale, drawing in his breath with a 
sarcastic smile. “But don’t let me interrupt you.” 

“So resolved am I to hold this course,” returned the other, 
tasting his wine with great deliberation, ‘‘that I have determined 
not to quarrel with you, and not to be betrayed into a warm 
expression or a hasty word.” 

“There again,” said Mr. Haredale, ‘‘ you will have me at a 
great advantage. Your self-command—” 

“Ts not to be disturbed, when it will serve my purpose, you 
would say ”—rejoined the other, interrupting him with the same 
complacency. ‘Granted. I allow it. And I have a purpose to 
serve now. So have you. I am sure our object is the same. 
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Let us attain it like sensible men, who have ceased to be boys 
some time.—Do you drink?” 

“With my friends,” returned the other. 

‘At least,” said Mr. Chester, “you will be seated ?” 

“Twill stand,” returned Mr. Haredale impatiently, ‘‘on this 
dismantled, beggared hearth, and not pollute it, fallen as it is, with 
mockeries. Go on!” 

“You are wrong, Haredale,” said the other, crossing his legs, 
and smiling as he held his glass up in the bright glow of the fire. 
“You are really very wrong. The world is a lively place enough, 
in which we must accommodate ourselves to circumstances, sail 
with the stream as glibly as we can, be content to take froth for 
substance, the surface for the depth, the counterfeit for the real 
coin. I wonder no philosopher has ever established that our globe 
itself is hollow. It should be, if Nature is consistent in her works.” 

“ You think it is, perhaps?” 

“T should say,” he returned, sipping his wine, “there could be 
no doubt about it. Well; we, in our trifling with this jingling 
toy, have had the ill luck to jostle and fall out. We are not what 
the world calls friends ; but we are as good and true and loving 
friends for all that, as nine out of every ten of those on whom it 
bestows the title. You have a niece, and I a son—a fine lad, 
Haredale, but foolish. They fall in love with each other, and 
form what this same world calls an attachment ; meaning a some- 
thing fanciful and false like all the rest, which, if it took its own 
free time, would break like any other bubble. But it may not 
have its own free time—will not, if they are left alone—and the 
question is, shall we two, because society calls us enemies, stand 
aloof, and let them rush into each other's arms, when, by 
approaching each other sensibly, as we do now, we can prevent it, 
and part them ?” 

“T love my niece,” said Mr. Haredale, after a short silence. 
“Tt may sound strangely in your ears; but I love her.” 

“Strangely, my good fellow!” cried Mr. Chester, lazily filling 
his glass again, and pulling out his toothpick. ‘ Not at all. I 
like Ned too—or, as you say, love him—that’s the word among 
such near relations. I’m very fond of Ned. He’s an amazingly 
good fellow, and a handsome fellow—foolish and weak as yet ; 
that’s all. But the thing is, Haredale—for I’ll be very frank, as 
I told you I would at first—independently of any dislike that you 
and I might have to being related to each other, and independently 
of the religious differences between us—and damn it, that’s 
important—lI couldn’t afford a match of this description. Ned and 
I couldn’t do it, It’s impossible.” 
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“Curb your tongue, in God’s name, if this conversation is to 
last,” retorted Mr. Haredale fiercely. ‘I have said I love my 
niece. Do you think that, loving her, I would have her fling her 
heart away on any man who had your blood in his veins?” 

“You see,” said the other, not at all disturbed, ‘“ the advantage 
of being so frank and open. Just what I was about to add, upon 
my honour! I am amazingly attached to Ned—quite doat upon 
him, indeed—and even if we could afford to throw ourselves away, 
that very objection would be quite insuperable,—I wish you'd take 
some wine.” 

“Mark me,” said Mr. Haredale, striding to the table, and 
laying his hand upon it heavily. ‘If any man believes—presumes 
to think—that I, in word or deed, or in the wildest dream, ever 
entertained remotely the idea of Emma Haredale’s favouring the 
suit of one who was akin to you—in any way—lI care not what— 
he lies. He lies, and does me grievous wrong, in the mere 
thought.” 

*‘ Haredale,” returned the other, rocking himself to and fro as 
in assent, and nodding at the fire, ‘‘it’s extremely manly, and 
really very generous in you, to meet me in this unreserved and 
handsome way. Upon my word, those are exactly my sentiments, 
only expressed with much more force and power than I could use 
—you know my sluggish nature, and will forgive me, I am sure.” 

“While I would restrain her from all correspondence with your 
son, and sever their intercourse here, though it should cause her 
death,” said Mr. Haredale, who had been pacing to and fro, “I 
would do it kindly and tenderly if I can. I have a trust to 
discharge which my nature is not formed to understand, and, for 
this reason, the bare fact of there being any love between them 
comes upon me to-night, almost for the first time.” 

“JT am more delighted than I can possibly tell you,” rejoined 
Mr. Chester with the utmost blandness, “to find my own 
- impression so confirmed. You see the advantage of our having 
met. We understand each other. We quite agree. We have a 
most complete and thorough explanation, and we know what course 
to take——Why don’t you taste your tenant’s wine? It’s really 
very good.” 

“Pray who,” said Mr, Haredale, ‘‘ have aided Emma, or your 
son? Who are their go-betweens, and agents—do you know ?” 

“ All the good people hereabouts—the neighbourhood in general, 
I think,” returned the other, with his most affable smile. “The 
messenger I sent to you to-day, foremost among them all.” 

“The idiot? Barnaby?” 

“You are surprised? I am glad of that, for I was rather so 
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myself. Yes. I wrung that from his mother—a very decent sort 
of woman—from whom, indeed, I chiefly learnt how serious the 
matter had become, and so determined to ride out here to-day, and 
hold a parley with you on this neutral ground.—Yov’e stouter 
than you used to be, Haredale, but you look extremely well.” 

‘Our business, I presume, is nearly at an end,” said Mr. 
Haredale, with an expression of impatience he was at no pains to 
conceal. ‘Trust me, Mr. Chester, my niece shall change from 
this time. I will appeal,” he added in a lower tone, “to her 
woman’s heart, her dignity, her pride, her duty—” 

“T shall do the same by Ned,” said Mr. Chester, restoring 
some errant faggots to their places in the grate with the toe of his 
boot. “If there is anything real in the world, it is those 
amazingly fine feelings and those natural obligations which must 
subsist between father and son. I shall put it to him on every 
ground of moral and religious feeling. I shall represent to him 
that we cannot possibly afford it—that I have always looked 
forward to his marrying well, for a genteel provision for myself in 
the autumn of life—that there are a great many clamorous dogs to 
pay, whose claims are perfectly just and right, and who must be 
paid out of his wife’s fortune. In short, that the very highest and 
most honourable feelings of our nature, with every consideration of 
filial duty and affection, and all that sort of thing, imperatively 
demand that he should run away with an heiress.” 

“And break her heart as speedily as possible?” said Mr. Hare- 
dale, drawing on his glove. 

“There Ned will act exactly as he pleases,” returned the other, 
sipping his wine; “that’s entirely his affair. JI wouldn’t for the 
world interfere with my son, Haredale, beyond a certain point. 
The relationship between father and son, you know, is positively 
quite a holy kind of bond.—Won’t you let me persuade you to 
take one glass of wine? Well! as you please, as you please,” he 
added, helping himself again. 

“Chester,” said Mr. Haredale, after a short silence, during 
which he had eyed his smiling face from time to time intently, 
“you have the head and heart of an evil spirit in all matters of 
deception.” 

“Your health !” said the other, with a nod. ‘But I have 
interrupted you—” 

“Tf now,” pursued Mr. Haredale, “we should find it difficult 
to separate these young people, and break off their intercourse—if, 
for instance, you find it difficult on your side, what course do you 
intend to take ?” 


“Nothing plainer, my good fellow, nothing easier,” returned 
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the other, shrugging his shoulders and stretching himself more 
comfortably before the fire. ‘I shall then exert those powers on 
which you flatter me so highly—though, upon my word, I don’t 
deserve your compliments to their full extent—and resort to a 
few little trivial subterfuges for rousing jealousy and resentment. 
You see ?” 

“In short, justifying the means by the end, we are, as a last 
resource for tearing them asunder, to resort to treachery and— 
and lying,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“Oh dear no. Fie, fie!” returned the other, relishing a pinch 
of snuff extremely. ‘‘ Not lying. Only a little management, a 
little diplomacy, a little—intriguing, that’s the word.” 

**T wish,” said Mr. Haredale, moving to and fro, and stopping, 
and moving on again, like one who was ill at ease, “that this 
could have been foreseen or prevented. But as it has gone so far, 
and it is necessary for us to act, it is of no use shrinking or re- 
gretting. Well! I shall second your endeavours to the utmost of 
my power. ‘There is one topic in the whole wide range of human 
thoughts on which we both agree. We shall act in concert, but 
apart. There will be no need, I hope, for us to meet again.” 

“Are you going?” said Mr. Chester, rising with a graceful 
indolence. ‘‘ Let me light you down the stairs.” 

* Pray keep your seat,” returned the other drily, “I know the 
way.” So, waving his hand slightly, and putting on his hat as he 
turned upon his heel, he went clanging out as he had come, shut 
the door behind him, and tramped down the echoing stairs. 

“Pah! <A very coarse animal, indeed!” said Mr, Chester, 
composing himself in the easy-chair again. “A rough brute. 
Quite a human badger !” 

John Willet and his friends, who had been listening intently 
for the clash of swords, or firing of pistols in the great room, and 
had indeed settled the order in which they should rush in when 
summoned—in which procession old John had carefully arranged 
that he should bring wp the rear—were very much astonished to 
see Mr. Haredale come down without a scratch, call for his horse, 
and ride away thoughtfully at a footpace. After some considera- 
tion, it was decided that he had left the gentleman above, for 
dead, and had adopted this stratagem to divert suspicion or 
pursuit. 

As this conclusion involved the necessity of their going up-stairs 
forthwith, they were about to ascend in the order they had agreed 
upon, when a smart ringing at the guest’s bell, as if he had pulled 
it vigorously, overthrew all their speculations, and involved them 
in great uncertainty and doubt. At length Mr. Willet agreed to 
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go up-stairs himself, escorted by Hugh and Barnaby, as the strongest 
and stoutest fellows on the premises, who were to make their 
appearance under pretence of clearing away the glasses. 

Under this protection, the brave and broad-faced John boldly 
entered the room, half a foot in advance, and received an order for 
a boot-jack without trembling. But when it was brought, and he 
leant his sturdy shoulder to the guest, Mr. Willet was observed 
to look very hard into his boots as he pulled them off, and, by 
opening his eyes much wider than usual, to appear to express some 
surprise and disappointment at not finding them full of blood. He 
took occasion, too, to examine the gentleman as closely as he could, 
expecting to discover sundry loopholes in his person, pierced by 
his adversary’s sword. Finding none, however, and observing in 
course of time that his guest was as cool and unruffled, both in 
his dress and temper, as he had been all day, old John at last 
heaved a deep sigh, and began to think no duel had been fought 
that night. 

“And now, Willet,” said Mr. Chester, “if the room’s well 
aired, I’ll try the merits of that famous bed.” 

“The room, Sir,” returned John, taking up a candle, and nudg- 
ing Barnaby and Hugh to accompany them, in case the gentleman 
should unexpectedly drop down faint or dead from some internal 
wound, ‘‘ the room’s as warm as any toast in atankard. Barnaby, 
take you that other candle, and go on before. Hugh! Follow 
up, Sir, with the easy-chair.” 

In this order—and still, in his earnest inspection, holding his 
candle very close to the guest; now making him feel extremely 
warm about the legs, now threatening to set his wig on fire, and 
constantly begging his pardon with great awkwardness and em- 
barrassment—John led the party to the best bed-room, which was 
nearly as large as the chamber from which they had come, and 
held, drawn out near the fire for warmth, a great old spectral 
bedstead, hung with faded brocade, and ornamented, at the top 
of each carved post, with a plume of feathers that had once been 
white, but with dust and age had now grown hearse-like and funereal. 

“Good night, my friends,” said Mr, Chester with a sweet smile, 
seating himself, when he had surveyed the room from end to end, 
in the easy-chair which his attendants wheeled before the fire. 
“Good night! Barnaby, my good fellow, you say some prayers 
before you go to bed, I hope?” 

Barnaby nodded. ‘‘He has some nonsense that he calls his 
prayers, Sir,” returned old John, officiously. “I’m afraid there 
an’t much good in ’em.” 

“And Hugh?” said Mr, Chester, turning to him. 
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“Not I,” he answered. “I know his”—pointing to Barnaby 
—‘they’re well enough. He sings ’em sometimes in the straw. 
I listen.” 

“He’s quite a animal, Sir,” John whispered in his ear with 
dignity. ‘You'll excuse him, I’m sure. If he has any soul at 
all, Sir, it must be such a very small one that it don’t signify what 
he does or doesn’t in that way. Good night, Sir!” 

The guest rejoined “ God bless you!” with a fervour that was 
quite affecting; and John, beckoning his guards to go before, 
bowed himself out of the room, and left him to his rest in the 
Maypole’s ancient bed. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTEENTH. 


Ir Joseph Willet, the denounced and proscribed of ’prentices, 
had happened to be at home when his father’s courtly guest pre- 
sented himself before the Maypole door—that is, if it had not 
perversely chanced to be one of the half-dozen days in the whole 
year on which he was at liberty to absent himself for as many 
hours without question or reproach—he would have contrived, by 
hook or crook, to dive to the very bottom of Mr. Chester’s mystery, 
and to come at his purpose with as much certainty as though he 
had been his confidential adviser. In that fortunate case, the 
lovers would have had quick warning of the ills that threatened 
them, and the aid of various timely and wise suggestions to boot ; 
for all Joe’s readiness of thought and action, and all his sympathies 
and good wishes, were enlisted in fayour of the young people, and 
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were staunch in devotion to their cause. Whether this disposition 
arose out of his old prepossessions in favour of the young lady, 
whose history had surrounded her in his mind, almost from his 
cradle, with circumstances of unusual interest ; or from his attach- 
ment towards the young gentleman, into whose confidence he had, 
through his shrewdness and alacrity, and the rendering of sundry 
important services as a spy and messenger, almost imperceptibly 
glided ; whether they had their origin in either of these sources, 
or in the habit natural to youth, or in the constant badgering and 
worrying of his venerable parent, or in any hidden little love affair 
of his own which gave him something of a fellow-feeling in the 
matter, it is needless to inquire—especially as Joe was out of the 
way, and had no opportunity on that particular occasion of testify- 
ing to his sentiments either on one side or the other. 

It was, in fact; the twenty-fifth of March, which, as most people 
know to their cost, is, and has been time out of mind, one of those 
unpleasant epochs termed quarter-days. On this twenty-fifth of 
March, it was John Willet’s pride annually to settle, in hard cash, 
his account with a certain vintner and distiller in the city of 
London; to give into whose hands a canvas bag containing its 
exact amount, and not a penny more or less, was the end and object 
of a journey for Joe, so surely as the year and day came round. 

This journey was performed upon an old grey mare, concerning 
whom John had an indistinct set of ideas hovering about him, to 
the effect that she could win a plate or cup if she tried. She 
never had tried, and probably never would now, being some four- 
teen or fifteen years of age, short in wind, long in body, and rather 
the worse for wear in respect of her mane and tail. Notwith- 
standing these slight defects, John perfectly gloried in the animal ; 
and when she was brought round to the door by Hugh, actually 
retired into the bar, and there, in a secret grove of lemons, laughed 
with pride. 

“'There’s a bit of horseflesh, Hugh!” said John, when he had 
recovered enough self-command to appear at the door again. 
“There’s a comely creature! There’s high mettle! There’s 
bone !” 

There was bone enough beyond all doubt ; and so Hugh seemed 
to think, as he sat sideways in the saddle, lazily doubled up with 
his chin nearly touching his knees; and heedless of the dangling 
stirrups and loose bridle-rein, sauntered up and down on the little 
green before the door. 

“Mind you take good care of her, Sir,” said John, appealing 
from this insensible person to his son and heir, who now appeared, 
fully equipped and ready. ‘‘ Don’t you ride hard.” 
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“T should be puzzled to do that, I think, father,” Joe replied, 
casting a disconsolate look at the animal. 

“None of your impudence, Sir, if you please,” retorted old 
John. ‘What would you ride, Sir? A wild ass or zebra would 
be too tame for you, wouldn’t he, eh Sir? You'd like to ride a 
roaring lion, wouldn’t you, Sir, eh Sir? Hold your tongue, Sir.” 
When Mr. Willet, in his differences with his son, had exhausted 
all the questions that occurred to him, and Joe had said nothing 
at all in answer, he generally wound up by bidding him hold his 
tongue. 

** And what does the boy mean,” added Mr. Willet, after he had 
stared at him for a little time, in a species of stupefaction, ‘ by 
cocking his hat, to such an extent! Are you a going to kill the 
wintner, Sir?” 

“No,” said Joe, tartly ; ‘I’m not. Now your mind’s at ease, 
father.” 

“With a milintary air, too!” said Mr. Willet, surveying him 
from top to toe; “with a swaggering, fire-eating, biling-water 
drinking sort of way with him! And what do you mean by 
pulling up the crocuses and snowdrops, eh Sir?” 

“Tt’s only a little nosegay,” said Joe, reddening. ‘‘There’s no 
harm in that, I hope?” 

“VYow’re a boy of business, you are, Sir!” said Mr. Willet, dis- 
dainfully, “to go supposing that wintners care for nosegays.” 

_ “T don’t suppose anything of the kind,” returned Joe. ‘‘ Let 
them keep their red noses for bottles and tankards. These are 
going to Mr. Varden’s house.” 

“And do you suppose Ae minds such things as crocuses?” 
demanded John. 

“‘T don’t know, and to say the truth, I don’t care,” said Joe. 
“Come father, give me the money, and in the name of patience 
let me go.” 

“There it is, Sir,” replied John; “‘and take care of it; and 
mind you don’t make too much haste back, but give the mare a 
long rest.—Do you mind ?” 

“Ay, I mind,” returned Joe. ‘She'll need it, Heaven 
knows.” 

“And don’t you score up too much at the Black Lion,” said 
John. ‘Mind that too.” 

“Then why don’t you let me have some money of my own?” 
retorted Joe, sorrowfully ; ‘‘why don’t you, father? What do you 
send me into London for, giving me only the right to call for my 
dinner at the Black Lion, which you’re to pay for next time you 
go, as if I was not to be trusted with a few shillings? Why do 
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you use me like this? It’s not right of you. You can’t expect 
me to be quiet under it.” 

“Let him have money!” cried John, in a drowsy reverie. 
“What does he call money—guineas? Hasn’t he got money ? 
Over and above the tolls, hasn’t he one and sixpence ?” 

“ One and sixpence!” repeated his son contemptuously. 

“Yes, Sir,” returned John, “one and sixpence. When I was 
your age, I had never seen so much money, ina heap. A shilling 
of it is in case of accidents—the mare casting a shoe, or the like 
of that. The other sixpence is to spend in the diversions of 
London ; and the diversion I recommend is to go to the top of the 
Monument, and sitting there. There’s no temptation there, Sir 
—no drink—no young women—no bad characters of any sort— 
nothing but imagination. That’s the way I enjoyed myself when 
I was your age, Sir.” 

To this, Joe made no answer, but beckoning Hugh, leaped into 
the saddle and rode away; and a very stalwart, manly horseman 
he looked, deserving a better charger than it was his fortune to 
bestride. John stood staring after him, or rather after the grey 
mare (for he had no eyes for her rider), until man and beast had 
been out of sight some twenty minutes, when he began to think 
they were gone, and slowly re-entering the house, fell into a gentle 
doze. 

The unfortunate grey mare, who was the agony of Joe’s life, 
floundered along at her own will and pleasure until the Maypole 
was no longer visible, and then contracting her legs into what in 
a puppet would have been looked upon as a clumsy and awkward 
imitation of a canter, mended her pace all at once, and did it of 
her own accord. The acquaintance with her rider’s usual mode 
of proceeding, which suggested this improvement in hers, impelled 
her likewise to turn up a bye-way, leading—not to London, but 
through lanes running parallel with the road they had come, and 
passing within a few hundred yards of the Maypole, which led 
finally to an inclosure surrounding a large, old, red-brick mansion 
—the same of which mention was made as the Warren in the first 
chapter of this history. Coming to a dead stop in the little copse 
thereabout, she suffered her rider to dismount with right good-will, 
and to tie her to the trunk of a tree. 

“Stay there, old girl,” said Joe, “and let us see whether there’s 
any little commission for me to-day.” So saying, he left her to 
browse upon such stunted grass and weeds as happened to grow 
within the length of her tether, and passing through a wicket gate, 
entered the grounds on foot. 

The pathway, after a very few minutes’ walking, brought him 
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close to the house, towards which, and especially towards one 
particular window, he directed many covert glances. It was a 
dreary, silent building, with echoing courtyards, desolated turret- 
chambers, and whole suites of rooms shut up and mouldering to 
ruin. 

The terrace-garden, dark with the shade of overhanging trees, 
had an air of melancholy that was quite oppressive. Great iron 
gates, disused for many years, and red with rust, drooping on their 
hinges and overgrown with long rank grass, seemed as though they 
tried to sink into the ground, and hide their fallen state among the 


friendly weeds. The fantastic monsters on the walls, green with 
age and damp, and covered here and there with moss, looked grim 
and desolate. There was a sombre aspect even on that part of the 
mansion which was inhabited and kept in good repair, that struck 
the beholder with a sense of sadness; of something forlorn and 
failing, whence cheerfulness was banished. It would have been 
difficult to imagine a bright fire blazing in the dull and darkened 
rooms, or to picture any gaiety of heart or revelry that the frown- 
ing walls shut in. It seemed a place where such things had been, 
but could be no more—the very ghost of a house, haunting the old 
spot in its old outward form, and that was all. 

Much of this decayed and sombre look was attributable, no 
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doubt, to the death of its former master, and the temper of its 
present occupant ; but remembering the tale connected with the 
mansion, it seemed the very place for such a deed, and one that 
might have been its predestined theatre years upon years ago. 
Viewed with reference to this legend, the sheet of water where the 
steward’s body had been found appeared to wear a black and sullen 
character, such as no other pool might own; the bell upon the 
roof that had told the tale of murder to the midnight wind, became 
a very phantom whose voice would raise the listener’s hair on end ; 
and every leafless bough that nodded to another, had its stealthy 
whispering of the crime. 

Joe paced up and down the path, sometimes stopping in affected 
contemplation of the building or the prospect, sometimes leaning 
against a tree with an assumed air of idleness and indifference, but 
always keeping an eye upon the window he had singled out at first. 
After some quarter of an hour’s delay, a small white hand was 
waved to him for an instant from this casement, and the young 
man, with a respectful bow, departed ; saying under his breath as 
he crossed his horse again, ‘‘ No errand for me to-day !” 

But the air of smartness, the cock of the hat to which John 
Willet had objected, and the spring nosegay, all betokened some 
little errand of his own, having a more interesting object than a 
vintner or even a locksmith. So, indeed, it turned out; for when 
he had settled with the vintner—whose place of business was down 
in some deep cellars hard by Thames Street, and who was as 
purple-faced an old gentleman as if he had all his life supported 
their arched roof on his head—when he had settled the account, 
and taken the receipt, and declined tasting more than three glasses 
of old sherry, to the unbounded astonishment of the purple-faced 
vintner, who, gimlet in hand, had projected an attack upon at least 
a score of dusty casks, and who stood transfixed, or morally gim- 
leted as it were, to his own wall—when he had done all this, and 
disposed besides of a frugal dinner at the Black Lion in White- 
chapel ; spurning the Monument and John’s advice, he turned his 
steps towards the locksmith’s house, attracted by the eyes of 
blooming Dolly Varden. 

Joe was by no means a sheepish fellow, but, for all that, when 
he got to the corner of the street in which the locksmith lived, he 
could by no means make up his mind to walk straight to the house. 
First, he resolved to stroll up another street for five minutes, then 
up another street for five minutes more, and so on until he had lost full 
half an hour, when he made a bold plunge and found himself with a 
red face and a beating heart in the smoky workshop. 

“Joe Willet, or his ghost?” said Varden, rising from the desk 
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at which he was busy with his books, and looking at him under 
his spectacles. ‘‘Which is it? Joe in the flesh, eh? That’s 
hearty. And how are all the Chigwell company, Joe?” 

“Much as usual, Sir—they and I agree as well as ever.” 

“Well, well!” said the locksmith. ‘We must be patient, 
Joe, and bear with old folks’ foibles. How’s the mare, Joe? Does 
she do the four miles an hour as easily as ever? Ha, ha, ha! Does 
she, Joe? Eh?—What have we there, Joe—a nosegay ?” 

“A very poor one, Sir—I thought Miss Dolly—” 

“No, no,” said Gabriel, dropping his voice and shaking his 
head, “not Dolly. Give ’em to her mother, Joe. A great deal 
better give ’em to her mother. Would you mind giving ’em to 
Mrs. Varden, Joe?” 

“Oh no, Sir,” Joe replied, and endeavouring, but not with the 
greatest possible success, to hide his disappointment. ‘I shall be 
very glad, I’m sure.” 

“ That’s right,” said the locksmith, patting him on the back. 
“Tt don’t matter who has ’em, Joe?” 

“Nota bit, Sir.”-—Dear heart, how the words stuck in his throat! 

“Come in,” said Gabriel. ‘‘I have just been called to tea. 
She’s in the parlour.” 

“She,” thought Joe. ‘‘ Which of ’em I wonder—Mres. or Miss ?” 
The locksmith settled the doubt as neatly as if it had been expressed 
aloud, by leading him to the door, and saying, ‘ Martha, my dear, 
here’s young Mr. Willet.” 

Now, Mrs. Varden, regarding the Maypole as a sort of human 
mantrap, or decoy for husbands; viewing its proprietor, and all 
who aided and abetted him, in the light of so many poachers 
among Christian men ; and believing, moreover, that the publicans 
coupled with sinners in Holy Writ were veritable licensed victual- 
lers ; was far from being favourably disposed towards her visitor. 
Wherefore she was taken faint directly ; and being duly presented 
with the crocuses and snowdrops, divined on further consideration 
that they were the occasion of the languor which had seized upon 
her spirits. ‘I’m afraid I couldn’t bear the room another minute,” 
said the good lady, “if they remain here. Would you excuse my 
putting them out of window ?” 

Joe begged she wouldn’t mention it on any account, and smiled 
feebly as he saw them deposited on the sill outside. If anybody 
could have known the pains he had taken to make up that despised 
and misused bunch of flowers !— 

“T feel it quite a relief to get rid of them, I assure you,” said Mrs. 
Varden. “I’m better already.” And indeed she did appear to 


have plucked up her spirits. 
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Joe expressed his gratitude to Providence for this favourable dis- 
pensation, and tried to look as if he didn’t wonder where Dolly was. 

“You're sad people at Chigwell, Mr. Joseph,” said Mrs. V. 

“ T hope not, ma’am,” returned Joe. 

“Youre the cruellest and most inconsiderate people in the 
world,” said Mrs. Varden, bridling. ‘I wonder old Mr. Willet, 
having been a married man himself, doesn’t know better than to 
conduct himself as he does. His doing it for profit is no excuse. 
I would rather pay the money twenty times over, and have 
Varden come home like a respectable and sober tradesman. If 
there is one character,” said Mrs. Varden with great emphasis, 
“ that offends and disgusts me more than another, it is a sot.” 

“Come, Martha, my dear,” said the locksmith cheerily, “let us 
have tea, and don’t let us talk about sots. There are none here, 
and Joe don’t want to hear about them, I dare say.” 

At this crisis, Miggs appeared with toast. 

“JT dare say he does not,” said Mrs. Varden; “and I dare say 
you do not, Varden. It’s a very unpleasant subject I have no 
doubt, though I won’t say it’s personal ”»—Miggs coughed—‘ what- 
ever I may be forced to think—” Miges sneezed expressively. 
“You never will know, Varden, and nobody at young Mr. Willet’s 
age—yowll excuse me, Sir—can be expected to know, what a 
woman suffers when she is waiting at home under such circum- 
stances. If you don’t believe me, as I know you don’t, here’s 
Miges, who is only too often a witness of it—ask her.” 

“Oh! she were very bad the other night, Sir, indeed she were,” 
said Miggs. ‘If you hadn’t the sweetness of an angel in you, 
mim, I don’t think you could abear it, I raly don’t.” 

‘*Migos,” said Mrs. Varden, ‘‘ youre profane.” 

“Begging your pardon, mim,” returned Miges, with shrill 
rapidity, “‘such was not my intentions, and such I hope is not my 
character, though I am but a servant.” 

“ Answering me, Miggs, and providing yourself,” retorted her 
mistress, looking round with dignity, “is one and the same thing. 
How dare you speak of angels in connexion with your sinful fellow- 
beings—mere ”—said Mrs. Varden, glancing at herself in a neigh- 
bouring mirror, and arranging the ribbon of her cap in a more 
becoming fashion—‘‘ mere worms and grovellers as we are!” 

“T did not intend, mim, if you please, to give offence,” said 
Miggs, confident in the strength of her compliment, and developing 
strongly in the throat as usual, ‘‘and I did not expect it would be 
took as such. I hope I know my own unworthiness, and that 
I hate and despise myself and all my fellow-creatures as every 
practicable Christian should.” 
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“You'll have the goodness, if you please,” said Mrs. Varden 
loftily, “to step up-stairs and see if Dolly has finished dressing, 
and to tell her that the chair that was ordered for her will be here 
in a minute, and that if she keeps it waiting, I shall send it away 
that instant.—I’m sorry to see that you don’t take your tea, 
Varden, and that you don’t take yours, Mr. Joseph; though of 
course it would be foolish of me to expect that anything that can 
be had at home, and in the company of females, would please 
you.” 

This pronoun was understood in the plural sense, and included 
both gentlemen, upon both of whom it was rather hard and 
undeserved, for Gabriel had applied himself to the meal with a very 
promising appetite, until it was spoilt by Mrs. Varden herself, and 
Joe had as great a liking for the female society of the locksmith’s 
house—or for a part of it at all events—as man could well 
entertain. 

But he had no opportunity to say anything in his own defence, for 
at that moment Dolly herself appeared, and struck him quite dumb 
with her beauty. Never had Dolly looked so handsome as she did 
then, in all the glow and grace of youth, with all her charms 
increased a hundredfold ‘by a most becoming dress, by a thousand 
little coquettish ways which nobody could assume with a better 
grace, and all the sparkling expectation of that accursed party. It 
is impossible to tell how Joe hated that party wherever it was, and 
all the other people who were going to it, whoever they were. 

And she hardly looked at him—no, hardly looked at him. And 
when the chair was seen through the open door coming blundering 
into the workshop, she actually clapped her hands and seemed glad 
to go. But Joe gave her his arm—there was some comfort in that 
—and handed her into it. To see her seat herself inside, with her 
laughing eyes brighter than diamonds, and her hand—surely she 
had the prettiest hand in the world—on the ledge of the open 
window, and her little finger provokingly and pertly tilted up, as 
if it wondered why Joe didn’t squeeze or kiss it! To think how 
well one or two of the modest snowdrops would have become that 
delicate bodice, and how they were lying neglected outside the 
parlour window! To see how Miggs looked on with a face 
expressive of knowing how all this loveliness was got up, and of 
being in the secret of every string and pin and hook and eye, and 
of saying it ain’t half as real as you think, and I could look quite 
as well myself if I took the pains! To hear that provoking precious 
little scream when the chair was hoisted on its poles, and to catch 
that transient but not-to-be-forgotten vision of the happy face 
within—what torments and aggravations, and yet what delights 
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were these! The very chairmen seemed favoured rivals as they 
bore her down the street. 

There never was such an alteration in a small room in a small 
time as in that parlour when they went back to finish tea. So 
dark, so deserted, so perfectly disenchanted. It seemed such 
sheer nonsense to be sitting tamely there, when she was at a dance 
with more lovers than man could calculate fluttering about her— 
with the whole party doting on and adoring her, and wanting to 
marry her. Miggs was hovering about too; and the fact of her 
existence, the mere circumstance of her ever having been born, 
appeared, after Dolly, such an unaccountable practical joke. It was 
impossible to talk. It couldn’t be done. He had nothing left for 
it but to stir his tea round, and round, and round, and ruminate 
on all the fascinations of the locksmith’s lovely daughter. 

Gabriel was dull too. It was a part of the certain uncertainty 
of Mrs. Varden’s temper, that when they were in this condition, 
she should be gay and sprightly. 

“‘T need have a cheerful disposition, I am sure,” said the smiling 
housewife, “to preserve any spirits at all; and how I do it I can 
scarcely tell.” 

“Ah, mim,” sighed Miggs, ‘‘begging your pardon for the 
interruption, there an’t a many like you.” 

“Take away, Miggs,” said Mrs. Varden, rising, “‘take away, 
pray. I know ’ma restraint here, and as I wish everybody to enjoy 
themselves as they best can, I feel I had better go.” 

‘“No, no, Martha,” cried the locksmith. ‘Stop here. I’m 
sure we shall be very sorry to lose you, eh Joe!” Joe started, 
and said ‘ Certainly.” 

“Thank you, Varden, my dear,” returned his wife; ‘“‘but I 
know your wishes better. Tobacco and beer, or spirits, have much 
greater attractions than any J can boast of, and therefore I shall go 
and sit up-stairs and look out of window, my love. Good night, 
Mr. Joseph, I’m very glad to have seen you, and only wish I could 
have provided something more suitable to your taste. Remember 
me very kindly if you please to old Mr. Willet, and tell him that 
whenever he comes here I have a crow to pluck with him. Good 
night |” 

Having uttered these words with great sweetness of manner, the 
good lady dropped a curtsey remarkable for its condescension, and 
serenely withdrew. 

And it was for this Joe had looked forward to the twenty-fifth 
of March for weeks and weeks, and had gathered the flowers with 
so much care, and had cocked his hat, and made himself so smart ! 
This was the end of all his bold determination, resolved upon for 
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the hundredth time, to speak out to Dolly and tell her how he 
loved her! To see her for a minute—for but a minute—to find 
her going out to a party and glad to go; to be looked upon as a 
common pipe-smoker, beer-bibber, spirit-guzzler, and tosspot! He 
bade farewell to his friend the locksmith, and hastened to take 
horse at the Black Lion, thinking as he turned towards home, as 
many another Joe has thought before and since, that here was an 
end to all his hopes—that the thing was impossible and never 
could be—that she didn’t care for him—that he was wretched for 
life—and that the only congenial prospect left him, was to go for 
a soldier or a sailor, and get some obliging enemy to knock his 
brains out as soon as possible. 


CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH. 


Joz Wier rode leisurely along in his desponding mood, 
picturing the locksmith’s daughter going down long country- 
dances, and poussetting dreadfully with bold strangers—which 
was almost too much to bear—when he heard the tramp of 
a horse’s feet behind him, and looking back, saw a well-mounted 
gentleman advancing at a smart canter. As this rider passed, he 
checked his steed, and called him of the Maypole by his name. 
Joe set spurs to the grey mare, and was at his side directly. 

“T thought it was you, Sir,” he said, touching his hat “A 
fair evening, Sir. Glad to see you out of doors again.” 

The gentleman smiled and nodded. ‘‘ What gay doings have 
been going on to-day, Joe? Is she as pretty as ever? Nay, 
don’t blush, man.” 

“Tf I coloured at all, Mr, Edward,” said Joe, “‘ which I didn’t 
know I did, it was to think I should have been such a fool as ever 
to have any hope of her. She’s as far out of my reach as—as 
Heaven is.” 

“Well, Joe, I hope that’s not altogether beyond it,” said 
Edward good-humouredly. ‘ Eh?” 

“Ah!” sighed Joe. “It’s all very fine talking, Sir. Proverbs 
are easily made in cold blood. But it can’t be helped. Are you 
bound for our house, Sir?” 

“Yes, As I am not quite strong yet, I shall stay there 
to-night, and ride home coolly in the morning.” 

“Tf youre in no particular hurry,” said Joe after a short 
silence, “and will bear with the pace of this poor jade, I shall be 
glad to ride on with you to the Warren, Sir, and hold your horse 
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when you dismount. Itll save you having to walk from the 
Maypole, there and back again. I can spare the time well, Sir, 
for I am too soon.” 

“ And so am I,” returned Edward, “ though I was unconsciously 
riding fast just now, in compliment I suppose to the pace of my 
thoughts, which were travelling post. We will keep together, 
Joe, willingly, and be as good company as may be. And cheer 
up, cheer up, think of the locksmith’s daughter with a stout heart, 
and you shall win her yet.” 

Joe shook his head; but there was something so cheery in the 
buoyant hopeful manner of this speech, that his spirits rose under 
its influence, and communicated as it would seem some new 
impulse even to the grey mare, who, breaking from her sober 
amble into a gentle trot, emulated the pace of Edward Chester’s 
horse, and appeared to flatter herself that he was doing his 
very best. 

It was a fine dry night, and the light of a young moon, which 
was then just rising, shed around that peace and tranquillity 
which gives to evening time its most delicious charm. The 
lengthened shadows of the trees, softened as if reflected in still 
water, threw their carpet on the path the travellers pursued, and 
the light wind stirred yet more softly than before, as though it 
were soothing Nature in her sleep. By little and little they 
ceased talking, and rode on side by side in a pleasant silence. 

“The Maypole lights are brilliant to-night,” said Edward, as 
they rode along the lane from which, while the intervening trees 
were bare of leaves, that hostelry was visible. 

“ Brilliant indeed, Sir,” returned Joe, rising in his stirrups to 
get a better view. ‘‘ Lights in the large room, and a fire glimmer- 
ing in the best bed-chamber? Why, what company can this be 
for, I wonder !” 

“Some benighted horseman wending towards London, and 
deterred from going on to-night by the marvellous tales of my 
friend the highwayman, I suppose,” said Edward. 

“He must be a horseman of good quality to have such 
accommodations. Your bed too, Sir—!” 

“No matter, Joe. Any other room will do for me. But 
come—there’s nine striking. We may push on,” 

They cantered forward at as brisk a pace as Joe’s charger could 
attain, and presently stopped in the little copse where he had left 
her in the morning. Edward dismounted, gave his bridle to his 
companion, and walked with a light step towards the house. 

A female servant was waiting at a side gate in the garden- 
wall, and admitted him without delay. He hurried along the 
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terrace-walk, and darted up a flight of broad steps leading into an 
old and gloomy hall, whose walls were ornamented with rusty 
suits of armour, antlers, weapons of the chase, and suchlike 
garniture. Here he paused, but not long; for as he looked 
round, as if expecting the attendant to have followed, and wonder- 
ing she had not done so, a lovely girl appeared, whose dark hair 
next moment rested on his breast. Almost at the same instant a 
heavy hand was laid upon her arm, Edward felt himself thrust 
away, and Mr. Haredale stood between them. 

He regarded the young man sternly without removing his hat ; 
with one hand clasped his niece, and with the other, in which he 


held his riding-whip, motioned him towards the door. The young 
man drew himself up, and returned his gaze. 

“This is well done of you, Sir, to corrupt my servants, and 
enter my house unbidden and in secret, like a thief!” said Mr. 
Haredale. ‘‘ Leave it, Sir, and return no more.” 

“Miss Haredale’s presence,” returned the young man, “ and 
your relationship to her, give you a license which, if you are a 
brave man, you will not abuse. You have compelled me to this 
course, and the fault is yours—not mine.” 

“Tt is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a true 
man, Sir,” retorted the other, “to tamper with the affections of a 
weak, trusting girl, while you shrink, in your unworthiness, from 
her guardian and protector, and dare not meet the light of day. 
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More than this I will not say to you, save that I forbid you 
this house, and require you to be gone.” 

“It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a true 
man to play the spy,” said Edward. ‘‘ Your words imply dis- 
honour, and I reject them with the scorn they merit.” 

“You will find,” said Mr. Haredale, calmly, “your trusty 
go-between in waiting at the gate by which you entered. I have 
played no spy’s part, Sir. I chanced to see you pass the gate, 
and followed. You might have heard me knocking for admission, 
had you been less swift of foot, or lingered in the garden. Please 
to withdraw. Your presence here is offensive to me and distressful 
to my niece.” As he said these words, he passed his arm about 
the waist of the terrified and weeping girl, and drew her closer to 
him ; and though the habitual severity of his manner was scarcely 
changed, there was yet apparent in the action an air of kindness 
and sympathy for her distress. 

“Mr. Haredale,” said Edward, ‘your arm encircles her on 
whom I have set my every hope and thought, and to purchase one 
minute’s happiness for whom I would gladly lay down my life ; 
this house is the casket that holds the precious jewel of my 
existence. Your niece has plighted her faith to me, and I have 
plighted mine to her. What have I done that you should hold 
me in this light esteem, and give me these discourteous words ?” 

“You have done that, Sir,’ answered Mr. Haredale, “‘ which 
must be undone. You have tied a lover’s-knot here which must 
be cut asunder. Take good heed of what I say. Must. I 
cancel the bond between ye. I reject you, and all of your kith 
and kin—all the false, hollow, heartless stock.” 

“ High words, Sir,” said Edward scornfully. 

“Words of purpose and meaning, as you will find,” replied the 
other. ‘‘ Lay them to heart.” 

“Lay you then, these,” said Edward. ‘Your cold and sullen 
temper, which chills every breast about you, which turns affection 
into fear, and changes duty into dread, has forced us on this secret 
course, repugnant to our nature and our wish, and far more foreign, 
Sir, to us than you. I am not a false, a hollow, or a heartless 
man ; the character is yours, who poorly venture on these injurious 
terms, against the truth, and under the shelter whereof I reminded 
you just now. You shall not cancel the bond between us. I will 
not abandon this pursuit. I rely upon your niece’s truth and 
honour, and set your influence at nought. I leave her with a 
confidence in her pure faith, which you will never weaken, and 
with no concern but that I do not leave her in some gentler 
care.” 
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With that, he pressed her cold hand to his lips, and once more 
encountering and returning Mr. Haredale’s steady look, withdrew. 

A few words to Joe as he mounted his horse sufficiently 
explained what had passed, and renewed all that young gentleman’s 
despondency with tenfold aggravation. They rode back to the 
Maypole without exchanging a syllable, and arrived at the door 
with heavy hearts. 

Old John, who had peeped from behind the red curtain as they 
rode up shouting for Hugh, was out directly, and said with great 
importance as he held the young man’s stirrup, 

“ He’s comfortable in bed—the best bed. A thorough gentle- 
man ; the smilingest, affablest gentleman I ever had to do with.” 
“Who, Willet?” said Edward carelessly, as he dismounted. 

“Your worthy father, Sir,” replied John, ‘ Your honourable, 
venerable father.” 

“What does he mean?” said Edward, looking with a mixture 
of alarm and doubt at Joe. 

“What do you mean?” said Joe. ‘Don’t you see Mr. 
Edward doesn’t understand, father ?” 

“Why, didn’t you know of it, Sir!” said John, opening his 
eyes wide. ‘“ How very singular! Bless you, he’s been here 
ever since noon to-day, and Mr. Haredale has been having a long 
talk with him, and hasn’t been gone an hour.” 

“My father, Willet!” 

“Yes, Sir, he told me so—a handsome, slim, upright gentle- 
man, in green-and-gold. In your old room up yonder, Sir. No 
doubt you can go in, Sir,” said John, walking backwards into the 
road and looking up at the window. ‘“‘ He hasn’t put out his 
candles yet, I see.” 

Edward glanced at the window also, and hastily murmuring 
that he had changed his mind—forgotten something—and must 
return to London, mounted his horse again and rode away ; 
leaving the Willets, father and son, looking at each other in mute 
astonishment, 


CHAPTER THE FIFTEENTH. 


Ar noon next day, John Willet’s guest sat lingering over his 
breakfast in his own home, surrounded by a variety of comforts, 
which left the Maypole’s highest flight and utmost stretch of 
accommodation at an infinite distance behind, and suggested 
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comparisons very much to the disadvantage and disfavour of that 
venerable tavern. 

In the broad old-fashioned window-seat—as capacious as many 
modern sofas, and cushioned to serve the purpose of a luxurious 
settee—in the broad old-fashioned window-seat of a roomy 
chamber, Mr. Chester lounged, very much at his ease, over a well- 
furnished breakfast-table. He had exchanged his riding-coat for a 
handsome morning-gown, his boots for slippers; had been at 
great pains to atone for the having been obliged to make his 
toilet when he rose without the aid of dressing-case and tiring- 


equipage ; and, having gradually forgotten through these means 
the discomforts of an indifferent night and an early ride, was in a 
state of perfect complacency, indolence, and satisfaction. 

The situation in which he found himself, indeed, was particu- 
larly favourable to the growth of these feelings; for, not to 
mention the lazy influence of a late and lonely breakfast, with the 
additional sedative of a newspaper, there was an air of repose 
about his place of residence peculiar to itself, and which hangs 
about it, even in these times, when it is more bustling and busy 
than it was in days of yore. 

There are, still, worse places than the Temple, on a sultry day 
for basking in the sun, or resting idly in the shade. There is yet 
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a drowsiness in its courts, and a dreamy dulness in its trees and 
gardens ; those who pace its lanes and squares may yet hear the 
echoes of their footsteps on the sounding stones, and read upon its 
gates, in passing from the tumult of the Strand or Fleet Street, 
“ Who enters here leaves noise behind.” There is still the plash 
of falling water in fair Fountain Court, and there are yet nooks 
and corners where dun-haunted students may look down from 
their dusty garrets, on a vagrant ray of sunlight patching the 
shade of the tall houses, and seldom troubled to reflect a passing 
stranger’s form. There is yet, in the Temple, something of a 
clerkly monkish atmosphere, which public offices of law have not 
disturbed, and even legal firms have failed to scare away. In 
summer time, its pumps suggest to thirsty idlers, springs cooler, 
and more sparkling, and deeper than other wells; and as they 
trace the spillings of full pitchers on the heated ground, they 
snuff the freshness, and, sighing, cast sad looks towards the 
Thames, and think of baths and boats, and saunter on, de- 
spondent. 

It was in a room in Paper Buildings—a row of goodly 
tenements, shaded in front by ancient trees, and looking, at the 
back, upon the Temple Gardens—that this, our idler, lounged ; 
now taking up again the paper he had laid down a hundred times ; 
now trifling with the fragments of his meal; now pulling forth 
his golden toothpick, and glancing leisurely about the room, or 
out at window into the trim garden walks, where a few early 
loiterers were already pacing to and fro. Here a pair of lovers 
met to quarrel and make up; there a dark-eyed nursery-maid had 
better eyes for Templars than her charge ; on this hand an ancient 
spinster, with her lapdog in a string, regarded both enormities 
with scornful sidelong looks; on that a weazen old gentleman, 
ogling the nursery-maid, looked with like scorn upon the spinster, 
and wondered she didn’t know she was no longer young. Apart 
from all these, on the river’s margin two or three couple of 
business-talkers walked slowly up and down in earnest conversa- 
tion ; and one young man sat thoughtfully on a bench, alone. 

“Ned is amazingly patient!” said Mr. Chester, glancing at 
this last-named person as he set down his teacup and plied the 
golden toothpick, ‘immensely patient! He was sitting yonder 
when I began to dress, and has scarcely changed his posture since. 
A most eccentric dog!” 

As he spoke, the figure rose, and came towards him with a 
rapid pace. 

“Really, as if he had heard me,” said the father, resuming his 
newspaper with a yawn. ‘Dear Ned!” 
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Presently the room-door opened, and the young man entered ; 
to whom his father gently waved his hand, and smiled. 

“Are you at leisure for a little conversation, Sir?” said 
Edward. 

“Surely, Ned. Iam always at leisure. You know my con- 
stitution.— Have you breakfasted ?” 

“Three hours ago.” 

“What a very early dog!” cried his father, contemplating him 
from behind the toothpick, with a languid smile. 

“The truth is,” said Edward, bringing a chair forward, and 
seating himself near the table, “that I slept but ill last night, and 
was glad to rise. The cause of my uneasiness cannot but be 
known to you, Sir; and it is upon that I wish to speak.” 

“My dear boy,” returned his father, “confide in me, I beg. 
But you know my constitution—don’t be prosy, Ned.” 

“‘T will be plain, and brief,” said Edward. 

“Don’t say you will, my good fellow,” returned his father, 
crossing his legs, “or you certainly will not. You are going to 
tell me ” 

“Plainly this, then,” said the son, with an air of great concern, 
“that I know where you were last night—from being on the spot, 
indeed—and whom you saw, and what your purpose was.” 

“You don’t say so!” cried his father. ‘I am delighted to 
hear it. It saves us the worry, and terrible wear and tear of a 
long explanation, and is a great relief for both. At the very 
house! Why didn’t you come up? I should have been charmed 
to see you.” 

“T knew that what I had to say would be better said after a 
night’s reflection, when both of us were cool,” returned the son. 

“Fore Gad, Ned,” rejoined the father, ‘‘ I was cool enough last 
night. That detestable Maypole! By some infernal contrivance 
of the builder, it holds the wind, and keeps it fresh. You 
remember the sharp east wind that blew so hard five weeks ago % 
I give you my honour it was rampant in that old house last night, 
though out of doors there was a dead calm. But you were 
saying ”—— 

““T was about to say, Heaven knows how seriously and earnestly, 
that you have made me wretched, Sir. Will you hear me gravely 
for a moment?” 

“My dear Ned,” said his father, “I will hear you with the 
patience of an anchorite. Oblige me with the milk.” 

“T saw Miss Haredale last night,” Edward resumed, when he 
had complied with this request; “her uncle, in her presence, 
immediately after your interview, and, as of course I know, in 
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consequence of it, forbade me the house, and, with circumstances 
of indignity which are of your creation I am sure, commanded me 
to leave it on the instant.” 

“ For his manner of doing so, I give you my honour, Ned, I am 
not accountable,” said his father. ‘That you must excuse. He 
is a mere boor, a log, a brute, with no address in life.—Positively 
a fly in the jug. The first I have seen this year.” 

Edward rose, and paced the room. His imperturbable parent 
sipped his tea. 

“Father,” said the young man, stopping at length before him, 
“‘we must not trifle in this matter. We must not deceive each 
other, or ourselves. Let me pursue the manly open part I wish to 
take, and do not repel me by this unkind indifference.” 

** Whether I am indifferent or no,” returned the other, “TI leave 
you, my dear boy, to judge. A ride of twenty-five or thirty 
miles, through miry roads—a Maypole dinner—a téte-a-téte with 
Haredale, which, vanity apart, was quite a Valentine and Orson 
business—a Maypole bed—a Maypole landlord, and a Maypole 
retinue of idiots and centaurs ;—whether the voluntary endurance 
of these things looks like indifference, dear Ned, or like the 
excessive anxiety, and devotion, and all that sort of thing, of a 
parent, you shall determine for yourself.” 

“T wish you to consider, Sir,” said Edward, “in what a cruel 
situation I am placed. Loving Miss Haredale as I do” 

“My dear fellow,” interrupted his father with a compassionate 
smile, ‘you do nothing of the kind. You don’t know anything 
about it. There’s no such thing, I assure you. Now, do take my 
word for it. You have good sense, Ned,—great good sense. I 
wonder you should be guilty of such amazing absurdities, You 
really surprise me.” 

“T repeat,” said his son firmly, ‘that I love her. You have 
interposed to part us, and have, to the extent I have just now 
told you of, succeeded. May I induce you, Sir, in time, to think 
more favourably of our attachment, or is it your intention and your 
fixed design to hold us asunder if you can ?” 

“My dear Ned,” returned his father, taking a pinch of snuff 
and pushing his box towards him, “that 7s my purpose most 
undoubtedly.” 

“The time that has elapsed,” rejoined his son, ‘since I began 
to know her worth, has flown in such a dream that until now I 
have hardly once paused to reflect upon my true position. What 
is it? From my childhood I have been accustomed to luxury and 
idleness, and have been bred as though my fortune were large, and 
my expectations almost without a limit, The idea of wealth has 
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been familiarised to me from my cradle. I have been taught to 
look upon those means, by which men raise themselves to riches 
and distinction, as being beyond my heeding, and beneath my care. 
I have been, as the phrase is, liberally educated, and am fit for 
nothing. I find myself at last wholly dependent upon you, with 
no resource but in your favour. In this momentous question of 
my life we do not, and it would seem we never can, agree. I have 
shrunk instinctively alike from those to whom you have urged me 
to pay court, and from the motives of interest and gain which have 
rendered them in your eyes visible objects for my suit. If there 
never has been thus much plain-speaking between us before, Sir, 
the fault has not been mine, indeed. If I seem to speak too 
plainly now, it is, believe me father, in the hope that there may be 
a franker spirit, a worthier reliance, and a kinder confidence 
between us in time to come.” 

“My good fellow,” said his smiling father, “you quite affect 
me. Go on, my dear Edward, I beg. But remember your promise. 
There is great earnestness, vast candour, a manifest sincerity in all 
you say, but I fear I observe the faintest indications of a tendency 
to prose.” 

“T am very sorry, Sir.” 

‘“‘T am very sorry too, Ned, but you know that I cannot fix my 
mind for any long period upon one subject. If you'll come to the 
point at once, I’ll imagine all that ought to go before, and conclude 
it said. Oblige me with the milk again. Listening invariably 
makes me feverish.” 

“What I would say then, tends to this,” said Edward. “TI 
cannot bear this absolute dependence, Sir, even upon you. Time 
has been lost and opportunity thrown away, but I am yet a young 
man, and may retrieve it. Will you give me the means of devoting 
such abilities and energies as I possess, to some worthy pursuit 2 
Will you let me try to make for myself an honourable path in life 2 
For any term you please to name—say five years if you will—I 
will pledge myself to move no further in the matter of our 
difference without your full concurrence. During that period, I 
will endeavour earnestly and patiently, if ever man did, to open 
some prospect for myself, and free you from the burden you fear I 
should become if I married one whose worth and beauty are her 
chief endowments. Will you do this, Sir? At the expiration of 
the term we agree upon, let us discuss this subject again. Till 
then, unless it is revived by you, let it never be renewed 
between us.” 

“My dear Ned,” returned his father, laying down the newspaper 
at which he had been glancing carelessly, and throwing himself 


BARNABY RUDGE. 113 


back in the window-seat, ‘‘I believe you know how very much I 
dislike what are called family affairs, which are only fit for plebeian 
Christmas Days, and have no manner of business with people of 
our condition. But as you are proceeding upon a mistake, Ned— 
altogether upon a mistake—I will conquer my repugnance to entering 
on such matters, and give you a perfectly plain and candid answer, 
if you will do me the favour to shut the door.” 

Edward having obeyed him, he took an elegant little knife from 
his pocket, and paring his nails, continued : 

“You have to thank me, Ned, for being of good family ; for 
your mother, charming person as she was, and almost broken- 
hearted, and so forth, as she left me, when she was prematurely 
compelled to become immortal—had nothing to boast of in that 
respect.” 

“ Her father was at least an eminent lawyer, Sir,” said Edward. 

“Quite right, Ned; perfectly so. He stood high at the bar, 
had a great name and great wealth, but having risen from nothing 
—I have always closed my eyes to the circumstance and steadily 
resisted its contemplation, but I fear his father dealt in pork, and 
that his business did once involve cow-heel and sausages—he 
wished to marry his daughter into a good family. He had his 
heart’s desire, Ned. I was a younger son’s younger son, and I 
married her. We each had our object, and gained it. She stepped 
at once into the politest and best circles, and I stepped into a 
fortune which I assure you was very necessary to my comfort— 
quite indispensable. Now, my good fellow, that fortune is among 
the things that have been. It is gone, Ned, and has been gone 
—how old are you? I always forget.” 

“‘ Seven-and-twenty, Sir.” 

“Are you indeed?” cried his father, raising his eyelids in a 
languishing surprise. “So much! Then I should say, Ned, that 
as nearly as I remember, its skirts vanished from human knowledge, 
about eighteen or nineteen years ago. It was about that time 
when I came to live in these chambers (once your grandfather’s, 
and bequeathed by that extremely respectable person to me), and 
commenced to live upon an inconsiderable annuity and my past 
reputation.” 

“You are jesting with me, Sir,” said Edward. 

“Not in the slightest degree, I assure you,” returned his father 
with great composure. ‘‘ These family topics are so extremely dry, 
that I am sorry to say they don’t admit of any such relief. It is 
for that reason, and because they have an appearance of business, 
that I dislike them so very much. Well! You know the rest. 
A son, Ned, unless he is old enough to be a companion—that is to 
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say, unless he is some two or three and twenty—is not the kind 
of thing to have about one. He is a restraint upon his father, his 
father is a restraint upon him, and they make each other mutually 
uncomfortable. Therefore, until within the last four years or so—I 
have a poor memory for dates, and if I mistake, you will correct me 
in your own mind—you pursued your studies at adistance, and picked 
up a great variety of accomplishments. Occasionally we passed a 
week or two together here, and disconcerted each other as only 
such near relations can. At last you came home. I candidly tell 
you, my dear boy, that if you had been awkward and overgrown, 
I should have exported you to some distant part of the world.” 

“T wish with all my soul you had, Sir,” said Edward. 

“No you don’t, Ned,” rejoined his father coolly; “you are 
mistaken, I assure you. I found you a handsome, prepossessing, 
elegant fellow, and I threw you into the society I can still 
command. Having done that, my dear fellow, I consider that I 
have provided for you in life, and rely on your doing something to 
provide for me in return.” 

“*T do not understand your meaning, Sir.” 

“My meaning, Ned, is obvious—I observe another fly in the 
cream-jug, but have the goodness not to take it out as you did the 
first, for their walk when their legs are milky, is extremely 
ungraceful and disagreeable—my meaning is, that you must do as 
I did ; that you must marry well and make the most of yourself.” 

“A mere fortune-hunter !” cried the son, indignantly. 

‘What in the devil’s name, Ned, would you be!” returned the 
father. ‘All men are fortune-hunters, are they not? The law, 
the church, the court, the camp—see how they are all crowded 
with fortune-hunters, jostling each other in the pursuit. . The 
stock-exchange, the pulpit, the counting-house, the royal drawing- 
room, the senate,—what but fortune-hunters are they filled with 2 
A fortune-hunter! Yes. You ave one ; and you would be nothing 
else, my dear Ned, if you were the greatest courtier, lawyer, 
lezislator, prelate, or merchant, in existence. If you are squeamish 
and moral, Ned, console yourself with the reflection that at the 
worst your fortune-hunting can make but one person miserable or 
unhappy. How many people do you suppose these other kinds of 
huntsmen crush in following their sport—hundreds at a step? Or 
thousands ?” 


The young man leant his head upon his hand, and made no 
answer, 

“T am quite charmed,” said the father rising, and walking 
slowly to and fro—stopping now and then to glance at himself in 
the mirror, or survey a picture through his glass, with the air of 
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a connoisseur, “that we have had this conversation, Ned, un- 
promising as it was. It establishes a confidence between us which 
is quite delightful, and was certainly necessary, though how you 
can ever have mistaken our position and designs, I confess I cannot 
understand. I conceived, until I found your fancy for this girl, 
that all these points were tacitly agreed upon between us.” 

““T knew you were embarrassed, Sir,” returned the son, raising 
his head fora moment, and then falling into his former attitude, 
“but I had no idea we were the beggared wretches you describe. 
How could I suppose it, bred as I have been; witnessing the life 
you have always led ; and the appearance you have always made?” 

“My dear child,” said the father—“ for you really talk so like 
a child that I must call you one—you were bred upon a careful 
principle; the very manner of your education, I assure you, 
maintained my credit surprisingly. As to the life I lead, I must 
lead it, Ned. I must have these little refinements about me. I 
have always been used to them, and I cannot exist without them. 
They must surround me, you observe, and therefore they are here. 
With regard to our circumstances, Ned, you may set your mind at 
rest upon that score. ‘They are desperate. Your own appearance 
is by no means despicable, and our joint pocket-money alone 
devours our income. That’s the truth.” 

“Why have I never known this before? Why have you 
encouraged me, Sir, to an expenditure and mode of life to which 
we have no right or title?” 

“My good fellow,” returned his father more compassionately 
than ever, “if you made no appearance how could you possibly 
succeed in the pursuit for which I destined you? As to our mode 
of life, every man has a right to live in the best way he can; and 
to make himself as comfortable as he can, or he is an unnatural 
scoundrel. Our debts, I grant, are very great, and therefore it 
the more behoves you, as a young man of principle and honour, to 
pay them off as speedily as possible.” 

“The villain’s part,” muttered Edward, ‘‘that I have uncon- 
sciously played! I to win the heart of Emma Haredale! I would, 
for her sake, I had died first !” 

“T am glad you see, Ned,” returned his father, “‘ how perfectly 
self-evident it is, that nothing can be done in that quarter. But 
apart from this, and the necessity of your speedily bestowing your- 
self on another (as you know you could to-morrow, if you chose), 
I wish you’d look upon it pleasantly. In a religious point of view 
alone, how could you ever think of uniting yourself to a Catholic, 
unless she was amazingly rich? You who ought to be so very 
Protestant, coming of such a Protestant family as you do. Let us 
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be moral, Ned, or we are nothing. Even if one could set that 
objection aside, which is impossible, we come to another which is 
quite conclusive. The very idea of marrying a girl whose father 
was killed, like meat! Good God, Ned, how disagreeable! Con- 
sider the impossibility of having any respect for your father-in-law 
under such unpleasant circumstances—think of his having been 
‘viewed’ by jurors, and ‘sat upon’ by coroners, and of his very 
doubtful position in the family ever afterwards. It seems to me 
such an indelicate sort of thing that I really think the girl ought 
to have been put to death by the State to prevent its happening. 
But I tease you perhaps. You would rather be alone? My dear 
Ned, most willingly. God bless you. Ishall be going out presently, 
but we shall meet to-night, or if not to-night, certainly to-morrow. 
Take care of yourself in the mean time, for both our sakes. You 
are a person of great consequence to me, Ned—of vast consequence 
indeed. God bless you!” 

With these words, the father, who had been arranging his cravat 
in the glass, while he uttered them in a disconnected careless 
manner, withdrew, humming a tune as he went. The son, who 
had appeared so lost in thought as not to hear or understand them, 
remained quite still and silent. . After the lapse of half an hour or 
so, the elder Chester, gaily dressed, went out. The younger still 
sat with his head resting on his hands, in what appeared to be a 
kind of stupour. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTH. 


A SERIES of pictures representing. the streets of London im the 
night, even at the comparatively recent date of this tale, would 
present to the eye something so very different in character from 
the reality which is witnessed in these times, that it would be 
difficult for the beholder to recognise his most familiar walks in the 
altered aspect of little more than half a century ago. 

They were, one and all, from the broadest and best to the 
narrowest and least frequented, very dark. ‘The oil and cotton 
lamps, though regularly trimmed twice or thrice in the long winter 
nights, burnt feebly at the best; and at a late hour, when they 
were unassisted by the lamps and candles in the shops, cast but a 
narrow track of doubtful light upon the footway, leaving the 
projecting doors and house-fronts in the deepest gloom. Many of 
the courts and lanes were left in total darkness; those of the 
meaner sort, where one glimmering light twinkled for a score of 
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houses, being favoured in no slight degree. Even in these places, 
the inhabitants had often good reason for extinguishing their lamp 
as soon as it was lighted; and the watch being utterly inefficient 
and powerless to prevent them, they did so at their pleasure, 
Thus, in the lightest thoroughfares, there was at every turn some 
obscure and dangerous spot whither a thief might fly for shelter, 
and few would care to follow ; and the city being belted round by 
fields, green lanes, waste grounds, and lonely roads, dividing it at 
that time from the suburbs that have joined it since, escape, even 
where the pursuit was hot, was rendered easy. 

It is no wonder that with these favouring See in full 
and constant operation, street robberies, often accompanied by cruel 
wounds, and not unfrequently by loss of life, should have been of 
nightly occurrence in the very heart of London, or that quiet folks 
should have had great dread of traversing its streets after the shops 
were closed. It was not unusual for those who wended home alone 
at midnight, to keep the middle of the road, the better to guard 
against surprise from lurking footpads ; few would venture to repair 
at a late hour to Kentish Town or Hampstead, or even to Ken- 
sington or Chelsea, unarmed and unattended ; while he who had 
been loudest and most valiant at the supper-table or the tavern, and 
had but a mile or so to go, was glad to fee a link-boy to escort him 
home. 

There were many other characteristics—not quite so disagrec- 
able—about the thoroughfares of London then, with which they 
had been long familiar. Some of the shops, especially those to the 
eastward of Temple Bar, still adhered to the old practice of hanging 
out a sign; and the creaking and swinging of these boards in their 
iron frames on windy nights, formed a strange and mournful concert 
for the ears of those who lay awake in bed or hurried through the 
streets. Long stands of hackney-chairs and groups of chairmen, 
compared with whom the coachmen of our day are gentle and polite, 
obstructed the way and filled the air with clamour ; night-cellars, 
indicated by a little stream of light crossing the pavement, and 
stretching out half-way into the road, and by the stifled roar of 
voices from below, yawned for the reception and entertainment of 
the most abandoned of both sexes; under every shed and bulk 
small groups of link-boys gamed away the earnings of the day ; o1 
one more weary than the rest gave way to sleep, and let the 
fragment of his torch fall hissing on the puddled ground. 

Then there was the watch with staff and lanthorn crying the 
hour, and the kind of weather ; and those who woke up at his voice 
and turned them round in bed, were glad to hear it rained, or 
snowed, or blew, or froze, for very comfort’s sake. The solitary 
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passenger was startled by the chairmen’s ery of “By your leave 
there!” as two came trotting past him with their empty vehicle— 
carried backwards to show its being disengaged—and hurried to 
the nearest stand. Many a private chair too, inclosing some fine 
lady, monstrously hooped and furbelowed, and preceded by running- 
footmen bearing flambeaux—for which extinguishers are yet 
suspended before the doors of a few houses of the better sort— 
made the way gay and light as it danced along, and darker and 
more dismal when it had passed. It was not unusual for these, 
running gentry, who carried it with a very high hand, to quarrel in 


the servants’ hall while waiting for their masters and mistresses : 
and, falling to blows either there or in the street without, to strew 
the place of skirmish with hair-powder, fragments of bag-wigs, and 
scattered nosegays. Gaming, the vice which ran so high ainone 
all classes (the fashion being of course set by the upper), ee 
generally the cause of these disputes ; for cards and dice were as 
openly used, and worked as much mischief, and yielded as much 
excitement below stairs, as above. While incidents like these 
arising out of drums and masquerades and parties at quadrille were 
passing at the West End of the town, heavy stage-coaches and 
scarce heavier waggons were lumbering slowly towards the City, 
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the coachmen, guard, and passengers, armed to the teeth, and the 
coach—a day or so, perhaps, behind its time, but that was nothing 
—despoiled by highwaymen ; who made no scruple to attack, alone 
and single-handed, a whole caravan of goods and men, and some- 
times shot a passenger or two and were sometimes shot themselves, 
just as the case might be. On the morrow, rumours of this new 
act of daring on the road yielded matter for a few hours’ conversa- 
tion through the town, and a Public Progress of some fine gentle- 
man (half drunk) to Tyburn, dressed in the newest fashion and 
damning the Ordinary with unspeakable gallantry and grace, 
furnished to the populace at once a pleasant excitement and a 
wholesome and profound example. 

Among all the dangerous characters who, in such a state of 
society, prowled and skulked in the metropolis at night, there was 
one man from whom many as uncouth and fierce as he shrank with 
an involuntary dread. Who he was, or whence he came, was a 
question often asked, but which none could answer. His name was 
unknown, he had never been seen until within eight days or there- 
abouts, and was equally a stranger to the old ruffians, upon whose 
haunts he ventured fearlessly, as to the young. He could be no 
spy, for he never removed his slouched hat to look about him, 
entered into conversation with no man, heeded nothing that passed, 
listened to no discourse, regarded nobody that came or went. But 
so surely as the dead of night set in, so surely this man was in the 
midst of the loose concourse in the night-cellar where outcasts of 
every grade resorted ; and there he sat till morning. 

He was not only a spectre at their licentious feasts ; a something 
in the midst of their revelry and riot that chilled and haunted 
them ; but out of doors he was the same. Directly it was dark, he 
was abroad—never in company with any one, but always alone ; 
never lingering or loitering, but always walking swiftly ; and looking 
(so they said who had seen him) over his shoulder from time to 
time, and as he did so quickening his pace. In the fields, the 
lanes, the roads, in all quarters of the town—east, west, north, and 
south—that man was seen gliding on, like a shadow. He was 
always hurrying away. Those who encountered him, saw him 
steal past, caught sight of the backward glance, and so lost him in 
the darkness. 

This constant restlessness, and flitting to and fro, gave rise to 
strange stories. He was seen in such distant and remote places, at 
times so nearly tallying with each other, that some doubted whether 
there were not two of them, or more—some, whether he had not 
unearthly means of travelling from spot to spot. The footpad 
hiding in a ditch had marked him passing like a ghost along its 
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brink ; the vagrant had met him on the dark high-road ; the beggar 
had seen him pause upon the bridge to look down at the water, 
and then sweep on again ; they who dealt in bodies with the 
surgeons could swear he slept in churchyards, and that they had 
beheld him glide away among the tombs on their approach. And 
as they told “these stories to each other, one who had looked about 
him would pull his neighbour by the sleeve, and there he would he 
among them. 

At last, one man—he was of those whose commerce lay among 
the graves—resolved to question this strange companion. Next 
night, when he had eat his poor meal voraciously (he was accus- 
tomed to do that, they had observed, as though he had no other in 
the day), this fellow sat down at his elbow. 

“A black night, master ! ” 

“Tt is a black night.” 

“Blacker than last, though that was pitchy too. Didn’t I pass 
you near the turnpike in the Oxford-road 1” 

“Tt?s like you may. I don’t know.” 

“‘Come, come, master,” cried the fellow, urged on by the looks 
of his comrades, and slapping him on the shoulder ; “be more com- 
panionable and communicative. Be more the gentleman in this 
good company. There are tales among us that you have sold 
yourself to the devil, and I know not what.” 

“We all have, have we not?” returned the stranger, looking 
up. “If we were fewer in number, perhaps he would give better 
wages.” 

“Tt goes rather hard with you, indeed,” said the fellow, as the 
stranger disclosed his haggard unwashed face, and torn clothes. 
“What of that? Be merry, master. A stave of a roaring song 
now ”— 

“Sing you, if you desire to hear one,’ " replied the other, shaking 
him roughly off; “and don’t touch me, if yowre a prudent man ; 
I carry arms which go oft easily—they have done so, before now— 
and make it dangerous for strangers who don’t know the trick of 
them, to lay hands upon me.” 

“Do you threaten?” said the fellow. 

“Yes,” returned the other, rising and turning upon him, and 
looking fiercely round as if in apprehension of a general attack. 

His voice, and look, and bearing—all expressive of the wildest 
recklessness and desperation — daunted while they repelled the 
bystanders. Although in a very different sphere of action now, 
they were not without much of the effect they had wrought at the 
Maypole Inn, 


‘Tam what you all are, and live as you all do,” said the man 
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sternly, after a short silence. “TI am in hiding here like the rest, 
and if we were surprised would perhaps do my part with the best 
of ye. If it’s my humour to be left to myself, let me have it. 
Otherwise,”—and here he swore a tremendous oath—“ there'll be 
mischief done in this place, though there ave odds of a score 
against me.” 

A low murmur, having its origin perhaps in a dread of the man 
and the mystery that surrounded him, or perhaps in a sincere 
opinion on the part of some of those present, that it would be an 
inconvenient precedent to meddle too curiously with a gentleman’s 
private affairs if he saw reason to conceal them, warned the fellow 
who had occasioned this discussion that he had best pursue it no 
further. After a short time the strange man lay down upon a 
bench to sleep, and when they thought of him again, they found 
that he was gone. 

Next night, as soon as it was dark, he was abroad again and 
traversing the streets ; he was before the locksmith’s house more 
than once, but the family were out, and it was close shut. This 
night he crossed London Bridge and passed into Southwark. As he 
glided down a bye street, a woman with a little basket on her arm, 
turned into it at the other end. Directly he observed her, he sought 
the shelter of an archway, and stood aside until she had passed. 
Then he emerged cautiously from his hiding-place, and followed. 

She went into several shops to purchase various kinds of house- 
hold necessaries, and round every place at which she stopped he 
hovered like her evil spirit ; following her when she reappeared. It 
was nigh eleven o’clock, and the passengers in the streets were 
thinning fast, when she turned, doubtless to go home. The 
phantom still followed her. 

She turned into the same bye street in which he had seen her 
first, which, being free from shops, and narrow, was extremely dark. 
She quickened her pace here, as though distrustful of being stopped, 
and robbed of such trifling property as she carried with her. He 
crept along on the other side of the road. Had she been gifted 
with the speed of wind, it seemed as if his terrible shadow would 
have tracked her down, 

At length the widow—for she it was—reached her own door, 
and, panting for breath, paused to take the key from her basket. 
In a flush and glow, with the haste she had made, and the pleasure 
of being safe at home, she stooped to draw it out, when, raising 
her head, she saw him standing silently beside her: the apparition 
of a dream. 

His hand was on her mouth, but that was needless, for her 
tongue clove to its roof, and her power of utterance was gone. 
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“T have been looking for you many nights. Is the house empty ? 
Answer me. Is any one inside?” 

She could only answer by a rattle in her throat. 

“Make me a sign.” 

She seemed to indicate that there was no one there. He took 
the key, unlocked the door, carried her in, and secured it carefully 
behind them. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTEENTH. 


Ir was a chilly night, and the fire in the widow's parlour had 
burnt low. Her strange companion placed her in a chair, and 
stooping down before the half-extinguished ashes, raked them 
together and fanned them with his hat. From time to time he 
glanced at her over his shoulder, as though to assure himself of 
her remaining quiet and making no effort to depart; and that 
done, busied himself about the fire again. 

It was not without reason that he took these pains, for his 
dress was dank and drenched with wet, his jaws rattled with cold, 
and he shivered from head to foot. It had rained hard during the 
previous night and for some hours in the morning, but since noon 
it had been fine. Wheresoever he had passed the hours of dark- 
ness, his condition sufliciently betokened that many of them had 
been spent beneath the open sky. Besmeared with mire; his 
saturated clothes clinging with a damp embrace about his limbs ; 
his beard unshaven, his face unwashed, his meagre cheeks worn 
into deep hollows,—a more miserable wretch could hardly be, 
than this man who now cowered down upon the widow’s hearth, 
and watched the struggling flame with bloodshot eyes. 

She had covered her face with her hands, fearing, as it seemed, 
to look towards him. So they remained for some short time in 
silence. Glancing round again, he asked at length: 

“Tg this your house ?” 

“Tt is. Why, in the name of Heaven, do you darken it ?” 

“Give me meat and drink,” he answered sullenly, “ or I dare 
do more than that. The very marrow in my bones is cold, with 
wet and hunger. I must have warmth and food, and I will have 
them here.” 

“You were the robber on the Chigwell road.” 

“T was.” 

“ And nearly a murderer then.” 

“The will was not wanting. There was one came upon me 
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and raised the hue-and-cry, that it would have gone hard with, 
but for his nimbleness. I made a thrust at him.” 

“You thrust your sword at him/” cried the widow, looking 
upwards. ‘You hear this man! You hear and saw!” 

He looked at her, as, with her head thrown back, and her 
hands tight clenched together, she uttered these words in an 
agony of appeal. Then, starting to his feet as she had done, he 
advanced towards her. 

“Beware!” she cried in a suppressed voice, whose firmness 
stopped him midway. ‘Do not so much as touch me with a 
finger, or you are lost ; body and soul, you are lost.” 

‘Hear me,” he replied, menacing her with his hand. “TI, that 
in the form of a man live the life of a hunted beast ; that in the 
body am a spirit, a ghost upon the earth, a thing from which all 
creatures shrink, save those curst beings of another world, who 
will not leave me ;—I am, in my desperation of this night, past 
all fear but that of the hell in which I exist from day to day. 
Give the alarm, cry out, refuse to shelter me. I will not hurt 
you. But I will not be taken alive ; and so surely as you threaten 
me above your breath, I fall a dead man on this floor. The blood 
with which I sprinkle it, be on you and yours, in the name of the 
Evil Spirit that tempts men to their ruin!” 

As he spoke, he took a pistol from his breast, and firmly 
clutched it in his hand. 

“Remove this man from me, good Heaven!” cried the widow. 
“Tn thy grace and mercy, give him one minute’s penitence, and 
strike him dead!” 

“Tt has no such purpose,” he said, confronting her, ‘It is 
deaf. Give me to eat and drink, lest I do that it cannot help my 
doing, and will not do for you.” 

“Will you leave me, if I do thus much? Will you leave me 
and return no more?” 

“‘T will promise nothing,” he rejoined, seating himself at the 
table, “nothing but this—I will execute my threat if you betray 
me,” 

She rose at length, and going to a closet or pantry in the room, 
brought out some fragments of cold meat and bread and put them 
on the table. He asked for brandy, and for water. These she 
produced likewise ; and he ate and drank with the voracity of a 
famished hound. All the time he was so engaged she kept at the 
uttermost distance of the chamber, and sat there shuddering, but 
with her face towards him. She never turned her back upon him 
once ; and although when she passed him (as she was obliged to 
do in going to and from the cupboard) she gathered the skirts of 
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her garment about her, as if even its touching his by chance were 
horrible to think of, still, in the midst of all this dread and terror, 
she kept her face directed to his own, and watched his every 
movement. 

His repast ended—if that can be called one, which was a mere 
ravenous satisfying of the calls of hunger—he moved his chair 
towards the fire again, and warming himself before the blaze 
which had now sprung brightly up, accosted her once more. 

“T am an outcast, to whom a roof above his head is often an 
uncommon luxury, and the food a beggar would reject is delicate 
fare. You live here at your ease. Do you live alone ?” 

“T do not,” she made answer with an effort. 

“Who dwells here besides ?” 

“One—it is no matter who. You had best begone, or he may 
find you here. Why do you linger?” 

“ For warmth,” he replied, spreading out his hands before the 
fire. ‘For warmth. You are rich, perhaps?” 

“Very,” she said faintly. ‘Very rich. No doubt I am very 
Trek!” 

“ At least you are not penniless. You have some money. You 
were making purchases to-night.” 

“T have a little left. It is but a few shillings.” 

“Give me your purse. You had it in your hand at the door. 
rive it to me.” 

She stepped to the table and laid it down. He reached across, 
took it up, and told the contents into his hand. As he was count- 
ing them, she listened for a moment, and sprang towards him. 

“Take what there is, take all, take more if more were there, 
but go before it is too late. I have heard a wayward step with- 
out, I know full well. It will return directly. Begone.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Do not stop to ask. I will not answer. Much as I dread 
to touch you, I would drag you to the door if I possessed the 
strength, rather than you should lose an instant. Miserable 
wretch ! fly from this place.” 

“Tf there are spies without, I am safer here,” replied the man, 
standing aghast. ‘I will remain here, and will not fly till the 
danger is past.” 

“Tt is too late!” cried the widow, who had listened for the 
step, and not to him. ‘ Hark to that foot upon the ground. Do 
you tremble to hear it! It is my son, my idiot son!” 

As she said this wildly, there came a heavy knocking at the 
door, He looked at her, and she at him, 

“Let him come in,” said the man, hoarsely. “TI fear him legs 
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than the dark, houseless night. He knocks again. Let him come 
Tol? 7 

“The dread of this hour,” returned the widow, “has been upon 
me all my life, and I will not. Evil will fall upon him, if you 
stand eye to eye. My blighted boy! Oh! all good angels who 
know the truth—hear a poor mother’s prayer, and spare my boy 
from knowledge of this man!” 

“ He rattles at the shutters!” cried the man. “He calls you. 
That voice and ery! It was he who grappled with me in the road. 
Was it he?” 

She had sunk upon her knees, and so knelt down, moving her 
lips, but uttering no sound. As he gazed upon her, uncertain 
what to do or where to turn, the shutters flew open. He had 
barely time to catch a knife from the table, sheathe it in the loose 
sleeve of his coat, hide in the closet, and do all with the lightning’s 
speed, when Barnaby tapped at the bare glass, and raised the sash 
exultingly. 

“Why, who can keep out Grip and me!” he cried, thrusting 
in hig head, and staring round the room, “ Are you there, mother ? 
How long you keep us from the fire and light.” 

She stammered some excuse and tendered him her hand. 
But Barnaby sprang lightly in without assistance, and putting his 
arms about her neck, kissed her a hundred times. 

“We have been afield, mother—leaping ditches, scrambling 
through hedges, running down steep banks, up and away, and 
hurrying on. The wind has been blowing, and the rushes and 
young plants bowing and bending to it, lest it should do them 
harm, the cowards—and Grip—ha ha ha !—brave Grip, who cares 
for nothing, and when the wind rolls him over in the dust, turns 
manfully to bite it—Grip, bold Grip, has quarrelled with every 
little bowing twig—thinking, he told me, that it mocked him— 
and has worried it like a buil-dog. Ha ha ha!” 

The raven, in his little basket at his master’s back, hearing 
this frequent mention of his name in a tone of exultation, expressed 
his sympathy by crowing like a cock, and afterwards running over 
his various phrases of speech with such rapidity, and in so many 
varieties of hoarseness, that they sounded like the murmurs of a 
crowd of people. 

“He takes such care of me besides!” said Barnaby. “ Such 
care, mother! He watches all the time I sleep, and when I shut 
my eyes and make-believe to slumber, he practises new learning 
softly ; but he keeps his eye on me the while, and if he sees me 
laugh, though never so little, stops directly. He won’t surprise 
me till he’s perfect.” 


126 BARNABY RUDGE. 


The raven crowed again in a rapturous manner which plainly 
said, ‘Those are certainly some of my characteristics, and I glory 
in them.” In the meantime, Barnaby closed the window and 
secured it, and coming to the fire-place, prepared to sit down with 
his face to the closet. But his mother prevented this, by hastily 
taking that side herself, and motioning him towards the other. 

“How pale you are to-night!” said Barnaby, leaning on his 
stick. “We have been cruel, Grip, and made her anxious!” 

Anxious in good truth, and sick at heart! The listener held 
the door of his hiding-place open with his hand, and closely 
watched her son, Grip—alive to everything his master was 


unconscious of—had his head out of the basket, and in return 
was watching him intently with his glistening eye. 

“He flaps his wings,” said Barnaby, turning almost quickly 
enough to catch the retreating form and closing door, “as if there 
es i eapects here ; but Grip is wiser than to fancy that. Jump 
then !’ 

Accepting this invitation with a dignity peculiar to himself. 
the bird hopped up on his master’s shoulder, from that to his 
extended hand, and so to the ground. Barnaby unstrapping the 
basket and putting it down in a corner with the lid open, Grip’s 
first care was to shut it down with all possible despatch, and then 
to stand upon it. Believing, no doubt, that he had now rendered 
it utterly impossible, and beyond the power of mortal man, to shut 
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him up in it any more, he drew a great many corks in triumph, 
and uttered a corresponding number of hurrahs. 

“Mother!” said Barnaby, laying aside his hat and stick, and 
returning to the chair from which he had risen, “T’ll tell you 
where we have been to-day, and what we have been doing, — 
shall I?” 

She took his hand in hers, and holding it, nodded the word 
she could not speak. 

“You mustn’t tell,” said Barnaby, holding up his finger, ‘“ for 
it’s a secret, mind, and only known to me, and Grip, and Hugh. 
We had the dog with us, but he’s not like Grip, clever as he is, 
and doesn’t guess it yet, Ill wager.—Why do you look behind 
me so” 

“Did I!” she answered faintly. ‘I didn’t know I did. 
Come nearer me.” 

“You are frightened!” said Barnaby, changing colour. ‘Mother 
—you don’t see ”— 

“See what?” 

“‘ There’s—there’s none of this about, is there?” he answered 
in a whisper, drawing closer to her and clasping the mark upon 
his wrist. ‘I am afraid there is, somewhere. You make my 
hair stand on end, and my flesh creep. Why do you look like 
that? Is it in the room as I have seen it in my dreams, dashing 
the ceiling and the walls with red? Tell me. Is it?” 

He fell into a shivering fit as he put the question, and shutting 
out the light with his hands, sat shaking in every limb until it 
had passed away. After a time, he raised his head and looked 
about him. 

“Ts it gone?” 

“There has been nothing here,” rejoined his mother, soothing 
him. ‘‘ Nothing indeed, dear Barnaby. Look! You see there 
are but you and me.” 

He gazed at her vacantly, and, becoming reassured by degrees, 
burst into a wild laugh. 

“But let us see,” he said, thoughtfully. ‘ Were we talking ? 
Was it you and me? Where have we been?” 

“ Nowhere but here.” 

“ Ay, but Hugh, and I,” said Barnaby,—‘‘ that’s it. Maypole 
Hugh, and I, you know, and Grip—we have been lying in the 
forest, and among the trees by the road side, with a dark-lanthorn 
after night came on, and the dog in a noose ready to slip him 
when the man came by.” 

“What man?” 

“The robber ; him that the stars winked at. We have waited 
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for him after dark these many nights, and we shall have him. Id 
know him in a thousand. Mother, see here! This is the man. 
Look !” 

He twisted his handkerchief round his head, pulled his hat 
upon his brow, wrapped his coat about him, and stood up before 
her: go like the original he counterfeited, that the dark figure 
peering out behind him might have passed for his own shadow. 

“Ha ha ha! We shall have him,” he cried, ridding himself of 
the semblance as hastily as he had assumed it. ‘‘ You shall see 
him, mother, bound hand and foot, and brought to London at a 
saddle-girth ; and you shall hear of him at Tyburn Tree if we have 
luck. So Hugh says. Yow’e pale again, and trembling. And 
why do you look behind me so?” 

“Tt is nothing,” she answered. ‘‘I am not quite well. Go 
you to bed, dear, and leave me here.” 

“To bed!” he answered. ‘‘I don’t like bed. I like to lie 
before the fire, watching the prospects in the burning coals—the 
rivers, hills, and dells, in the deep, red sunset, and the wild faces. 
Tam hungry too, and Grip has eaten nothing since broad noon. 
Let us to supper. Grip! To supper, lad!” 

The raven flapped his wings, and, croaking his satisfaction, 
hopped to the feet of his master, and there held his bill open, 
ready for snapping up such lumps of meat as he should throw him. 
Of these he received about a score in rapid succession, without the 
smallest discomposure. 

“That’s all,” said Barnaby. 

“More!” cried Grip. ‘‘ More!” 

But it appearing for a certainty that no more was to be had, he 
retreated with his store; and disgorging the morsels one by one 
from his pouch, hid them in various corners—taking particular 
care, however, to avoid the closet, as being doubtful of the hidden 
man’s propensities and power of resisting temptation. When he 
had concluded these arrangements, he took a turn or two across 
the room with an elaborate assumption of having nothing on his 
mind (but with one eye hard upon his treasure all the time), and 
then, and not till then, began to drag it out, piece by piece, and 
eat it with the utmost relish. 

Barnaby, for his part, having pressed his mother to eat, in vain, 
made a hearty supper too, Once, during the progress of his meal, 
he wanted more bread from the closet and rose to get it. She 
hurriedly interposed to prevent him, and, summoning her utmost 
fortitude, passed into the recess, and brought it out herself. 

“Mother,” said Barnaby, looking at her steadfastly as she sat 
down beside him after doing so; ‘is to-day my birthday ?” 
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‘To-day !” she answered. ‘‘ Don’t you recollect it was but a 
week or so ago, and that summer, autumn, and winter have to pass 
before it comes again ?” 

“J remember that it has been so till now,” said Barnaby. 
“But I think to-day must be my birthday too, for all that.” 

She asked him why? ‘“‘T’ll tell you why,” he said. ‘I have 
always seen you—I didn’t let you know it, but I have—on the 
evening of that day grow very sad. I have seen you cry when 
Grip and I were most glad; and look frightened with no reason ; 
and I have touched your hand, and felt that it was cold—as it is 
now. Once, mother (on a birthday that was, also), Grip and I 
thought of this after we went up-stairs to bed, and when it was 
midnight, striking one o’clock, we came down to your door to see 
if you were well. You were on your knees. I forget what it was 
you said. Grip, what was it we heard her say that night?” 

“Tm a devil!” rejoined the raven promptly. 

““No, no,” said Barnaby. ‘ But you said something in a prayer ; 
and when you rose and walked about, you looked (as you have 
done ever since, mother, towards night on my birthday) just as 
you do now. I have found that out, you see, though I am silly. 
So I say you're wrong; and this must be my birthday—my 
birthday, Grip !” 

The bird received this information with a crow of such duration 
as a cock, gifted with intelligence beyond all others of his kind, 
might usher in the longest day with. Then, as if he had well 
considered the sentiment, and regarded it as apposite to birthdays, 
he cried, ‘‘ Never say die!” a great many times, and flapped his 
wings for emphasis. 

The widow tried to make light of Barnaby’s remark, and 
endeavoured to divert his attention to some new subject; too easy 
a task at all times, as she knew. His supper done, Barnaby, 
regardless of her entreaties, stretched himself on the mat before 
the fire ; Grip perched upon his leg, and divided his time between 
dozing in the grateful warmth, and endeavouring (as it presently 
appeared) to recal a new accomplishment he had been studying all 
day. 

on long and profound silence ensued, broken only by some change 
of position on the part of Barnaby, whose eyes were still wide open 
and intently fixed upon the fire ; or by an effort of recollection on 
the part of Grip, who would cry in a low voice from time to time, 
“Polly put the ket—” and there stop short, forgetting the 
remainder, and go off in a doze again. 

After a long interval, Barnaby’s breathing grew more deep and 
regular, and his eyes were closed. But even then the unquiet 
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spirit of the raven interposed. ‘‘ Polly put the ket—” cried Grip, 
and his master was broad awake again. 

At length Barnaby slept soundly ; and the bird with his bill 
sunk upon his breast, his breast itself puffed out into a comfortable 
alderman-like form, and his bright eye growing smaller and smaller, 
really seemed to be subsiding into a state of repose. Now and 
then he muttered in a sepulchral voice, ‘‘ Polly put the ket—” 
but very drowsily, and more like a drunken man than a reflecting 
raven. 

The widow, scarcely venturing to breathe, rose from her seat. 
The man glided from the closet, and extinguished the candle. 

“__tle on,” cried Grip, suddenly struck with an idea and very 
much excited, ‘‘—tle on. Hurrah! Polly put the ket-tle on, 
we'll all have tea; Polly put the ket-tle on, we'll all have tea. 
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah! I’m a devil, ’m a devil, ’m a ket-tle 
on, Keep up your spirits, Never say die, Bow wow wow, I’m a devil, 
Tm a ket-tle, ’'m a—Polly put the ket-tle on, we'll all have tea.” 

They stood rooted to the ground, as though it had been a voice 
from the grave. 

But even this failed to awaken the sleeper. He turned over 
towards the fire, his arm fell to the ground, and his head drooped 
heavily upon it. The widow and her unwelcome visitor gazed at 
him and at each other fora moment, and then she motioned him 
towards the door. 

“Stay,” he whispered. ‘You teach your son well.” 

“T have taught him nothing that you heard to-night. Depart 
instantly, or I will rouse him.” 

“You are free to do so. Shall Z rouse him ?” 

“You dare not do that.” 

“T dare do anything, I have told you. He knows me well, it 
seems. At least I will know him.” 

“Would you kill him in his sleep?” cried the widow, throwing 
herself between them. 

“Woman,” he returned between his teeth, as he motioned her: 
aside, ‘I would see him nearer, and I will, If you want one of 
us to kill the other, wake him.” 

With that he advanced, and bending down over the prostrate 
form, softly turned back the head and looked into the face. The 
light of the fire was upon it, and its every lineament was revealed 
distinctly. He contemplated it for a brief space, and hastily 
uprose. 

“Observe,” he whispered, in the widow’s ear : “In him, of whose 
existence I was ignorant until to-night, I have you in my power. 
Be careful how you use me. Be careful how you use me. I am 
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destitute and starving, and a wanderer upon the earth. I may 
take a sure and slow revenge.” 

“There is some dreadful meaning in your words. I do not 
fathom it.” 

“There is a meaning in them, and I see you fathom it to its 
very depth. You have anticipated it for years ; you have told me 
as much. I leave you to digest it. Do not forget my warning.” 

He pointed, as he left her, to the slumbering form, and stealthily 
withdrawing, made his way into the street. She fell on her knees 
beside the sleeper, and remained like one stricken into stone, until 
the tears which fear had frozen so long, came tenderly to her relief. 

“Oh Thou,” she cried, “who hast taught me such deep love 
for this one remnant of the promise of a happy life, out of whose 
affliction, even perhaps the comfort springs that he is ever a 
relying, loving child to me—never growing old or cold at heart, 
but needing my care and duty in his manly strength as in his 
cradle-time—help him, in his darkened walk through this sad 
world, or he is doomed, and my poor heart is broken !” 


CHAPTER THE HIGHTEENTH. 


GLIDING along the silent streets, and holding his course where 
they were darkest and most gloomy, the man who had left the 
widow’s house crossed London Bridge, and arriving in the City, 
plunged into the backways, lanes, and courts, between Cornhill and 
Smithfield ; with no more fixedness of purpose than to lose himself 
among their windings, and baffle pursuit, if any one were dogging 
his steps. 

It was the dead time of the night, and all was quiet. Now and 
then a drowsy watchman’s footsteps sounded on the pavement, or 
the lamp-lighter on his rounds went flashing past, leaving behind a 
little track of smoke mingled with glowing morsels of his hot red 
link. He hid himself even from these partakers of his lonely walk, 
and, shrinking in some arch or doorway while they passed, issued 
forth again when they were gone and so pursued his solitary way. 

To be shelterless and alone in the open country, hearing the 
wind moan and watching for day through the whole long weary 
night ; to listen to the falling rain, and crouch for warmth beneath 
the lee of some old barn or rick, or in the hollow of a tree; are 
dismal things—but not so dismal as the wandering up and down 
where shelter is, and beds and sleepers are by thousands; a 
houseless rejected creature. Too pace the echoing stones from hour 
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to hour, counting the dull chimes of the clocks ; to watch the lights 
twinkling in chamber windows, to think what happy forgetfulness 
each house shuts in; that here are children coiled together in 
their beds, here youth, here age, here poverty, here wealth, all 
equal in their sleep, and all at rest; to have nothing in common 
with the slumbering world around, not even sleep, Heaven’s gift 
to all its creatures, and be akin to nothing but despair ; to feel, by 
the wretched contrast with everything on every hand, more utterly 
alone and cast away than in a trackless desert ;—this is a kind of 
suffering, on which the rivers of great cities close full many a time, 
and which the solitude in crowds alone awakens. 

The miserable man paced up and down the streets—so long, so 
wearisome, so like each other—and often cast a wistful look 
towards the east, hoping to see the first faint streaks of day. But 
obdurate night had yet possession of the sky, and his disturbed 
and restless walk found no relief. 

One house in a back street was bright with the cheerful glare 
of lights ; there was the sound of music in it too, and the tread of 
dancers, and there were cheerful voices, and many a burst of 
laughter. To this place—to be near something that was awake 
and glad—he returned again and again; and more than one of 
those who left it when the merriment was at its height, felt it a 
check upon their mirthful mood to see him flitting to and fro like 
an uneasy ghost. At last the guests departed, one and all; and 
then the house was close shut up, and became as dull and silent as 
the rest. 

His wanderings brought him at one time to the city jail. 
Instead of hastening from it as a place of ill omen, and one he had 
cause to shun, he sat down on some steps hard by, and, resting his 
chin upon his hand, gazed upon its rough and frowning walls as 
though even they became a refuge in his jaded eyes. He paced it 
round and round, came back to the same spot, and sat down again. 
He did this often, and once, with a hasty movement, crossed to 
where some men were watching in the prison lodge, and had his 
foot upon the steps as though determined to accost them, But 
looking round, he saw that the day began to break, and failing in 
his purpose, turned and fled. 

He was soon in the quarter he had lately traversed, and pacing 
to and fro again as he had done before. He was passing down a 
mean street, when from an alley close at hand some shouts of 
revelry arose, and there came straggling forth a dozen madcaps, 
_ whooping and calling to each other, who, parting noisily, took 
different ways and dispersed in smaller groups. 

Hoping that some low place of entertainment which would afford 
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him a safe refuge might be near at hand, he turned into this court 
when they were all gone, and looked about for a half-opened door, 
or lighted window, or other indication of the place whence they 
had come. It was so profoundly dark, however, and so ill-favoured, 
that he concluded they had but turned up there, missing their way, 
and were pouring out again when he observed them. With this 
impression, and finding there was no outlet but that by which he 
had entered, he was about to turn, when from a grating near his 
feet a sudden stream of light appeared, and the sound of talking 
came. He retreated into a doorway to see who these talkers were, 
and to listen to them. 

The light came to the level of the pavement as he did this, and 
a man ascended, bearing in his hand a torch. This figure 
unlocked and held open the grating as for the passage of another, 
who presently appeared, in the form of a young man of small 
stature and uncommon self-importance, dressed in an obsolete and 
very gaudy fashion. 

“Good night, noble captain,’ said he with the torch. 
“Farewell, commander. Good luck, illustrious general !” 

In return to these compliments the other bade him hold his 
tongue, and keep his noise to himself; and laid upon him many 
similar injunctions, with great fluency of speech and sternness of 
manner. 

“Commend me, captain, to the stricken Miges,” returned the 
torch-bearer in a lower voice. ‘‘ My captain flies at higher game 
than Miggses. Ha, ha, ha! My captain is an eagle, both as 
respects his eye and soaring wings. My captain breaketh hearts 
as other bachelors break eggs at breakfast.” 

‘What a fool you are, Stagg !” said Mr. Tappertit, stepping on 
the pavement of the court, and brushing from his legs the dust he 
had contracted in his passage upward. 

“ His precious limbs!” cried Stage, clasping one of his ankles. 
‘Shall a Miges aspire to these proportions! No, no, my captain. 
We will inveigle ladies fair, and wed them in our secret cavern. 
We will unite ourselves with blooming beauties, captain.” 

“Tl tell you what, my buck,” said Mr. Tappertit, releasing 
his leg, ‘I'll trouble you not to take liberties, and not to broach 
certain questions unless certain questions are broached to you. 
Speak when you're spoke to on particular subjects, and not other- 
ways. Hold the torch up till I’ve got to the end of the court, 
and then kennel yourself, do you hear?” 

“TJ hear you, noble captain.” 

“Obey then,” said Mr. Tappertit haughtily. ‘Gentlemen, 
lead on!” With which word of command (addressed to an 
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imaginary staff or retinue) he folded his arms, and walked with 
surpassing dignity down the court. ; ; 

His obsequious follower stood holding the torch above his head, 
and then the observer saw for the first time, from his place of con- 
cealment, that he was blind. Some involuntary motion on his 
part caught the quick ear of the blind man, before he was con- 
scious of having moved an inch towards him, for he turned 
suddenly and cried, ‘‘ Who’s there?” 

“A man,” said the other, advancing. “A friend.” 


“A stranger!” rejoined the blind man. “Strangers are not 
my friends. What do you do there ?” 

“T saw your company come out, and waited here till they were 
gone. I want a lodging.” 

“A lodging at this time!” returned Stagg, pointing towards 
the dawn as though he saw it. “Do you know the day is 
breaking ?” 

“TI know it,” rejoined the other, “to my cost. I have been 
traversing this iron-hearted town all night.” 

“You had better traverse it again,” said the blind man, pre- 


paring to descend, “till you find some lodgings suitable to your 
taste, I don’t let any,” 
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“Stay!” cried the other, holding him by the arm. 

“Tl beat this light about that hangdog face of yours (for 
hangdog it is, if it answers to your voice), and rouse the neigh- 
bourhood besides, if you detain me,” said the blind man. “ Let 
me go. Doyouhear?” — 

“Do you hear!” returned the other, chinking a few shillings 
together, and hurriedly pressing them into his hand. “I beg 
nothing of you. I will pay for the shelter you give me. Death! 
Is it much to ask of such as you! I have come from the country, 
and desire to rest where there are none to question me. I am 
faint, exhausted, worn out, almost dead. Let me lie down, like a 
dog, before your fire. I ask no more than that. If you would 
be rid of me, I will depart to-morrow.” 

“Tf a gentleman has been unfortunate on the road,” muttered 
Stagg, yielding to the other, who, pressing on him, had already 
gained a footing on the steps—‘‘and can pay for his accommoda- 
tion—” 

“T will pay you with all I have. I am just now past the 
want of food, God knows, and wish but to purchase shelter. 
What companion have you below ?” 

aNones 

“Then fasten your grate there, and show me the way. Quick!” 

The blind man complied after a moment’s hesitation, and they 
descended together. The dialogue had passed as hurriedly as the 
words could be spoken, and they stood in his wretched room before 
he had had time to recover from his first surprise. 

**May I see where that door leads to, and what is beyond?” 
said the man, glancing keenly round. ‘‘ You will not mind that?” 

“JT will show you myself. Follow me, or go before. Take 
your choice.” 

He bade him lead the way, and, by the light of the torch 
which his conductor held up for the purpose, inspected all three 
cellars narrowly. Assured that the blind man had spoken truth, 
and that he lived there alone, the visitor returned with him to the 
first, in which a fire was burning, and flung himself with a deep 
groan upon the ground before it. 

His host pursued his usual occupation without seeming to heed 
him any further. But directly he fell asleep—and he noted his 
falling into a slumber, as readily as the keenest-sighted man could 
have done—he knelt down beside him, and passed his hand lightly 
but carefully over his face and person. 

His sleep was checkered with starts and moans, and sometimes 
with a muttered word or two. His hands were clenched, his 
brow bent, and his mouth firmly set. All this, the blind man 
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accurately marked ; and as if his curiosity were strongly awakened, 
and he had already some inkling of his mystery, he sat watching 
him, if the expression may be used, and listening, until it was 
broad day. 


CHAPTER THE NINETEENTH. 


DotLy VARDEN’s pretty little head was yet bewildered by 
various recollections of the party, and her bright eyes were yet 
dazzled by a crowd of images, dancing before them like motes in 
the sunbeams, among which the effigy of one partner in particular 
did especially figure, the same being a young coachmaker (a master 
in his own right) who had given her to understand, when he 
handed her into the chair at parting, that it was his fixed resolve 
to neglect his business from that time, and die slowly for the love 
of her—Dolly’s head, and eyes, and thoughts, and seven senses, 
were all ina state of flutter and confusion for which the party 
was accountable, although it was now three days old, when, as 
she was sitting listlessly at breakfast, reading all manner of for- 
tunes (that is to say, of married and flourishing fortunes) in the 
grounds of her teacup, a step was heard in the workshop, and Mr. 
Edward Chester was descried through the glass door, standing 
among the rusty locks and keys, like Love among the roses—for 
which apt comparison the historian may by no means take any 
credit to himself, the same being the invention, in a sentimental 
mood, of the chaste and modest Miggs, who, beholding him from 
the doorsteps she was then cleaning, did, in her maiden medita- 
tion, give utterance to the simile. 

The locksmith, who happened at the moment to have his eyes 
thrown upward and his head backward, in an intense communing 
with Toby, did not see his visitor, until Mrs. Varden, more watch- 
ful than the rest, had desired Sim Tappertit to open the glass 
door and give him admission—from which untoward circumstance 
the good lady argued (for she could deduce a precious moral from 
the most trifling event) that to take a draught of small ale in the 
morning was to observe a pernicious, irreligious, and Pagan custom, 
the relish whereof should be left to swine, and Satan, or at least 
to Popish persons, and should be shunned by the righteous as a 
work of sin and evil. She would no doubt have pursued her 
admonition much further, and would have founded on it a long 
list of precious precepts of inestimable value, but that the young 
gentleman standing by in a somewhat uncomfortable and discom- 
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fited manner while she read her spouse this lecture, occasioned her 
to bring it to a premature conclusion. 

“Tm sure you'll excuse me, Sir,” said Mrs. Varden, rising and 
curtseying. ‘‘ Varden is so very thoughtless, and needs so much 
reminding—Sim, bring a chair here.” 

Mr. Tappertit obeyed, with a flourish implying that he did so 
under protest. 

* And you can go, Sim,” said the locksmith. 

Mr. Tappertit obeyed again, still under protest ; and betaking 
himself to the workshop, began seriously to fear that he might 
find it necessary to poison his master, before his time was out. 

In the meantime, Edward returned suitable replies to Mrs. 
Varden’s courtesies, and that lady brightened up very much; so 
that when he accepted a dish of tea from the fair hands of Dolly, 
she was perfectly agreeable. 

““T am sure if there’s anything we can do,—Varden, or I, or 
Dolly either,—to serve you, Sir, at any time, you have only to 
say it, and it shall be done,” said Mrs. V. 

“T am much obliged to you, I am sure,” returned Edward. 
*“You encourage me to say that I have come here now, to beg 
your good offices.” 

Mrs. Varden was delighted beyond measure. 

“Tt occurred to me that probably your fair daughter might be 
going to the Warren, either to-day or to-morrow,” said Edward, 
glancing at Dolly; “and if so, and you will allow her to take 
charge of this letter, ma’am, you will oblige me more than I can 
tell you. The truth is, that while I am very anxious it should 
reach its destination, I have particular reasons for not trusting it 
to any other conveyance ; so that without your help, I am wholly 
at a loss.” 

“She was not going that way, Sir, either to-day, or to-morrow, 
nor indeed all next week,” the lady graciously rejoined, ‘‘ but we 
shall be very glad to put ourselves out of the way on your account, 
and if you wish it, you may depend upon its going to-day. You 
might suppose,” said Mrs. Varden, frowning at her husband, 
“from Varden’s sitting there so glum and silent, that he objected 
to this arrangement; but you must not mind that, Sir, if you 
please. It’s his way at home. Out of doors, he can be cheerful 
and talkative enough.” 

Now, the fact was, that the unfortunate locksmith, blessing 
‘his stars to find his helpmate in such good humour, had been 
sitting with a beaming face, hearing this discourse with a joy past 
all expression. Wherefore this sudden attack quite took him by 
surprise. 
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“My dear Martha—” he said. 

“Oh yes, I dare say,” interrupted Mrs. Varden, with a smile 
of mingled scorn and pleasantry. “Very dear! We all know 
that.” 

“No, but my good soul,” said Gabriel, “you are quite mis- 
taken. You are indeed. I was delighted to find you so kind and 
ready. I waited, my dear, anxiously, I assure you, to hear what 
you would say.” 

“You waited anxiously,” repeated Mrs. V. “Yes! Thank 
you, Varden. You waited, as you always do, that I might bear 
the blame, if any came of it. But I am used to it,” said the lady 
with a kind of solemn titter, “and that’s my comfort !” 

“T give you my word, Martha—” said Gabriel. 

“Tet me give you my word, my dear,” interposed his wife 
with a Christian smile, “that such discussions as these between 
married people, are much better left alone. Therefore, if you 
please, Varden, we'll drop the subject. I have no wish to pursue 
it. Icould. I might say a great deal. But I would rather not. 
Pray don’t say any more.” 

“T don’t want to say any more,” rejoined the goaded locksmith. 

“Well then, don’t,” said Mrs. Varden. 

“Nor did I begin it, Martha,” added the locksmith, good- 
humouredly, ‘I must say that.” 

“You did not begin it, Varden!” exclaimed his wife, opening 
her eyes very wide and looking round upon the company, as though 
she would say, You hear thisman! ‘ You did not begin it, Varden ! 
But you shall not say I was out of temper. No, you did not 
begin it, oh dear no, not you, my dear!” 

“Well, well,” said the locksmith. ‘ That’s settled then.” 

“Oh yes,” rejoined his wife, “quite. If you like to say Dolly 
began it, my dear, I shall not contradict you. I know my duty. 
I need know it, I am sure. I am often obliged to bear it in mind, 
when my inclination perhaps would be for the moment to forget 
it. Thank you, Varden.” And so, with a mighty show of humility 
and forgiveness, she folded her hands, and looked round again, 
with a smile which plainly said “If you desire to see the first and 
foremost among female martyrs, here she is, on view !” 

This little incident, illustrative though it was of Mrs. Varden’s 
extraordinary sweetness and amiability, had so strong a tendency 
to check the conversation and to disconcert all parties but that 
excellent lady, that only a few monosyllables were uttered until 
Edward withdrew ; which he presently did, thanking the lady of 
the house a great many times for her condescension, and whisper- 
ing in Dolly’s ear that he would call on the morrow, in case there 
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should happen to be an answer to the note—which, indeed, she 
knew without his telling, as Barnaby and his friend Grip had 
dropped in on the previous night to prepare her for the visit 
which was then terminating. 

Gabriel, who had attended Edward to the door, came back with 
his hands in his pocket ; and, after fidgeting about the room in a 
very uneasy manner, and casting a great many sidelong looks at 
Mrs. Varden (who with the calmest countenance in the world was 
five fathoms deep in the Protestant Manual), inquired of Dolly 
how she meant to go. Dolly supposed by the stage-coach, and 
looked at her lady mother, who finding herself silently appealed 
to, dived down at least another fathom into the Manual, and 
became unconscious of all earthly things. 

**Martha—” said the locksmith. 

“T hear you, Varden,” said his wife, without rising to the 
surface. 

“T am sorry, my dear, you have such an objection to the May- 
pole and old John, for otherways as it’s a very fine morning, and 
Saturday’s not a busy day with us, we might have all three gone 
to Chigwell in the chaise, and had quite a happy day of it.” 

Mrs. Varden immediately closed the Manual, and bursting into 
tears, requested to be led up-stairs. 

“ What is the matter now, Martha?” inquired the locksmith. 

To which Martha rejoined, “Oh! don’t speak to me,” and 
protested in agony that if anybody had told her so, she wouldn’t 
have believed it. 

“But, Martha,” said Gabriel, putting himself in the way as she 
was moving off with the aid of Dolly’s shoulder, ‘“‘wouldn’t have 
believed what? Tell me what’s wrong now. Do tell me. Upon 
my soul I don’t know. Do you know, child? Damme!” cried 
the locksmith, plucking at his wig in a kind of frenzy, ‘‘ nobody 
does know, I verily believe, but Miggs !” 

“ Migos,” said Mrs. Varden faintly, and with symptoms of 
approaching incoherence, “is attached to me, and that is sufficient 
to draw down hatred upon her in this house. She is a comfort to 
me, whatever she may be to others.” 

“‘She’s no comfort to me,” cried Gabriel, made bold by despair. 
‘‘She’s the misery of my life. She’s all the plagues of Egypt in 
one.” 

“ She’s considered so, I have no doubt,” said Mrs. Varden. 
“T was prepared for that; it’s natural; it’s of a piece with the 
rest. When you taunt me as you do to my face, how can I 
wonder that you taunt her behind her back!” And here the 
incoherence coming on very strong, Mrs. Varden wept, and laughed, 
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and sobbed, and shivered, and hiccoughed, and choked ; and said 
she knew it was very foolish but she couldn’t help it; and that 
when she was dead and gone, perhaps they would be sorry for it 
—which really under the circumstances did not appear quite so 
probable as she seemed to think—with a great deal more to the 
same effect. In a word, she passed with great decency through 
all the ceremonies incidental to such occasions; and being sup- 
ported up-stairs, was deposited in a highly spasmodic state on her 
own bed, where Miss Miggs shortly afterwards flung herself upon 
the body. 

The philosophy of all this was, that Mrs. Varden wanted to 
go to Chigwell; that she did not want to make any concession 
or explanation ; that she would only go on being implored and 
entreated so to do; and that she would accept no other terms. 
Accordingly, after a vast amount of moaning and crying up-stairs, 
and much damping of foreheads, and vinegaring of temples, and 
hartshorning of noses, and so forth; and after most pathetic ad- 
jurations from Miggs, assisted by warm brandy-and-water not 
over-weak, and divers other cordials, also of a stimulating quality, 
administered at first in teaspoonfuls and afterwards in increasing 
doses, and of which Miss Miggs herself partook as a preventive 
measure (for fainting is infectious) ; after all these remedies, and 
many more too numerous to mention, but not to take, had been 
applied; and many verbal consolations, moral, religious, and 
miscellaneous, had been superadded thereto; the locksmith 
humbled himself, and the end was gained. 

“Tf it’s only for the sake of peace and quietness, father,” said 
Dolly, urging him to go up-stairs. 

“Oh, Doll, Doll,” said her good-natured father. ‘If you ever 
have a husband of your own—” 

Dolly glanced at the glass. 

“Well, when you have,” said the locksmith, ‘never faint, 
my darling. More domestic unhappiness has come of easy fainting, 
Doll, than from all the greater passions put together. Remember 
that, my dear, if you would be really happy, which you never can 
be, if your husband isn’t. And a word in your ear, my precious. 
Never have a Miggs about you!” 

With this advice he kissed his blooming daughter on the cheek, 
and slowly repaired to Mrs. Varden’s room; where that lady, 
lying all pale and languid on her couch, was refreshing herself 
with a sight of her last new bonnet, which Miggs, as a means of 
calming her scattered spirits, displayed to the best advantage at 
her bedside. 

‘“Here’s master, mim,” said Miggs. “Oh, what a happiness it 
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is when man and wife come round again! Oh gracious, to think 
that him and her should ever have a word together!” In the 
energy of these sentiments, which were uttered as an apostrophe 
to the Heavens in general, Miss Miggs perched the bonnet on the 
top of her own head, and folding her hands, turned on her tears. 

“T can’t help it,” cried Miggs. “I couldn’t, if I was to be 
drownded in ’em. She has such a forgiving spirit! She'll forget 
all that has passed, and go along with you, Sir—Oh, if it was to 
the world’s end, she’d go along with you.” 

Mrs. Varden with a faint smile gently reproved her attendant 
for this enthusiasm, and reminded her at the same time that she 
was far too unwell to venture out that day. 

“Oh no, youre not, mim, indeed your'e not,” said Miggs; “I 
repeal to master; master knows you're not, mim. The hair, and 
motion of the shay, will do you good, mim, and you must not give 
way, you must not raly. She must keep up mustn’t she, Sir, for 
all our sakes? JI was a telling her that, just now. She must 
remember us, even if she forgets herself. Master will persuade 
you, mim, ’m sure. There’s Miss Dolly’s a going you know, and 
master, and you, and all so happy and so comfortable. Oh!” 
cried Miges, turning onthe tears again, previous to quitting the 
room in great emotion, ‘I never see such a blessed one as she is 
for the forgiveness of her spirit, I never, never, never did. Nor 
more did master neither ; no, nor no one—never !” 

For five minutes or thereabouts, Mrs. Varden remained. mildly 
opposed to all her husband’s prayers that she would oblige him by 
taking a day’s pleasure, but relenting at length, she suffered her- 
self to be persuaded, and granting him her free forgiveness (the 
merit whereof, she meekly said, rested with the Manual and not 
with her), desired that Miggs might come and help her dress. 
The handmaid attended promptly, and it is but justice to their 
joint exertions to record that, when the good lady came down- 
stairs in course of time, completely decked out for the journey, 
she really looked as if nothing had happened, and appeared in the 
very best health imaginable. 

As to Dolly, there she was again, the very pink and pattern of 
good looks, in a smart little cherry-coloured mantle, with a hood 
of the same drawn over her head, and upon the top of that hood, 
a little straw hat trimmed with cherry-coloured ribbons, and worn 
the merest trifle on one side—just enough in short to make it the 
wickedest and most provoking head-dress that ever malicious 
milliner devised. And not to speak of the manner in which these 
cherry-coloured decorations brightened her eyes, or vied with her 
lips, or shed a new bloom on her face, she wore such a cruel little 
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muff, and such a heart-rending pair of shoes, and was so surrounded 
and hemmed in, as it were, by aggravations of all kinds, that when 
Mr, Tappertit, holding the horse’s head, saw her come out of the 
house alone, such impulses came over him to decoy her into the 
chaise and drive off like mad, that he would unquestionably have 
done it, but for certain uneasy doubts besetting him as to the 
shortest way to Gretna Green; whether it was up the street or 
down, or up the right-hand turning or the left; and whether, 
supposing all the turnpikes to be carried by storm, the blacksmith 
in the end would marry them on credit ; which by reason of his 
clerical office appeared, even to his excited imagination, so unlikely, 
that he hesitated. And while he stood hesitating, and looking 
postchaises-and-six at Dolly, out came his master and his mistress, 
and the constant Miggs, and the opportunity was gone for ever. 
For now the chaise creaked upon its springs, and Mrs. Varden was 
inside ; and now it creaked again, and more than ever, and the 
locksmith was inside; and now it bounded once, as if its heart 
beat lightly, and Dolly was inside; and now it was gone and its 
place was empty, and he and that dreary Miggs were standing in 
the street together. 

The hearty locksmith was in as good a humour as if nothing 
had occurred for the last twelve months to put him out of his 
way, Dolly was all smiles and graces, and Mrs. Varden was 
agreeable beyond all precedent. As they jogged through the 
streets talking of this thing and of that, who should be descried 
upon the pavement but that very coachmaker, looking so genteel 
that nobody would have believed he had ever had anything to do 
with a coach but riding in it, and bowing like any nobleman. To 
be sure Dolly was confused when she bowed again, and to be sure 
the cherry-coloured ribbons trembled a little when she met his 
mournful eye, which seemed to say, “I have kept my word, I 
have begun, the business is going to the devil, and you’re the 
cause of it.” There he stood, rooted to the ground : as Dolly said, 
like a statue; and as Mrs. Varden said, like a pump; till they 
turned the corner: and when her father thought it was like his 
impudence, and her mother wondered what he meant by it, Dolly 
blushed again till her very hood was pale. 

But on they went, not the less merrily for this, and there was 
the locksmith in the incautious fulness of his heart “ pulling-up ” 
at all manner of places, and evincing a most intimate acquaintance 
with all the taverns on the road, and all the landlords and all the 
landladies, with whom, indeed, the little horse was on equally 
friendly terms, for he kept on stopping of his own accord. Never 
were people so glad to see other people as these landlords and 
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landladies were to behold Mr. Varden and Mrs. Varden and Miss 
Varden ; and wouldn’t they get out, said one; and they really 
must walk up-stairs, said another; and she would take it ill and 
be quite certain they were proud if they wouldn’t have a little 
taste of something, said a third; and so on, that it was really 
quite a Progress rather than a ride, and one continued scene of 
hospitality from beginning to end. It was pleasant enough to 
be held in such esteem, not to mention the refreshments ; so Mrs. 
Varden said nothing at the time, and was all affability and delight 
—hbut such a body of evidence as she collected against the un- 
fortunate locksmith that day, to be used thereafter as occasion 
might require, never was got together for matrimonial purposes. 

In course of time—and in course of a pretty long time too, for 
these agreeable interruptions delayed them not a little, —they 
arrived upon the skirts of the Forest, and riding pleasantly on 
among the trees, came at last to the Maypole, where the lock- 
smith’s cheerful ‘‘ Yoho !” speedily brought to the porch old John, 
and after him young Joe, both of whom were so transfixed at 
sight of the ladies, that for a moment they were perfectly unable 
to give them any welcome, and could do nothing but stare. 

It was only for a moment, however, that Joe forgot himself, 
for speedily reviving he thrust his drowsy father aside—to Mr. 
Willet’s mighty and inexpressible indignation—and darting out, 
stood ready to help them to alight. It was necessary for Dolly 
to get out first. Joe had her in his arms ;—yes, though for a 
space of time no longer than you could count one in, Joe had her 
in his arms. Here was a glimpse of happiness ! 

It would be difficult to describe what a flat and common-place 
affair the helping Mrs. Varden out afterwards was, but Joe did it, 
and did it too with the best grace in the world. Then old John, 
who, entertaining a dull and foggy sort of idea that Mrs. Varden 
wasn’t fond of him, had been in some doubt whether she might 
not have come for purposes of assault and battery, took courage, 
hoped she was well, and offered to conduct her into the house. 
This tender being amicably received, they marched in together ; 
Joe and Dolly followed, arm-in-arm (happiness again!), and 
Varden brought up the rear. 

Old John would have it that they must sit in the bar, and 
nobody objecting, into the bar they went. All bars are snug 
places, but the Maypole’s was the very snuggest, cosiest, and 
completest bar, that ever the wit of man devised. Such amazing 
bottles in old oaken pigeon-holes ; such gleaming tankards dangling 
from pegs at about the same inclination as thirsty men would hold 
them to their lips; such sturdy little Dutch kegs ranged in rows 
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on shelves ; so many lemons hanging in separate nets, and forming 
the fragrant grove already mentioned in this chronicle, suggestive, 
with goodly loaves of snowy sugar stowed away hard by, of punch, 
idealised beyond all mortal knowledge ; such closets, such presses, 
such drawers full of pipes, such places for putting things away in 
hollow window-seats, all crammed to the throat with eatables, 
drinkables, or savoury condiments; lastly, and to crown all, as 
typical of the immeuse resources of the establishment, and its 
defiances to all visitors to cut and come again, such a stupendous 
cheese ! 

It is a poor heart that never rejoices—it must have been the 
poorest, weakest, and most watery heart that ever beat, which 
would not have warmed towards the Maypole bar. Mrs. Varden’s 
did directly. She could no more have reproached John Willet 
among those household gods, the kegs and bottles, lemons, pipes, 
and cheese, than she could have stabbed him with his own bright 
carving-knife. The order for dinner too—it might have soothed 
a savage. ‘‘A bit of fish,” said John to the cook, “and some 
lamb chops (breaded, with plenty of ketchup), and a good salad, 
and a roast spring chicken, with a dish of sausages and mashed 
potatoes, or something of that sort.” Something of that sort ! 
The resources of these inns! To talk carelessly about dishes, 
which in themselves were a first-rate holiday kind of dinner, 
suitable to one’s wedding-day, as something of that sort: meaning, 
if you can’t get a spring chicken, any other trifle in the way of 
poultry will do—such as a peacock, perhaps! The kitchen too, 
with its great broad cavernous chimney; the kitchen, where 
nothing in the way of cookery seemed impossible; where you 
could believe in anything to eat, they chose to tell you of. Mrs. 
Varden returned from the contemplation of these wonders to the 
bar again, with a head quite dizzy and bewildered. Her house- 
keeping capacity was not large enough to comprehend them. She 
was obliged to go to sleep. Waking was pain, in the midst of 
such immensity. 

Dolly in the meanwhile, whose gay heart and head ran upon 
other matters, passed out at the garden door, and glancing back 
now and then (but of course not wondering whether Joe saw her), 
tripped away by a path across the fields with which she was well’ 
acquainted, to discharge her mission at the Warren; and this 
deponent hath been informed and verily believes, that you might 
have seen many less pleasant objects than the cherry-coloured 
mantle and ribbons as they went fluttering along the green 


meadows in the bright light of the day, like giddy things as they 
were. 
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CHAPTER THE TWENTIETH. 


THE proud consciousness of her trust, and the great importance 
she derived from it, might have advertised it to all the house if 
she had had to run the gauntlet of its inhabitants ; but as Dolly 
had played in every dull room and passage many and many a 
time, when a child, and had ever since been the humble friend of 
Miss Haredale, whose foster-sister she was, she was as free of the 
building as the young lady herself. So, using no greater precaution 
than holding her breath and walking on tiptoe as she passed the 
library door, she went straight to Emma’s room as a privileged 
visitor. 

It was the liveliest room in the building, The chamber was 
sombre like the rest for the matter of that, but the presence of 
youth and beauty would make a prison cheerful (saving alas! that 
confinement withers them), and lend some charms of their own to 
the gloomiest scene. Birds, flowers, books, drawing, music, and 
a hundred such graceful tokens of feminine loves and cares, filled 
it with more of life and human sympathy than the whole house 
besides seemed made to hold. There was heart in the room ; and 
who that has a heart, ever fails to recognize the silent presence of 
another ! 

Dolly had one undoubtedly, and it was not a tough one either, 
though there was a little mist of coquettishness about it, such as 
sometimes surrounds that sun of life in its morning, and slightly 
dims its lustre. Thus, when Emma rose to greet her, and kissing 
her affectionately on the cheek, told her, in her quiet way, that 
she had been very unhappy, the tears stood in Dolly’s eyes, and 
she felt more sorry than she could tell; but next moment she 
happened to raise them to the glass, and really there was some- 
thing there so exceedingly agreeable, that as she sighed, she smiled, 
and felt surprisingly consoled. 

“JT have heard about it, Miss,” said Dolly, ‘“‘and it’s very sad 
indeed, but when things are at the worst they are sure to mend.” 

“But are you sure they are at the worst?” asked Emma with 
a smile. 

“Why, I don’t see how they can very well be more unpromis- 
ing than they are; I really don’t,” said Dolly. “And I bring 
something to begin with.” 

“ Not from Edward ?” 

Dolly nodded and smiled, and feeling in her pockets (there were 
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i ge days) with an affectation of not being able to find 
See soe eet greatly enhanced her importance, a 
length produced the letter. As Emma hastily broke the seal an 
became absorbed in its contents, Dolly’s eyes, by one of those 
strange accidents for which there is no accounting, wandered ‘e 
the glass again. She could not help wondering whether the coach- 
maker suffered very much, and quite pitied the poor man. 

It was a long letter—a very long letter, written close on all 
four sides of the sheet of paper, and crossed afterwards ; but it was 
not a consolatory letter, for as Emma read it she stopped from time 
to time to put her handkerchief to her eyes. To be sure Doily 


marvelled greatly to see her in so much distress, for to her thinking 
a love affair ought to be one of the best jokes, and the slyest, 
merriest kind of thing in life. But she set it down in her own 
mind that all this came from Miss Haredale’s being so constant, 
and that if she would only take on with some other young gentle- 
man—Just in the most innocent way possible, to keep her first 
lover up to the mark—she would find herself inexpressibly 
comforted. 

‘“T am sure that’s what I should do if it was me,” thought 
Dolly. “To make one’s sweetheart miserable is well enough and 


quite right, but to be made miserable one’s self is a little too 
much !” 
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However it wouldn’t do to say so, and therefore she sat looking 
on in silence. She needed a pretty considerable stretch of patience, 
for when the long letter had been read once all through it was 
read again, and when it had been read twice all through it was 
read again. During this tedious process, Dolly beguiled the time 
in the most improving manner that occurred to her, by curling her 
hair on her fingers, with the aid of the looking-glass before men- 
tioned, and giving it some killing twists. 

Everything has an end. Even young ladies in love cannot read 
their letters for ever. In course of time the packet was folded up, 
and it only remained to write the answer. 

But as this promised to be a work of time likewise, Emma said 
she would put it off until after dinner, and that Dolly must dine 
with her. As Dolly had made up her mind to do so beforehand, 
she required very little pressing ; and when they had settled this 
point, they went to walk in the garden. 

They strolled up and down the terrace walks, talking incessantly 
—at least, Dolly never left off once—and making that quarter of 
the sad and mournful house quite gay. Not that they talked 
loudly or laughed much, but they were both so very handsome, 
and it was such a breezy day, and their light dresses and dark 
curls appeared so free and joyous in their abandonment, and Emma 
was so fair, and Dolly so rosy, and Emma so delicately shaped, 
and Dolly so plump, and—in short, there are no flowers for any 
garden like such flowers, let horticulturists say what they may, 
and both house and garden seemed to know it, and to brighten up 
sensibly. 

After this, came the dinner and the letter-writing, and some 
more talking, in the course of which Miss Haredale took occasion 
to charge upon Dolly certain flirtish and inconstant propensities, 
which accusations Dolly seemed to think very complimentary 
indeed, and to be mightily amused with. Finding her quite in- 
corrigible in this respect, Emma suffered her to depart; but not 
before she had confided to her that important and never-sufficiently- 
to-be-taken-care-of answer, and endowed her moreover with a pretty 
little bracelet as a keepsake. Having clasped it on her arm, and 
again advised her half in jest and half in earnest to amend her 
roguish ways, for she knew she was fond of Joe at heart (which 
Dolly stoutly denied, with a great many haughty protestations 
that she hoped she could do better than that indeed ! and so forth), 
she bade her farewell ; and after calling her back to give her more 
supplementary messages for Edward, than anybody with tenfold 
the gravity of Dolly Varden could be reasonably expected to 
remember, at length dismissed her. 
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Dolly bade her good bye, and tripping lightly down the stairs 
arrived at the dreaded library door, and was about to pass it again 
on tiptoe, when it opened, and behold! there stood Mr. Haredale. 
Now, Dolly had from her childhood associated with this gentleman 
the idea of something grim and ghostly, and being at the moment 
conscience-stricken besides, the sight of him threw her into such 
a flurry that she could neither acknowledge his presence nor run 
away, so she gave a great start, and then with downcast eyes stood 
still and trembled. 

“Come here, girl,” said Mr. Haredale, taking her by the hand. 
“JT want to speak to you.” 

“Tf you please, Sir, ’m in a hurry,” faltered Dolly, “‘and— 
you have frightened me by coming so suddenly upon me, Sir—I 
would rather go, Sir, if you'll be so good as to let me.” 

“Tmmediately,” said Mr. Haredale, who had by this time led 
her into the room and closed the door. ‘‘ You shall go directly. 
You have just left Emma?” 

“Yes, Sir, just this minute-—Father’s waiting for me, Sir, if 
yowl please to have the goodness Y 

“T know. I know,” said Mr. Haredale. ‘‘ Answer me a ques- 
tion. What did you bring here to-day ?” 

“Bring here, Sir?” faltered Dolly. 

“You will tell me the truth, [am sure. Yes.” 

Dolly hesitated for a little while, and somewhat emboldened by 
his manner, said at last, “ Well then, Sir. It was a letter.” 

“From Mr, Edward Chester, of course. And you are the 
bearer of the answer?” 

Dolly hesitated again, and not being able to decide upon any 
other course of action, burst into tears. 

“You alarm yourself without cause,” said Mr. Haredale. 
“Why are you so foolish? Surely you can answer me. You 
know that I have but to put the question to Emma and learn the 
truth directly. Have you the answer with you?” 

Dolly had what is popularly called a spirit of her own, and 
being now fairly at bay, made the best of it. 

“Yes, Sir,” she rejoined, trembling and frightened as she was. 
“Yes, Sir, I have. You may kill me if you please, Sir, but I 
won’t give it up. I’m very sorry,—but I won’t. There, Sir.” 

“T commend your firmness and your plain-speaking,” said Mr. 
Haredale. ‘Rest assured that I have as little desire to take 
your letter as your life. You are a very discreet messenger and a 
good girl.” 

Not feeling quite certain, as she afterwards said, whether he 
might not be “coming over her” with these compliments, Dolly 
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kept as far from him as she could, cried again, and resolved to 
defend her pocket (for the letter was there) to the last extremity. 

“T have some design,” said Mr. Haredale after a short silence, 
during which a smile, as he regarded her, had struggled through 
the gloom and melancholy that was natural to his face, “of pro- 
viding a companion for my niece; for her life is a very lonely 
one. Would you like the office? You are the oldest friend she 
has, and the best entitled to it.” 

“T don’t know, Sir,” answered Dolly, not sure but he was 
bantering her; “I can’t say. I don’t know what they might wish 
at home. I couldn’t give an opinion, Sir.” 

“Tf your friends had no objection, would you have any ?” said 
Mr. Haredale. ‘‘Come. There’s a plain question; and easy to 
answer.” 

“None at all that I know of, Sir,” replied Dolly. “I should 
be very glad to be near Miss Emma of course, and always am.” 

“That’s well,” said Mr. Haredale. ‘That is all I had to say. 
You are anxious to go. Don’t let me detain you.” 

Dolly didn’t let him, nor did she wait for him to try, for the 
words had no sooner passed his lips than she was out of the room, 
out of the house, and in the fields again. 

The first thing to be done, of course, when she came to herself, 
and considered what a flurry she had been in, was to cry afresh ; 
and the next thing, when she reflected how well she had got over 
it, was to laugh heartily. The tears once banished gave place to 
smiles, and at last Dolly laughed so much that she was fain to 
lean against a tree, and give vent to her exultation. When she 
could laugh no longer, and was quite tired, she put her head-dress 
to rights, dried her eyes, looked back very merrily and triumph- 
antly at the Warren chimneys, which were just visible, and resumed 
her walk. 

The twilight had come on, and it was quickly growing dusk, 
but the path was so familiar to her from frequent traversing that 
she hardly thought of this, and certainly felt no uneasiness at 
being alone. Moreover, there was the bracelet to admire; and 
when she had given it a good rub, and held it out at arm’s length, 
it sparkled and glittered so beautifully on her wrist, that to look 
at it in every point of view and with every possible turn of the 
arm, was quite an absorbing business. There was the letter too, 
and it looked so mysterious and knowing, when she took it out of 
her pocket, and it held, as she knew, so much inside, that to turn 
it over and over, and think about it, and wonder how it began, 
and how it ended, and what it said all through, was another 
matter of constant occupation. Between the bracelet and the 
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letter, there was quite enough to do without thinking of anything 
else ; and admiring each by turns, Dolly went on gaily. 

As she passed through a wicket-gate to where the path was 
narrow, and lay between two hedges garnished here and there 
with trees, she heard a rustling close at hand, which brought her 
to a sudden stop. She listened. All was very quiet, and she 
went on again—not absolutely frightened, but a little quicker than 
before perhaps, and possibly not quite so much at her ease, for a 
check of that kind is startling. 

She had no sooner moved on again, than she was conscious of 
the same sound, which was like that of a person tramping stealthily 
among bushes and brushwood. Looking towards the spot whence 
it appeared to come, she almost fancied she could make out a 
crouching figure. She stopped again. All was quiet as before. 
On she went once more—decidedly faster now—and tried to sing 
softly to herself. It must be the wind. 

But how came the wind to blow only when she walked, and 
cease when she stood still? She stopped involuntarily as she made 
the reflection, and the rustling noise stopped likewise. She was 
really frightened now, and was yet hesitating what to do, when 
the bushes crackled and snapped, and a man came plunging through 
them, close before her. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIRST. 


Ir was for the moment an inexpressible relief to Dolly, to 
recognize in the person who forced himself into the path so 
abruptly, and now stood directly in her way, Hugh of the Maypole, 
whose name she uttered in a tone of delighted surprise that came 
from her heart. 

“Was it you?” she said, “how glad I am to see you! and 
how could you terrify me so!” 

In answer to which, he said nothing at all, but stood quite still, 
looking at her. 

“Did you come to meet me?” asked Dolly. 

Hugh nodded, and muttered something to the effect that he 
had been waiting for her, and had expected her sooner. 

“T thought it likely they would send,” said Dolly, greatly 
re-assured by this. 


“Nobody sent me,” was his sullen answer. “I came of my 
own accord,” 


The rough bearing of this fellow, and his wild, uncouth appear- 
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ance, had often filled the girl with a vague apprehension even when 
other people were by, and had occasioned her to shrink from him 
involuntarily. The having him for an unbidden companion in so 


solitary a place, with the darkness fast gathering about them, 
renewed and even increased the alarm she had felt at first. 

If his manner had been merely dogged and passively fierce, as 
usual, she would have had no greater dislike to his company than 
she always felt—perhaps, indeed, would have been rather glad to 
have had him at hand. But there was something of coarse bold 
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admiration in his look, which terrified her very much. She 
glanced timidly towards him, uncertain whether to go forward or 
retreat, and he stood gazing at her like a handsome satyr ; and so 
they remained for some short time without stirring or breaking 
silence. At length Dolly took courage, shot past him, and 
hurried on. 

“Why do you spend so much breath in avoiding me?” said 
Hugh, accommodating his pace to hers, and keeping close at her 
side. 

“T wish to get back as quickly as I can, and you walk too 
near me,” answered Dolly. 

“Too near!” said Hugh, stooping over her so that she could 
feel his breath upon her forehead. “Why too near? You're 
always proud to me, mistress.” 

“Tam proud to no one. You mistake me,” answered Dolly. 
“ Fall back, if you please, or go on.” 

“Nay, mistress,” he rejoined, endeavouring to draw her arm 
through his. ‘ Tll walk with you.” 

She released herself, and clenching her little hand, struck him 
with right good will. At this, Maypole Hugh burst into a roar 
of laughter, and passing his arm about her waist, held her in his 
strong grasp as easily as if she had been a bird. 

“Hahaha! Well done, mistress! Strike again. You shall 
beat my face, and tear my hair, and pluck my beard up by the 
roots, and welcome, for the sake of your bright eyes. Strike again, 
mistress. Do. Hahaha! [I like it.” 

“Let me go,” she cried, endeavouring with both her hands to 
push him off. ‘ Let me go this moment.” 

“You had as good be kinder to me, Sweetlips,” said Hugh. 
“You had, indeed. Come. Tell me now. Why are you always 
so proud? I don’t quarrel with you for it. I love you when 
yowre proud. Ha ha ha! You can’t hide your beauty from a 
poor fellow ; that’s a comfort !” 

She gave him no answer, but as he had not yet checked her 
progress, continued to press forward as rapidly as she could. At 
length, between the hurry she had made, her terror, and the 
tightness of his embrace, her strength failed her, and she could go 
no further. 

“Hugh,” cried the panting girl, “good Hugh; if you will 
leave me I will give you anything—everything I have—and never 
tell one word of this to any living creature.” 

“You had best not,” he answered, “‘ Harkye, little dove, you 
had best not, All about here know me, and what I dare do if I 
have a mind, If ever you are going to tell, stop when the words 
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are on your lips, and think of the mischief you'll bring, if you do, 
upon some innocent heads that you wouldn’t wish to hurt a hair 
of. Bring trouble on me, and I'll bring trouble and something 
more on them in return. I care no more for them than for so 
many dogs; not so much—why should I? I’d sooner kill a man 
than a dog any day. I’ve never been sorry for a man’s death in 
all my life, and I have for a dog’s.” 

There was something so thoroughly savage in the manner of 
these expressions, and the looks and gestures by which they were 
accompanied, that her great fear of him gave her new strength, 
and enabled her by a sudden effort to extricate herself and run 
fleetly from him. But Hugh was as nimble, strong, and swift of 
foot, as any man in broad England, and it was but a fruitless 
expenditure of energy, for he had her in his encircling arms again 
before she had gone a hundred yards. 

“Softly, darling—gently—would you fly from rough Hugh, 
that loves you as well as any drawing-room gallant ?” 

“JT would,” she answered, struggling to free herself again. ‘I 
will. Help!” 

“A fine for crying out,” said Hugh. ‘“‘Ha ha ha! A fine, 
pretty one, from your lips. I pay myself! Ha ha ha!” 

“Help! help! help!” As she shrieked with the utmost 
violence she could exert, a shout was heard in answer, and another, 
and another. 

“Thank Heaven!” cried the girl in an ecstasy. ‘‘ Joe, dear 
Joe, this way. Help!” 

Her assailant paused, and stood irresolute for a moment, but 
the shouts drawing nearer and coming quick upon them, forced 
him to a speedy decision. He released her, whispered with a 
menacing look, “Tell him; and see what follows!” and leaping 
the hedge, was gone in an instant. Dolly darted off, and fairly 
ran into Joe Willet’s open arms, 

“What is the matter? are you hurt? what was it? who was 
it? where is he? what was he like?” with a great many encourag- 
ing expressions and assurances of safety, were the first words Joe 
poured forth. But poor little Dolly was so breathless and terrified 
that for some time she was quite unable to answer him, and hung 
upon his shoulder, sobbing and crying as if-+her heart would break. 

Joe had not the smallest objection to have her hanging on his 
shoulder ; no, not the least, though it crushed the cherry-coloured 
ribbons sadly, and put the smart little hat out of all shape. But 
he couldn’t bear to see her cry; it went to his very heart. He 
tried to console her, bent over her, whispered to her—some say 
kissed her, but that’s a fable. At any rate he said all the kind 


154 BARNABY RUDGE. 


and tender things he could think of, and Dolly let him go on and 
didn’t interrupt him once, and it was a good ten minutes before 
she was able to raise her head and thank him. 

“What was it that frightened you?” said Joe. 

A man whose person was unknown to her had followed her, she 
answered ; he began by begging, and went on to threats of robbery, 
which he was on the point of carrying into execution, and would 
have executed, but for Joe’s timely aid. The hesitation and con- 
fusion with which she said this, Joe attributed to the fright she 
had sustained, and no suspicion of the truth occurred to him for a 
moment. 

“Stop when the words are on your lips.” A hundred times 
that night, and very often afterwards, when the disclosure was 
rising to her tongue, Dolly thought of that, and repressed it. A 
deeply rooted dread of the man; the conviction that his ferocious 
nature, once roused, would stop at nothing; and the strong 
assurance that if she impeached him, the full measure of his wrath 
and vengeance would be wreaked on Joe, who had preserved her ; 
these were considerations she had not the courage to overcome, 
and inducements to secrecy too powerful for her to surmount. 

Joe, for his part, was a great deal too happy to inquire very 
curiously into the matter; and Dolly being yet too tremulous to 
walk without assistance, they went forward very slowly, and in 
his mind very pleasantly, until the Maypole lights were near at 
hand, twinkling their cheerful welcome, when Dolly stopped 
suddenly and with a half scream exclaimed, 

“The letter !” 

“ What letter?” cried Joe. 

“That I was carrying—I had it in my hand. My bracelet 
too,” she said, clasping her wrist. ‘I have lost them both.” 

“Do you mean just now?” said Joe. 

“Hither I dropped them then, or they were taken from me,” 
answered Dolly, vainly searching her pocket and rustling her dress. 
“They are gone, both gone. What an unhappy girl I am!” 
With these words poor Dolly, who to do her justice was quite as 
sorry for the loss of the letter as for her bracelet, fell a crying 
again, and bemoaned her fate most movingly. 

Joe tried to comfort her with the assurance that directly he 
had housed her safely in the Maypole, he would return to the spot 
with a lantern (for it was now quite dark) and make strict search 
for the missing articles, which there was great probability of his 
finding, as it was not likely that anybody had passed that way 
since, and she was not conscious of their having been forcibly 
taken from her, Dolly thanked him very heartily for this offer, 
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though with no great hope of his quest being successful; and so, 
with many lamentations on her side, and many hopeful words on 
his, and much weakness on the part of Dolly and much tender 
supporting on the part of Joe, they reached the Maypole bar at 
last, where the locksmith and his wife and old John were yet 
keeping high festival. 

Mr. Willet received the intelligence of Dolly’s trouble with 
that surprising presence of mind and readiness of speech for which 
he was so eminently distinguished above all other men. Mrs. 
Varden expressed her sympathy for her daughter’s distress by 
scolding her roundly for being so late; and the honest locksmith 
divided himself between condoling with and kissing Dolly, and 
shaking hands heartily with Joe, whom he could not sufficiently 
praise or thank. 

In reference to this latter point, old John was far from 
agreeing with his friend; for besides that he by no means 
approved of an adventurous spirit in the abstract, it occurred to 
him that if his son and heir had been seriously damaged in a 
scuffle, the consequences would assuredly have been expensive and 
inconvenient, and might perhaps have proved detrimental to the 
Maypole business. Wherefore, and because he looked with no 
favourable eye upon young girls, but rather considered that they 
and the whole female sex were a kind of nonsensical mistake on 
the part of Nature, he took occasion to retire and shake his head 
in private at the boiler; inspired by which silent oracle, he was 
moved to give Joe various stealthy nudges with his elbow, as a 
parental reproof and gentle admonition to mind his own business 
and not make a fool of himself. 

Joe, however, took down the lantern and lighted it; and 
arming himself with a stout stick, asked whether Hugh was in 
the stable. 

“He’s lying asleep before the kitchen fire, Sir,” said Mr. 
Willet. ‘‘ What do you want with him?” 

“T want him to come with me to look after this bracelet and 
letter,” answered Joe. ‘‘Halloa there! Hugh!” 

Dolly turned pale as death, and felt as if she must faint forth- 
with. After a few moments, Hugh came staggering in, stretching 
himself and yawning according to custom, and presenting every 
appearance of having been roused from a sound nap. 

“Here, sleepy-head,” said Joe, giving him the lantern. “ Carry 
this, and bring the dog, and that small cudgel of yours. And woe 
betide the fellow if we come upon him.” 

“What fellow?” growled Hugh, rubbing his eyes and shaking 


himself. 
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“What fellow!” returned Joe, who was in a state of great 
valour and bustle ; “a fellow you ought to know of, and be more 
alive about. It’s well for the like of you, lazy giant that you are, 
to be snoring your time away in chimney-corners, when honest 
men’s daughters can’t cross even our quiet meadows at nightfall 
without being set upon by footpads, and frightened out of their 
precious lives.” 

“They never rob me,” cried Hugh with a laugh. ‘I have 
got nothing to lose. But I’d as lief knock them at head as any 
other men. How many are there?” 

“Only one,” said Dolly faintly, for everybody looked at her. 

“ And what was he like, mistress?” said Hugh with a glance 
at young Willet, so slight and momentary that the scowl it con- 
veyed was lost on all but her. ‘‘ About my height?” 

“ Not—not so tall,” Dolly replied, scarce knowing what she 
said, 

“His dregs,” said Hugh, looking at her keenly, ‘ like—like 
any of ours now? I know all the people hereabouts, and maybe 
could give a guess at the man, if I had anything to guide me.” 

Dolly faltered and turned paler yet; then answered that he 
was wrapped in a loose coat and had his face hidden by a handker- 
chief, and that she could give no other description of him. 

“You wouldn’t know him if you saw him then, belike?” said 
Hugh with a malicious grin. 

“T should not,” answered Dolly, bursting into tears again. “TI 
don’t wish to see him. I can’t bear to think of him. I can’t talk 
about him any more. Don’t go to look for these things, Mr. Joe, 
pray don’t. I entreat you not to go with that man.” 

“Not to go with me!” cried Hugh. “I’m too rough for 
them all. They’re all afraid of me. Why, bless you, mistress, 
I’ve the tenderest heart alive. I love all the ladies, ma’am,” said 
Hugh, turning to the locksmith’s wife. 

Mrs. Varden opined that if he did, he ought to be ashamed of 
himself; such sentiments being more consistent (so she argued) 
with a benighted Mussulman or wild Islander than with a stanch 
Protestant. Arguing from this imperfect state of his morals, Mrs. 
Varden further opined that he had never studied the Manual. 
Hugh admitting that he never had, and moreover that he couldn’t 
read, Mrs. Varden declared with much severity, that he ought to 
be even more ashamed of himself than before, and strongly recom- 
mended him to save up his pocket-money for the purchase of one, 
and further to teach himself the contents with all convenient 
diligence. She was still pursuing this train of discourse, when 
Hugh, somewhat unceremoniously and irreverently, followed his 
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young master out, and left her to edify the rest of the company. 
This she proceeded to do, and finding that Mr. Willet’s eyes were 
fixed upon her with an appearance of deep attention, gradually 
addressed the whole of her discourse to him, whom she entertained 
with a moral and theological lecture of considerable length, in the 
conviction that great workings were taking place in his spirit. 
The simple truth was, however, that Mr. Willet, although his 
eyes were wide open and he saw a woman before him whose head 
by long and steady looking at seemed to grow bigger and bigger 
until it filled the whole bar, was to all other intents and purposes 
fast asleep ; and so sat leaning back in his chair with his hands 
in his pockets until his son’s return caused him to wake up with a 
deep sigh, and a faint impression that he had been dreaming 
about pickled pork and greens—a vision of his slumbers which 
was no doubt referable to the circumstance of Mrs. Varden’s 
having frequently pronounced the word “Grace” with much 
emphasis ; which word, entering the portals of Mr. Willet’s brain 
as they stood ajar, and coupling itself with the words ‘before 
meat,” which were there ranging about, did in time suggest a 
particular kind of meat together with that description of vegetable 
which is usually its companion. 

The search was wholly unsuccessful. Joe had groped along 
the path a dozen times, and among the grass, and in the dry 
ditch, and in the hedge, but all in vain. Dolly, who was quite 
inconsolable for her loss, wrote a note to Miss Haredale giving her 
the same account of it that she had given at the Maypole, which 
Joe undertook to deliver as soon as the family were stirring next 
day. That done, they sat down to tea in the bar, where there 
was an uncommon display of buttered toast, and—in order that 
they might not grow faint for want of sustenance, and might have 
a decent halting-place or half-way house between dinner and 
supper—a few savoury trifles in the shape of great rashers of 
broiled ham, which being well cured, done to a turn, and smoking 
hot, sent forth a tempting and delicious fragrance. 

Mrs. Varden was seldom very Protestant at meals, unless it 
happened that they were under-done, or over-done, or indeed that 
anything occurred to put her out of humour. Her spirits rose 
considerably on beholding these goodly preparations, and from the 
nothingness of good works, she passed to the somethingness of 
ham and toast with great cheerfulness. Nay, under the influence 
of these wholesome stimulants, she sharply reproved her daughter 
for being low and despondent (which she considered an unaccept- 
able frame of mind), and remarked, as she held her own plate for 
a fresh supply, that it would be well for Dolly, who pined over 
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the loss of a toy and a sheet of paper, if she would reflect upon 
the voluntary sacrifices of the missionaries in foreign parts who 
lived chiefly on salads. 

The proceedings of such a day occasion various fluctuations 
in the human thermometer, and especially in instruments so 
sensitively and delicately constructed as Mrs. Varden. Thus, at 
dinner Mrs. V. stood at summer heat; genial, smiling, and 
delightful. After dinner, in the sunshine of the wine, she went 
up at least half-a-dozen degrees, and was perfectly enchanting. 
As its effect subsided, she fell rapidly, went to sleep for an hour 
or so at temperate, and woke at something below freezing. Now 
she was at summer heat again, in the shade; and when tea was 
over, and old John, producing a bottle of cordial from one of the 
oaken cases, insisted on her sipping two glasses thereof in slow 
succession, she stood steadily at ninety for one hour and a quarter. 
Profiting by experience, the locksmith took advantage of this 
genial weather to smoke his pipe in the porch, and in consequence 
of this prudent management, he was fully prepared, when the 
glass went down again, to start homewards directly. 

The horse was accordingly put in, and the chaise brought 
round to the door. Joe, who would on no account be dissuaded 
from escorting them until they had passed the most dreary and 
solitary part of the road, led out the grey mare at the same time ; 
and having helped Dolly into her seat (more happiness !) sprang 
gaily into the saddle. Then, after many good nights, and admoni- 
tions to wrap up, and glancing of lights, and handing in of cloaks 
and shawls, the chaise rolled away, and Joe trotted beside it—on 
Dolly’s side, no doubt, and pretty close to the wheel too. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SECOND. 


Ir was a fine bright night, and for all her lowness of spirits 
Dolly kept looking up at the stars in a manner so bewitching (and 
she knew it!) that Joe was clean out of his senses, and plainly 
showed that if ever a man were—not to say over head and ears, 
but over the Monument and the top of Saint Paul’s in love, that 
man was himself. The road was a very good one; not at all a 
jolting road, or an uneven one; and yet Dolly held the side of 
the chaise with one little hand, all the way. If there had been 
an executioner behind him with an uplifted axe ready to chop off 
his head if he touched that hand, Joe couldn’t have helped doing 
it. From putting his own hand upon it as if by chance, and 
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taking it away again after a minute or so, he got to riding along 
without taking it off at all; as if he, the escort, were bound to do 
that as an important part of his duty, and had come out for the 
purpose. The most curious circumstance about this little incident 
was, that Dolly didn’t seem to know of it. She looked go 
innocent and unconscious when she turned her eyes on Joe, that 
it was quite provoking. 

She talked though ; talked about her fright, and about Joe’s 
coming up to rescue her, and about her gratitude, and about her 
fear that she might not have thanked him enough, and about their 
always being friends from that time forth—and about all that 
sort of thing. And when Joe said, not friends he hoped, Dolly 
was quite surprised, and said not enemies she hoped; and when 
Joe said, couldn’t they be something much better than either, 
Dolly all of a sudden found out a star which was brighter than 
all the other stars, and begged to call his attention to the same, 
and was ten thousand times more innocent and unconscious than 
ever. 

In this manner they travelled along, talking very little above 
a whisper, and wishing the road could be stretched out to some 
dozen times its natural length—at least that was Joe’s desire— 
when, as they were getting clear of the forest and emerging on the 
more frequented road, they heard behind them the sound of a 
horse’s feet at a good round trot, which growing rapidly louder as 
it drew nearer, elicited a scream from Mrs. Varden, and the cry “a 
friend!” from the rider, who now came panting up, and checked 
his horse beside them. 

“This man again!” cried Dolly, shuddering. 

“Hugh!” said Joe. ‘ What errand are you upon ?” 

“T come to ride back with you,” he answered, glancing covertly 
at the locksmith’s daughter. ‘“‘ He sent me.” 

“My father!” said poor Joe; adding under his breath, with 
a very unfilial apostrophe, ‘‘ Will he never think me man enough 
to take care of myself!” 

“Ay!” returned Hugh to the first part of the inquiry. “The 
roads are not safe just now,” he says, “and youd better have a 
companion.” 

* Ride on then,” said Joe. “I’m not going to turn yet.” 

Hugh complied, and they went on again. It was his whim or 
humour to ride immediately before the chaise, and from this 
position he constantly turned his head, and looked back. Dolly 
felt that he looked at her, but she averted her eyes and feared 
to raise them once, so great was the dread with which he had 


inspired her, 
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This. interruption, and the consequent wakefulness of Mrs. 
Varden, who had been nodding in her sleep up to this point, 
except for a minute or two ata time, when she roused herself to 
scold the locksmith for audaciously taking hold of her to prevent 
her nodding herself out of the chaise, put a restraint upon the 
whispered conversation, and made it difficult of resumption. 
Indeed, before they had gone another mile, Gabriel stopped at his 
wife’s desire, and that good lady protested she would not hear of 
Joe’s going a step further on any account whatever. It was in 
vain for Joe to protest on the other hand that he was by no means 
tired, and would turn back presently, and would see them safely 
past such a point, and so forth. Mrs. Varden was obdurate, and 
being so was not to be overcome by mortal agency. 

“ Good night—if I must say it,” said Joe, sorrowfully. 

“Good night,” said Dolly. She would have added, “Take 
care of that man, and pray don’t trust him,” but he had turned 
his horse’s head, and was standing close to them. She had there- 
fore nothing for it but to suffer Joe to give her hand a gentle 
squeeze, and when the chaise had gone on for some distance, to 
look back and wave it, as he still lingered on the spot where they 
had parted, with the tall dark figure of Hugh beside him. 

What she thought about, going home; and whether the coach- 
maker held as favourable a place in her meditations as he had 
occupied in the morning, is unknown. They reached home at 
last—at last, for it was a long way, made none the shorter by 
Mrs. Varden’s grumbling. Miggs hearing the sound of wheels 
was at the door immediately. 

“Here they are, Simmun! Here they are!” cried Miggs, 
clapping her hands, and issuing forth to help her mistress to alight. 
“ Bring a chair, Simmun. Now, an’t you the better for it, mim ? 
Don’t you feel more yourself than you would have done if you'd 
have stopped at home? Oh, gracious! how cold you are! 
Goodness me, Sir, she’s a perfect heap of ice.” 

“T can’t help it, my good girl. You had better take her in to 
the fire,” said the locksmith. 

“Master sounds unfeeling, mim,” said Miggs, in a tone of 
commiseration, “but such is not his intentions, ’m sure. After 
what he has seen of you this day, I never will believe but that he 
has a deal more affection in his heart than to speak unkind. 
Come in and sit yourself down by the fire; there’s a good dear 
—do,” 

Mrs. Varden complied. The locksmith followed with his 
hands in his pockets, and Mr. Tappertit trundled off with the 
chaise to a neighbouring stable. 


BARNABY RUDGE. 161 


“Martha, my dear,” said the locksmith, when they reached 
the parlour, ‘if yowll look to Dolly yourself, or let somebody 
else do it, perhaps it will be only kind and reasonable. She has 
been frightened, you know, and is not at all well to-night.” 

In fact, Dolly had thrown herself upon the sofa, quite regardless 
of all the little finery of which she had been so proud in the 
morning, and with her face buried in her hands was crying very much. 

At first sight of this phenomenon (for Dolly was by no means 
accustomed to displays of this sort, rather learning from her 
mother’s example to avoid them as much as possible) Mrs. Varden 
expressed her belief that never was any woman so beset as slie ; 
that her life was a continued scene of trial; that whenever she 
was disposed to be well and cheerful, so sure were the people 
around her to throw, by some means or other, a damp upon her 
spirits ; and that, as she had enjoyed herself that day, and Heaven 
knew it was very seldom she did enjoy herself, so she was now to 
pay the penalty. To all such propositions Miggs assented freely. 
Poor Dolly, however, grew none the better for these restoratives, 
but rather worse, indeed ; and seeing that she was really ill, both 
Mrs. Varden and Miggs were moved to compassion, and tended 
her in earnest. 

But even then, their very kindness shaped itself into their usual 
course of policy, and though Dolly was in a swoon, it was rendered 
clear to the meanest capacity, that Mrs. Varden was the sufferer. 
Thus when Dolly began to get a little better, and passed into that 
stage in which matrons hold that remonstrance and argument may 
be successfully applied, her mother represented to her, with tears in 
her eyes, that if she had been flurried and worried that day, she 
must remember it was the common lot of humanity, and in especial 
of womankind, who through the whole of their existence must 
expect no less, and were bound to make up their minds to meek 
endurance and patient resignation. Mrs. Varden entreated her to 
remember that one of these days she would, in all probability, have 
to do violence to her feelings so far as to be married ; and that 
marriage, as she might see every day of her life (and truly she did) 
was a state requiring great fortitude and forbearance. She repre- 
sented to her in lively colours, that if she (Mrs. V.) had not, in 
steering her course through this vale of tears, been supported by a 
strong principle of duty which alone upheld and prevented her from 
drooping, she must have been in her grave many years ago; in 
which case she desired to know what would have become of that 
errant spirit (meaning the locksmith), of whose eye she was the 
very apple, and in whose path she was, as it were, a shining light 
and guiding star ? 

M 
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Miss Miggs also put in her word to the same effect. She said 
that indeed and indeed Miss Dolly might take pattern by her 
blessed mother, who, she always had said, and always would say, 
though she were to be hanged, drawn, and quartered for it next 
minute, was the mildest, amiablest, forgivingest-spirited, longest- 
sufferingest female as ever she could have believed; the mere 
narration of whose excellencies had worked such a wholesome 
change in the mind of her own sister-in-law, that, whereas, before, 
she and her husband lived like cat and dog, and were in the habit of 
exchanging brass candlesticks, pot-lids, flat-irons, and other such 
strong resentments, they were now the happiest and affectionatest 
couple upon earth ; as could be proved any day on application at 
Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the 
right-hand post. After glancing at herself as a comparatively worth- 
less vessel, but still as one of some desert, she besought her to bear 
in mind that her aforesaid dear and only mother was of a weakly con- 
stitution and excitable temperament, who had constantly to sustain 
afflictions in domestic life, compared with which thieves and robbers 
were as nothing, and yet never sank down or gave way to despair 
or wrath, but, in prize-fighting phraseology, always came up to time 
with a cheerful countenance, and went in to win as if nothing had 
happened. When Miggs finished her solo, her mistress struck in 
again, and the two together performed a duet to the same purpose ; 
the burden being, that Mrs. Varden was persecuted perfection, and 
Mr. Varden, as the representative of mankind in that apartment, a 
creature of vicious and brutal habits, utterly insensible to the 
blessings he enjoyed. Of so refined a character, indeed, was their 
talent of assault under the mask of sympathy, that when Dolly, 
recovering, embraced her father tenderly, as in vindication of his 
goodness, Mrs. Varden expressed her solemn hope that this would 
be a-lesson to him for the remainder of his life, and that he would 
do some little justice to a woman’s nature ever afterwards—in 
which aspiration Miss Miggs, by divers sniffs and coughs, more 
significant than the longest oration, expressed her entire concurrence. 

But the great joy of Miggs’s heart was, that she not only picked 
up a full account of what had happened, but had the exquisite 
delight of conveying it to Mr. Tappertit for his jealousy and 
torture. For that gentleman, on account of Dolly’s indisposition, 
had been requested to take his supper in the workshop, and it was 
conveyed thither by Miss Miggs’s own fair hands. 

“Oh Simmun !” said the young lady, “such goings on to-day ! 
Oh, gracious me, Simmun !” 

Mr, Tappertit, who was not in the best of humours, and who 
disliked Miss Miggs more when she laid her hand on her heart and 
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panted for breath than at any other time, as her deficiency of out- 
line was most apparent under such circumstances, eyed her over in 
his loftiest style, and deigned to express no curiosity whatever. 

“T never heard the like, nor nobody else,” pursued Miggs. 
“The idea of interfering with her. What people can see in her to 
make it worth their while to do so, that’s the joke—he, he, he!” 

Finding there was a lady in the case, Mr. Tappertit haughtily 
requested his fair friend to be more explicit, and demanded to 
know what she meant by “her.” 

“Why, that Dolly,” said Miggs, with an extremely sharp 
emphasis on the name. “But, oh upon my word and honour, 
young Joseph Willet is a brave one ; and he do deserve her, that 
he do.” 

“Woman!” said Mr. Tappertit, jumping off the counter on 
which he was seated ; ‘‘ beware!” 

“My stars, Simmun!” cried Miggs, in affected astonishment. 
“You frighten me to death! What’s the matter?” 

“There are strings,” said Mr. Tappertit, flourishing his bread- 
and-cheese knife in the air, ‘‘in the human heart that had better 
not be wibrated. That’s what’s the matter.” 

“Oh, very well—if you're in a huff,” cried Miggs, turning 
away. 

“ Huff or no huff,” said Mr. Tappertit, detaining her by the 
wrist. ‘“ What do you mean, Jezebel? What were you going to 
say? Answer me!” 

Notwithstanding this uncivil exhortation, Miggs gladly did as 
she was required ; and told him how that their young mistress, 
being alone in the meadows after dark, had been attacked by three 
or four tall men, who would have certainly borne her away and 
perhaps murdered her, but for the timely arrival of Joseph Willet, 
who with his own single hand put them all to flight, and rescued 
her; to the lasting admiration of his fellow-creatures generally, 
and to the eternal Jove and gratitude of Dolly Varden. 

“Very good,” said Mr. Tappertit, fetching a long breath when 
the tale was told, and rubbing his hair up till it stood stiff and 
straight on end all over his head. “ His days are numbered.” 

“Oh, Simmun !” 

“T tell you,” said the ’prentice, ‘‘his days are numbered. Leave 
me. Get along with you.” 

Miggs departed at his bidding, but less because of his bidding 
than because she desired to chuckle in secret. When she had given 
vent to her satisfaction, she returned to the parlour; where the 
locksmith, stimulated by quietness and Toby, had become talkative, 
and was disposed to take a cheerful review of the occurrences of 
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the day. But Mrs. Varden, whose practical religion (as is not 
uncommon) was usually of the retrospective order, cut him short 
by declaiming on the sinfulness of such junketings, and holding 
that it was high time to goto bed. To bed therefore she with- 


drew, with an aspect as grim and gloomy as that of the Maypole’s 
own state couch; and to bed the rest of the establishment soon 
afterwards repaired. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-THIRD. 


Twiticut had given place to night some hours, and it was 
high noon in those quarters of the town in which “tbe world” 
condescended to dwell—the world being then, as now, of very 
limited dimensions and easily lodged—when Mr. Chester reclined 
upon a sofa in his dressing-room in the Temple, entertaining him- 
self with a book. 

He was dressing, as it seemed, by easy stages, and having per- 
formed half the journey was taking a long rest. Completely 
attired as to his legs and feet in the trimmest fashion of the day, 
he had yet the remainder of his toilet to perform, The coat was 
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stretched, like a refined scarecrow, on its separate horse; the 
waistcoat was displayed to the best advantage; the various 
ornamental articles of dress were severally set out in most alluring 
order ; and yet he lay dangling his legs between the sofa and the 
ground, as intent upon his book as if there were nothing but bed 
before him. 

“Upon my honour,” he said, at length raising his eyes to the 
ceiling with the air of a man who was reflecting seriously on what 
he had read ; “upon my honour, the most masterly composition, 
the most delicate thoughts, the finest code of morality, and the 
most gentlemanly sentiments in the universe! Ah Ned, Ned, if 
you would but form your mind by such precepts, we should have 
but one common feeling on every subject that could possibly arise 
between us !” 

This apostrophe was addressed, like the rest of his remarks, to 
empty air: for Edward was not present, and the father was quite 
alone. 

‘My Lord Chesterfield,” he said, pressing his hand tenderly 
upon the book as he laid it down, ‘‘if I could but have profited 
by your genius soon enough to have formed my son on the model 
you have left to all wise fathers, both he and I would have been 
rich men. Shakspeare was undoubtedly very fine in his way ; 
Milton good, though prosy ; Lord Bacon deep, and decidedly know- 
ing; but the writer who should be his country’s pride, is my Lord 
Chesterfield.” 

He became thoughtful again, and the toothpick was in requisition. 

*“T thought I was tolerably accomplished as a- man of the 
world,” he continued, “I flattered myself that I was pretty well 
versed in all those little arts and graces which distinguish men of 
the world from boors and peasants, and separate their character 
from those intensely vulgar sentiments which are called the 
national character. Apart from any natural prepossession in my 
own fayour, I believed I was. Still, in every page of this en- 
lightened writer, I find some captivating hypocrisy which has 
never occurred to me before, or some superlative piece of selfishness 
to which I was utterly a stranger. I should quite blush for 
myself before this stupendous creature, if, remembering his precepts, 
one might blush at anything. An amazing man! a nobleman 
indeed! any King or Queen may make a Lord, but only the Devil 
himself—and the Graces—can make a Chesterfield.” 

Men who are thoroughly false and hollow, seldom try to hide 
those vices from themselves ; and yet in the very act of avowing 
them, they lay claim to the virtues they feign most to despise. 
“For,” say they, “this is honesty, this is truth, All mankind 
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are like us, but they have not the candour to avow it.” The 
more they affect to deny the existence of any sincerity in the 
world, the more they would be thought to possess it in its boldest 
shape; and this is an unconscious compliment to Truth on the 
part of these philosophers, which will turn the laugh against them 
to the Day of Judgment. 

Mr. Chester, having extolled his favourite author as above 
recited, took up the book again in the excess of his admiration and 
was composing himself for a further perusal of its sublime morality, 
when he was disturbed by a noise at the outer door; occasioned 
as it seemed by the endeavours of his servant to obstruct the 
entrance of some unwelcome visitor. 

“A late hour for an importunate creditor,” he said, raising his 
eyebrows with as indolent an expression of wonder as if the noise 
were in the street, and one with which he had not the smallest 
personal concern. ‘Much after their accustomed time. The 
usual pretence I suppose. No doubt a heavy payment to make 
up to-morrow. Poor fellow, he loses time, and time is money as 
the good proverb says—I never found it out though. Well. 
What now? You know I am not at home.” 

“A man, Sir,” replied the servant, who was to the full as cool 
and negligent in his way as his master, ‘‘has brought home the 
riding-whip you lost the other day. I told him you were out, but 
he said he was to wait while I brought it in, and wouldn’t go till 
I did.” 

‘‘He was quite right,” returned his master, ‘and you're a 
blockhead, possessing no judgment or discretion whatever. ‘Tell 
him to come in, and see that he rubs his shoes for exactly five 
minutes first.” 

The man laid the whip on a chair, and withdrew. The master, 
who had only heard his foot upon the ground and had not taken 
the trouble to turn round and look at him, shut his book, and 
pursued the train of ideas his entrance had disturbed. 

“Tf time were money,” he said, handling his snufi-box, “I 
would compound with my creditors, and give them—let me see— 
how much a day? There’s my nap after dinner—an hour—they’re 
extremely welcome to that, and to make the most of it. In the 
morning, between my breakfast and the paper, I could spare them 
another hour; in the evening before dinner, say another. Three 
hours a day. They might pay themselves in calls, with interest, 
in twelve months. I think I shall propose it to them. Ah, my 
centaur, are you there ?” 

“Here I am,” replied Hugh, striding in, followed by a dog, as 
rough and sullen as himself; “and trouble enough I’ve had to get 
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here. What do you ask me to come for, and keep me out when I 
do come ?” 

“My good fellow,” returned the other, raising his head a little 
from the cushion and carelessly surveying him from top to toe, “I 
am delighted to see you, and to have, in your being here, the very 
best proof that you are not kept out. How are you?” 

“Tm well enough,” said Hugh impatiently. 

“You look a perfect marvel of health. Sit down.” 

“Td rather stand,” said Hugh. 

‘Please yourself, my good fellow,” returned Mr. Chester rising, 
slowly pulling off the loose robe he wore, and sitting down before 
the dressing-glass. ‘‘ Please yourself by all means.” 

Having said this in the politest and blandest tone possible, he 
went on dressing, and took no further notice of his guest, who 
stood in the same spot as uncertain what to do next, eyeing him 
sulkily from time to time. 

** Are you going to speak to me, master?” he said, after a long 
silence. 

“My worthy creature,” returned Mr. Chester, “you are a little 
ruffed and out of humour. I'll wait till yow’re quite yourself 
again. Iam in no hurry.” 

This behaviour had its intended effect. It humbled and 
abashed the man, and made him still more irresolute and uncertain. 
Hard words he could have returned, violence he would have 
repaid with interest; but this cool, complacent, contemptuous, 
self-possessed reception, caused him to feel his inferiority more 
completely than the most elaborate arguments. Everything con- 
tributed to this effect. His own rough spcech, contrasted with 
the soft persuasive accents of the other; his rude bearing, and Mr. 
Chester’s polished manner; the disorder and negligence of his 
ragged dress, and the elegant attire he saw before him ; with all 
the unaccustomed luxuries and comforts of the room, and the 
silence that gave him leisure to observe these things, and feel how 
ill at ease they made him; all these influences, which have too 
often some effect on tutored minds and become of almost resistless 
power when brought to bear on such a mind as his, quelled Hugh 
completely. He moved by little and little nearer to Mr. Chester’s 
chair, and glancing over his shoulder at the reflection of his face 
in the glass, as if seeking for some encouragement in its expression, 
said at length, with a rough attempt at conciliation, 

“ Are you going to speak to me, master, or am I to go away?” 

“Speak you,” said Mr. Chester, “speak you, good fellow. I 
have spoken, have I not? I am waiting for you.” 

“Why, look’ee, Sir,” returned Hugh with increased embarrass- 
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ment, “am I the man that you privately left your whip with 
before you rode away from the Maypole, and told to bring it back 
whenever he might want to see you on a certain subject 1” 

“No doubt the same, or you have a twin brother,” said Mr. 
Chester, glancing at the reflection of his anxious face ; “ which is 
not probable, I should say.” . 

“Then I have come, Sir,” said Hugh, “and I have brought it 
back, and something else along with it. A letter, Sir, it is, that 
I took from the person who had charge of it.” As he spoke, he 
laid upon the dressing-table, Dolly’s lost epistle. The very letter 
that had cost her so much trouble. 

“Did you obtain this by force, my good fellow?” said Mr. 
Chester, casting his eye upon it without the least perceptible 
surprise or pleasure. 

“ Not quite,” said Hugh. “Partly.” 

“ Who was the messenger from whom you took it?” 

“ A woman. One Varden’s daughter.” 

“Oh indeed!” said Mr. Chester gaily. ‘What else did you 
take from her?” 

‘“* What else?” 

“Yes,” said the other, in a drawling manner, for he was fixing 
a very small patch of sticking-plaster on a very small pimple near 
the corner of his mouth. ‘‘ What else?” 

*‘ Well—a kiss,” replied Hugh, after some hesitation. 

“ And what else?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“T think,” said Mr. Chester, in the same easy tone, and smiling 
twice or thrice to try if the patch adhered—‘“I think there was 
something else. I have heard a trifle of jewellery spoken of—a 
mere trifle—a thing of such little value, indeed, that you may have 
forgotten it. Do you remember anything of the kind—such as a 
bracelet now, for instance ?” 

Hugh with a muttered oath thrust his hand into his breast, and 
drawing the bracelet forth, wrapped in a scrap of hay, was about 
to lay it on the table likewise, when his patron stopped his hand 
and bade him put it up again. 

“You took that for yourself, my excellent friend,” he said, “and 
may keep it. I am neither a thief, nor a receiver. Don’t show it 
tome. You had better hide it again, and lose no time. Don’t let 
me see where you put it either,” he added, turning away his head. 

“You're not a receiver!” said Hugh bluntly, despite the in- 
creasing awe in which he held him. ‘What do you call that, 
master?” striking the letter with his heavy hand. 

“T call that quite another thing,” said Mr. Chester coolly. “I 
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shall prove it presently, as you will see. You are thirsty, I 
suppose ?” 

Hugh drew his sleeve across his lips, and gruffly answered yes. 

“Step to that closet, and bring me a bottle you will see there, 
and a glass.” 

He obeyed. His patron followed him with his eyes, and when 
his back was turned, smiled as he had never done when he stood 
beside the mirror. On his return he filled the glass, and bade him 
drink. That dram despatched, he poured him out another, and 
another. 

“How many can you bear?” he said, filling the glass again. 


‘As many as you like to give me. Pouron. Fill high. | A 
bumper with a bead in the middle! Give me enough of this,” he 
added, as he tossed it down his hairy throat, “and I'll do murder 
if you ask me!” ; 

“Ag I don’t mean to ask you, and you might possibly do it 
without being invited if you went on much further,” said Mr. 
Chester with great composure, “we will stop, if agreeable to you 
my good friend, at the next glass.—You were drinking before you 

» 
tek eave am when I can get it,” cried Hugh boisterously, 
waving the empty glass above his head, and throwing himself into 
a rude dancing attitude. “I always am. Why not? Ha haha! 
What’s so good to me as this? What ever has been? What else 
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has kept away the cold on bitter nights, and driven hunger off in 
starving times? What else has given me the strength and courage 
of a man, when men would have left me to die, a puny child? I 
should never have had a man’s heart but for this. I should have 
died in a ditch. Where’s he who when I was a weak and sickly 
wretch, with trembling legs and fading sight, bade me cheer up, 
as this did? I never knew him; not I. I drink to the drink, 
master. Ha ha ha!” 

“ You are an exceedingly cheerful young man,” said Mr. Chester, 
putting on his cravat with great deliberation, and slightly moving 
his head from side to side to settle his chin in its proper place. 
“Quite a boon companion.” 

“Do you see this hand, master,” said Hugh, ‘‘and this arm ?” 
baring the brawny limb to the elbow. ‘It was once mere skin 
and bone, and would have been dust in some poor churchyard by 
this time, but for the drink.” 

** You may cover it,” said Mr. Chester, “it’s sufficiently real in 
your sleeve.” 

“T should never have been spirited up to take a kiss from the 
proud little beauty, master, but for the drink,” cried Hugh. “Ha 
ha ha! It was a good one. As sweet as honey-suckle I warrant 
you. I thank the drink for it. I drink to the drink again, 
master. Fill me one more. Come. One more!” 

“You are such a promising fellow,” said his patron, putting on 
his waistcoat with great nicety, and taking no heed of this request, 
“that [ must caution you against having too many impulses from 
the drink, and getting hung before your time. What’s your age?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“At any rate,” said Mr. Chester, “you are young enough to 
escape What I may call a natural death for some years to come. 
How.can you trust yourself in my hands on so short an acquaint- 
ance, with a halter round your neck. What a confiding nature 
yours must be!” 

Hugh fell back a pace or two and surveyed him with a look of 
mingled terror, indignation, and surprise. Regarding himself in 
the glass with the same complacency as before, and speaking as 
smoothly as if he were discussing some pleasant chit-chat of the 
town, his patron went on: 

‘Robbery on the king’s highway, my young friend, is a very 
dangerous and ticklish occupation. It is pleasant, I have no 
doubt, while it lasts; but like many other pleasures in this 
transitory world, it seldom lasts long. And really if, in the 
ingenuousness of youth, you open your heart so readily on the 
subject, I am afraid your career will be an extremely short one.” 


a 
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“ How’s this?” said Hugh. ‘What do you talk of, master ? 
Who was it set me on?” 

“Who?” said Mr. Chester, wheeling sharply round, and look- 
ing full at him for the first time. “I didn’t hear you. Who 
was it?” 

Hugh faltered, and muttered something which was not audible. 

“Who was it? Iam curious to know,” said Mr. Chester, with 
surpassing affability. “Some rustic beauty perhaps? But be 
cautious, my good friend. They are not always to be trusted. 
Do take my advice now, and be careful of yourself.” With these 
words he turned to the glass again, and went on with his toilet. 

Hugh would have answered him that he, the questioner himself, 
had set him on, but the words stuck in his throat. The con- 
summate art with which his patron had led him to this point, and 
managed the whole conversation, perfectly baffled him. He did 
not doubt that if he had made the retort which was on his lips 
when Mr. Chester turned round and questioned him so keenly, he 
would straightway have given him into custody and had him 
dragged before a justice with the stolen property upon him; in 
which case it was as certain he would have been hung as it was 
that he had been born, The ascendency which it was the purpose 
of the man of the world to establish over this savage instrument, 
was gained from that time. Hugh’s submission was complete. 
He dreaded him beyond description ; and felt that accident and 
artifice had spun a web about him, which at a touch from such a 
master-hand as his, would bind him to the gallows. 

With these thoughts passing through his mind, and yet wonder- 
ing at the very same time how he who came there rioting in the 
confidence of this man (as he thought), should be so soon and so 
thoroughly subdued, Hugh stood cowering before him, regarding 
him uneasily from time to time, while he finished dressing. When 
he had done so, he took up the letter, broke the seal, and throwing 
himself back in his chair, read it leisurely through. 

“Very neatly worded upon my life! Quite a woman’s letter, 
full of what people call tenderness, and disinterestedness, and 
heart, and all that sort of thing!” 

As he spoke, he twisted it up, and glancing lazily round at 
Hugh as though he would say “You see this?” held it in the 
flame of the candle. When it was in a full blaze, he tossed it into 
the grate, and there it smouldered away. 

“Tt was directed to my son,” he said, turning to Hugh, ‘and 
you did quite right to bring it here. I opened it on my own 
responsibility, and you see what I have done with it. Take this, 
for your trouble.” 
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Hugh stepped forward to receive the piece of money he held out 
to him. As he put it in his hand, he added: 

“Tf you should happen to find anything else of this sort, or to 
pick up any kind of information you may think I would like to 
have, bring it here will you, my good fellow ?” 

This was said with a smile which implied—or Hugh thought 
it did—“ fail to do so at your peril!” He answered that he 
would. 

“ And don’t,” said his patron, with an air of the very kindest 
patronage, “don’t be at all downcast or uneasy respecting that 
little rashness we have been speaking of. Your neck is as safe in 
my hands, my good fellow, as though a baby’s fingers clasped it, 
I assure you.—Take another glass. You are quieter now.” 

Hugh accepted it from his hand, and looking stealthily at his 
smiling face, drank the contents in silence. 

“Don’t you—ha, ha !—don’t you drink to the drink any more?” 
said Mr. Chester, in his most winning manner. 

“To you, Sir,” was the sullen answer, with something approach- 
ing toa bow. “TI drink to you.” 

“Thank you. God bless you. By the bye, what is your name, 
my good soul? You are called Hugh, I know, of course—your 
other name ?” 

‘“*T have no other name.” 

‘““A very strange fellow! Do you mean that you never knew 
one, or that you don’t choose to tell it? Which?” 

“Vd tell it if I could,” said Hugh, quickly. ‘“Ican’t. Ihave 
been always called Hugh ; nothing more. I never knew, nor saw, 
nor thought about a father; and I was a boy of six—that’s not 
very old—when they hung my mother up at Tyburn for a couple 
of thousand men to stare at. They might have let her live. She 
was poor enough.” 

“How very sad!” exclaimed his patron, with a condescending 
smile. ‘I have no doubt she was an exceedingly fine woman.” 

“You see that dog of mine?” said Hugh, abruptly. 

“Faithful, I dare say?” rejoined his patron, looking at him 
through his glass; “and immensely clever? Virtuous and gifted 
animals, whether man or beast, always are so very hideous.” 

‘Such a dog as that, and one of the same breed, was the only 
living thing except me that howled that day,” said Hugh. “Out 
of the two thousand odd—there was a larger crowd for its being a 
woman—the dog and I alone had any pity. If he’d have been a 
man, he’d have been glad to be quit of her, for she had been forced 
to keep him lean and half-starved ; but being a dog, and not 
having a man’s sense, he was sorry.” 
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“Tt was dull of the brute, certainly,” said Mr. Chester, “and 
very like a brute.” 

Hugh made no rejoinder, but whistling to his dog, who sprang 
up at the sound and came jumping and sporting about him, bade 
his sympathising friend good night. 

“Good night,” he returned. ‘Remember; you’re safe with 
me—dquite safe. So long as you deserve it, my good fellow, as I 
hope you always will, you have a friend in me, on whose silence 
you may rely. Now do be careful of yourself, pray do, and 
consider what jeopardy you might have stood in. Good night! 
bless you!” 


Bien we eae aces) aN pa mS 


Hugh truckled before the hidden meaning of these words as 
much as such a being could, and crept out of the door so submis- 
sively and subserviently—with an air, in short, so different from 
that with which he had entered—that his patron on being left 
alone, smiled more than ever. ; 

“And yet,” he said, as he took a pinch of snuff, “I do not like 
their having hanged his mother. The fellow has a fine eye, and I 
am sure she was handsome. But very probably she was coarse— 
red-nosed perhaps, and had clumsy feet. Ay. It was all for the 
best, no doubt.” ; 

With this comforting reflection, he put on his coat, took a 
farewell glance at the glass, and summoned his man, who promptly 
attended, followed by a chair and its two bearers. 
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“Boh!” said Mr. Chester. “The very atmosphere that 
centaur has breathed, seems tainted with the cart and ladder. 
Here, Peak. Bring some scent and sprinkle the floor; and take 
away the chair he sat upon, and air it; and dash a little of that 
mixture upon me. I am stifled!” 

The man obeyed; and the room and its master being both 
purified, nothing remained for Mr. Chester but to demand his hat, 
to fold it jauntily under his arm, to take his seat in the chair and 
be carried off ; humming a fashionable tune. 


CHAPTER THE-TWENTY-YOURTE: 


How the accomplished gentleman spent the evening in the 
midst of a dazzling and brilliant circle ; how he enchanted all those 
with whom he mingled by the grace of his deportment, the politeness 
of his manner, the vivacity of his conversation, and the sweetness 
of his voice; how it was observed in every corner, that Chester 
was a man of that happy disposition that nothing ruffled him, that 
he was one on whom the world’s cares and errors sat lightly as his 
dress, and in whose smiling face a calm and tranquil mind was con- 
stantly reflected ; how honest men, who by instinct knew him better, 
bowed down before him nevertheless, deferred to his every word, and 
courted his favourable notice ; how people, who really had good in 
them, went with the stream, and fawned and flattered, and approved, 
and despised themselves while they did so, and yet had not the 
courage to resist; how, in short, he was one of those who are 
received and cherished in society (as the phrase is) by scores who 
individually would shrink from and be repelled by the object of 
their lavish regard ; are things of course, which will suggest them- 
selves. Matter so common-place needs but a passing glance, and 
there an end. 

The despisers of mankind—apart from the mere fools and 
mimics of that creed—are of two sorts. They who believe their 
merit neglected and unappreciated, make up one class; they who 
receive adulation and flattery, knowing their own worthlessness, 
compose the other. Be sure that the coldest-hearted misanthropes 
are ever of this last order. 

Mr. Chester sat up in bed next morning, sipping his coffee, and 
remembering with a kind of contemptuous satisfaction how he had 
shone last night, and how he had been caressed and courted, when 
his servant brought in a very small scrap of dirty paper, tightly 
sealed in two places, on the inside whereof was inscribed in pretty 
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large text these words. ‘A friend. Desiring of a conference. 
Immediate. Private. Burn it when you’ve read it.” 

“Where in the name of the Gunpowder Plot did you pick up 
this ?” said his master, 

It was given him by a person then waiting at the door, the 
man replied. 

“With a cloak and dagger?” said Mr. Chester. 

With nothing more threatening about him, it appeared, than a 
leather apron and a dirty face. ‘Let him come in.’ In he came 
—Mr. Tappertit ; with his hair still on end, and a great lock in 
his hand, which he put down on the floor in the middle of the 
chamber as if he were about to go through some performances in 
which it was a necessary agent. 

“Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit with a low bow, ‘‘I thank you for 
this condescension, and am glad to see you. Pardon the menial 
office in which I am engaged Sir, and extend your sympathies to 
one, who, humble as his appearance is, has inn’ard workings far 
above his station.” 

Mr. Chester held the bed-curtain farther back, and looked at 
him with a vague impression that he was some maniac, who had 
not only broken open the door of his place of confinement, but had 
brought away the lock. Mr. Tappertit bowed again, and displayed 
his legs to the best advantage. 

“You have heard Sir, ” said Mr. Tappertit, laying his hand 
upon his breast, ‘of G. "Varden locksmith and bell-hanger and 
repairs neatly executed in town and country, Clerkenwell, London 1? 

“What then ?” asked Mr. Chester. 

“T’m his ’prentice, Sir.” 

“ What then ?” 

“ Ahem!” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘ Would you permit me to shut 
the door, Sir, and will you further, Sir, give me your honour bright, 
that what passes between us is in the strictest confidence ?” 

Mr. Chester laid himself calmly down in bed again, and turning 
a perfectly undisturbed face towards the strange apparition, which 
had by this time closed the door, begged him to speak out, and to 
be as rational as he could, without putting himself to any very 
great personal inconvenience. 

“Tn the first place, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, producing a small 
pocket-handkerchief, and. shaking it out of the folds, “as I have 
not a card about me (for the envy of masters debases us below 
that level) allow me to offer the best substitute that circumstances 
will admit of. If you will take that in your own hand, Sir, and cast 
your eye on the right-hand corner,” said Mr. Tappertit, offering it 
with a graceful air, “you will meet with my credentials.” 
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“Thank you,” answered Mr. Chester, politely accepting it, and 
turning to some blood-red characters at one end, ‘Four. Simon 
Tappertit. One.’ Is that the ie 

“Without the numbers, Sir, that is my name,” replied the 
’prentice. ‘They are merely intended as directions to the washer- 
woman, and have no connexion with myself or family. Your 
name, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, looking very hard at his nightcap, 
‘ig Chester, I suppose? You needn’t pull it off, Sir, thank you. 
I observe E. C. from here. We will take the rest for granted.” 

“Pray, Mr. Tappertit,” said Mr. Chester, “has that complicated 
piece of ironmongery which you have done me the favour to bring 
with you, any immediate connexion with the business we are to 
discuss ?” 

“Tt has not, Sir,” rejoined the ’prentice. ‘It’s going to be 
fitted on a ware’us-door in Thames Street.” 

“Perhaps, as that is the case,” said Mr. Chester, “cand as it 
has a stronger flavour of oil than I usually refresh my bedroom 
with, you will oblige me so far as to put it outside the door?” 

*“ By all means, Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit, suiting the action to 
the word. 

“Youll excuse my mentioning it, I hope?” 

“Don’t apologise, Sir, I beg. And now, if you please, to 
business.” 

During the whole of this dialogue, Mr. Chester had suffered 
nothing but his smile of unvarying serenity and politeness to appear 
upon his face. Sim Tappertit, who had far too good an opinion of 
himself to suspect that anybody could be playing upon him, thought 
within himself that this was something like the respect to which 
he was entitled, and drew a comparison from this courteous 
demeanour of a stranger, by no means favourable to the worthy 
locksmith. 

‘From what passes in our house,” said Mr. Tappertit, ‘I am 
aware, Sir, that your son keeps company with a young lady against 
your inclinations. Sir, your son has not used me well.” 

“Mr. Tappertit,’ said the other, ‘‘you grieve me beyond 
description.” 

“Thank you, Sir,” replied the ’prentice. ‘I’m glad to hear 
you say so. He’s very proud, Sir, is your son; very haughty.” 

“Tm afraid he 2s haughty,” said Mr. Chester. ‘Do you know 
T was really afraid of that before ; and you confirm me.” 

“To recount the menial offices I’ve had to do for your son, 
Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit ; “the chairs ’ve had to hand him, the 
coaches Pve had to call for him, the numerous degrading duties, 
wholly unconnected with my indenters, that I’ve had to do for him, 
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would fill a family Bible. Besides which, Sir, he is but a young 
man himself, and I do not consider ‘thank’ee Sim,’ a proper form 
of address on those occasions.” 

“Mr, Tappertit, your wisdom is beyond your years. Pray 
go on.” 

“JT thank you for your good opinion, Sir,” said Sim, much 
gratified, “and will endeavour so todo. Now Sir, on this account 
(and perhaps for another reason or two which I needn’t go into) I 
am on your side. And what I tell you is this—that as long as our 
people go backwards and forwards, to and fro, up and down, to that 
there jolly old Maypole, lettering, and messaging, and fetching and 
carrying, you couldn’t help your son keeping company with that 
young lady by deputy,—not if he was minded night and day by all 
the Horse Guards, and every man of ’em in the very fullest uniform.” 

Mr. Tappertit stopped to take breath after this, and then 
started fresh again. 

Now, Sir, I am a coming to the point. You will inquire of 
me, ‘how is this to be prevented?’ I'll tell you how. If an 
honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you—” 

“Mr. Tappertit—really—” 

“No, no, ’m serious,” rejoined the ’prentice, “‘ I am, upon my 
soul. If an honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you, was to talk 
but ten minutes to our old woman—that’s Mrs. Varden—and 
flatter her up a bit, you’d gain her over for ever. Then there’s 
this point got—that her daughter Dolly,”—here a flush came over 
Mr. Tappertit’s face—“wouldn’t be allowed to be a go-between 
from that time forward ; and till that point’s got, there’s nothing 
ever will prevent her. Mind that.” 

“Mr. Tappertit, your knowledge of human nature—” 

“Wait a minute,” said Sim, folding his arms with a dreadful 
calmness. ‘‘ Now I come to THE point. Sir, there is a villain at 
that Maypole, a monster in human shape, a vagabond of the 
deepest dye, that unless you get rid of, and have kidnapped and 
carried off at the very least—nothing less will do—will marry 
your son to that young woman, as certainly and surely as if he 
was the Archbishop of Canterbury himself. He will, Sir, for the 
hatred and malice that he bears to you; let alone the pleasure of 
doing a bad action, which to him is its own reward. If you knew 
how this chap, this Joseph Willet—that’s his name—comes back- 
wards and forwards to our house, libelling, and denouncing, and 
threatening you, and how I shudder when I hear him, you’d hate 
him worse than J do,—worse than I do Sir,” said Mr. Tappertit 
wildly, putting his hair up straighter, and making a crunching 
noise with his teeth; “if sich a thing is possible.” 
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‘A little private vengeance in this, Mr. Tappertit ?” 

“ Private vengeance, Sir, or public sentiment, or both combined 
—destroy him,” said Mr. Tappertit. “ Miggs says so too. Miggs 
and me both say so. We can’t bear the plotting and undermining 
that takes place. Our souls recoil from it. Barnaby Rudge and 
Mrs. Rudge are in it likewise ; but the villain, Joseph Willet, is 
the ringleader. Their plottings and schemes are known to me and 
Miggs. If you want information of ’em, apply to us. Put Joseph 
Willet down, Sir. Destroy him. Crush him. And be happy.” 

With these words, Mr. Tappertit, who seemed to expect no 
reply, and to hold it as a necessary consequence of his eloquence 
that his hearer should be utterly stunned, dumb-foundered, and 
overwhelmed, folded his arms so that the palm of each hand rested 
on the opposite shoulder, and disappeared after the manner of 
those mysterious warners of whom he had read in cheap story- 
books. 

“That fellow,” said Mr. Chester, relaxing his face when he was 
fairly gone, “is good practice. I have some command of my 
features, beyond all doubt. He fully confirms what I suspected, 
though ; and blunt tools are sometimes found of use, where 
sharper instruments would fail. I fear I may be obliged to 
make great havoc among these worthy people. A troublesome 
necessity ! I quite feel for them.” 

With that he fell into a quiet slumber :—subsided into such 
a gentle, pleasant sleep, that it was quite infantine. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIFTH. 


LwAvina the favoured, and well-received, and flattered of the 
world ; him of the world most worldly, who never compromised 
himself by an ungentlemanly action and was never guilty of a 
manly one; to lie smilingly asleep—for even sleep, working but 
little change in his dissembling face, became with him a piece of 
cold, conventional hypocrisy—we follow in the steps of two slow 
travellers on foot, making towards Chigwell. 

Barnaby and his mother. Grip in their company, of course. 

The widow, to whom each painful mile seemed longer than the 
last, toiled wearily along; while Barnaby, yielding to every in- 
constant impulse, fluttered here and there, now leaving her far 
behind, now lingering far behind himself, now darting into some 
by-lane or path and leaving her to pursue her way alone, until he 
stealthily emerged again and came upon her with a wild shout of 
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merriment, as his wayward and capricious nature prompted. Now 
he would call to her from the topmost branch of some high tree 
by the roadside; now using his tall staff as a leaping-pole, come 
flying over ditch or hedge or five-barred gate ; now run with surpris- 
ing swiftness for a mile or more on the straight road, and halting, 
sport upon a patch of grass with Grip till she came up. These 
were his delights; and when his patient mother heard his merry 
voice, or looked into his flushed and healthy face, she would not 
have abated them by one sad word or murmur, though each had 
been to her a source of suffering in the same degree as it was to 
him of pleasure. 

It is something to look upon enjoyment, so that it be free and 
wild and in the face of nature, though it is but the enjoyment of 
an idiot. It is something to know that Heaven has felt the 
capacity of gladness in such a creature’s breast ; it is something to 
be assured that, however lightly men may crush that faculty in 
their fellows, the Great Creator of mankind imparts it even to his 
despised and slighted work. Who would not rather see a poor 
idiot happy in the sunlight, than a wise man pining in a darkened 
jail ! 

Ye men of gloom and austerity, who paint the face of Infinite 
Benevolence with an eternal frown; read in the Everlasting Book, 
wide open to your view, the lesson it would teach. Its pictures 
are not in black and sombre hues, but bright and glowing tints ; 
its music—save when ye drown it—is not in sighs and groans, 
but songs and cheerful sounds. Listen to the million voices in 
the summer air, and find one dismal as your own. Remember, if 
ye can, the sense of hope and pleasure which every glad return of 
day awakens in the breast of all your kind who have not changed 
their nature ; and learn some wisdom even from the witless, when 
their hearts are lifted up they know not why, by all the mirth and 
happiness it brings. 

The widow’s breast was full of care, was laden heavily with secret 
dread and sorrow; but her boy’s gaiety of heart gladdened her 
and beguiled the long journey. Sometimes he would bid her lean 
upon his arm, and would keep beside her steadily for a short 
distance ; but it was more his nature to be rambling to and fro, 
and she better liked to see him free and happy, even than to have 
him near her, because she loved him better than herself. 

She had quitted the place to which they were travelling, directly 
after the event which had changed her whole existence ; and for two- 
and-twenty years had never had courage to revisit it. It was her 
native village. How many recollections crowded on her mind 
when it appeared in sight ! 
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Two-and-twenty years. Her boy’s whole life and history. The 
last time she looked back upon those roofs among the trees, she 
carried him in her arms, an infant. How often since that time 
had she sat beside him night and day, watching for the dawn of 
mind that never came; how had she feared, and doubted, and yet 
hoped, long after conviction forced itself upon her! The little 
stratagems she had devised to try him, the little tokens he had 
given in his childish way—not of dulness but of something 
infinitely worse, so ghastly and unchild-like in its cunning—came 
back as vividly as if but yesterday had intervened. The room in 
which they used to be; the spot in which his cradle stood; he, 
old and elfin-like in face, but ever dear to her, gazing at her with 
a wild and vacant eye, and crooning some uncouth song as she sat 
by and rocked him; every circumstance of his infancy came 
thronging back, and the most trivial, perhaps, the most distinctly. 

His older childhood, too ; the strange imaginings he had; his 
terror of certain senseless things—familiar objects he endowed 
with life ; the slow and gradual breaking out of that one horror, 
in which, before his birth, his darkened intellect began; how, in 
the midst of all, she had found some hope and comfort in his 
being unlike another child, and had gone on almost believing in 
the slow development of his mind until he grew a man, and then 
his childhood was complete and lasting; one after another, all 
these old thoughts sprang up within her, strong after their long 
slumber and bitterer than ever. 

She took his arm and they hurried through the village street. 
It was the same as it was wont to be in old times, yet different 
too, and wore another air. The change was in herself, not it; 
but she never thought of that, and wondered at its alteration, and 
where it lay, and what it was. 

The people all knew Barnaby, and the children of the place 
came flocking round him—as she remembered to have done with 
their fathers and mothers round some silly beggarman, when a 
child herself. None of them knew her; they passed each well- 
remembered house, and yard, and homestead ; and striking into 
the fields, were soon alone again. 

The Warren was the end of their journey. Mr. Haredale was 
walking in the garden, and seeing them as they passed the iron 
gate, unlocked it, and bade them enter that way. 

“At length you have mustered heart to visit the old place,” he 
said to the widow. “I am glad you have.” 

“For the first time, and the last, Sir,” she replied. 

“The first for many years, but not the last ?” 

“The very last.” 
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“You mean,” said Mr, Haredale, regarding her with some 
surprise, ‘‘ that having made this effort, you are resolved not to 
persevere and are determined to relapse? This is unworthy of 
you. I have often told you, you should return here. You would 
be happier here than elsewhere, I know. As to Barnaby, it’s 
quite his home.” 

“And Grip’s,” said Barnaby, holding the basket open. The 
raven hopped gravely out, and perching on his shoulder and 
addressing himself to Mr. Haredale, cried—as a hint, perhaps, 
that some temperate refreshment would be acceptable—“ Polly put 
the ket-tle on, we'll all have tea!” 

“Hear me, Mary,” said Mr. Haredale kindly, as he motioned 
her to walk with him towards the house. ‘‘ Your life has been 
an example of patience and fortitude, except in this one particular 
which has often given me great pain. It is enough to know that 
you were cruelly involved in the calamity which deprived me of 
an only brother, and Emma of her father, without being obliged 
to suppose (as I sometimes am) that you associate us with the 
author of our joint misfortunes.” 

** Associate you with him, Sir!” she cried. 

“‘ Indeed,” said Mr. Haredale, “I think you do. I almost 
believe that because your husband was bound by so many ties to 
our relation, and died in his service and defence, you have come in 
some sort to connect us with his murder.” 

“ Alas!” she answered. ‘‘You little know my heart, Sir, 
You little know the truth !” 

“Tt is natural you should do so; it is very probable you may, 
without being conscious of it,” said Mr. Haredale, speaking more 
to himself than her. ‘“‘ We are a fallen house. Money, dispensed 
with the most lavish hand, would be a poor recompense for suffer- 
ings like yours ; and thinly scattered by hands so pinched and tied 
as ours, it becomes a miserable mockery. I feel it so, God knows,” 
he added, hastily. ‘‘ Why should I wonder if she does !” 

“You do me wrong, dear Sir, indeed,” she rejoined with great 
earnestness ; “and yet when you come to hear what I desire your 
leave to say—” 

“T ghall find my doubts confirmed?” he said, observing that 
she faltered and became confused. ‘‘ Well!” 

He quickened his pace for a few steps, but fell back again to 
her side, and said: 

“ And have you come all this way at last, solely to speak to 
me?” 

She answered, “ Yes.” 

“A curse,” he muttered, “upon the wretched state of us proud 
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beggars, from whom the poor and rich are equally at a distance ; 
the one being forced to treat us with a show of cold respect ; the 
other condescending to us in their every deed and word, and keep- 
ing more aloof, the nearer they approach us.—Why, if it were 
pain to you (as it must have been) to break for this slight purpose 
the chain of habit forged through two-and-twenty years, could you 
not let me know your wish, and beg me to come to you!” 

“There was not time, Sir,” she rejoined. ‘I took my resolu- 
tion but last night, and taking it, felt that I must not lose a day 
—a day ! an hour—in having speech with you.” 

They had by this time reached the house. Mr. Haredale 
paused for a moment, and looked at her as if surprised by the 
energy of her manner. Observing, however, that she took no heed 
of him, but glanced up, shuddering, at the old walls with which 
such horrors were connected in her mind, he led her by a private 
stair into his library, where Emma was seated in a window, 
reading. 

The young lady, seeing who approached, hastily rose and laid 
aside her book, and with many kind words, and not without tears, 
gave her a warm and earnest welcome. But the widow shrank 
from her embrace as though she feared her, and sank down 
trembling on a chair, 

“Tt is the return to this place after so long an absence,” said 
Emma, gently. ‘Pray ring, dear uncle—or stay—Barnaby will 
run himself and ask for wine—” 

“Not for the world,” she cried. ‘It would have another 
taste—I could not touch it. I want but a minute’s rest. Nothing 
but that.” 

Miss Haredale stood beside her chair, regarding her with silent 
pity. She remained for a little time quite still; then rose and 
turned to Mr. Haredale,who had sat down in his easy-chair, and 
was contemplating her with fixed attention. 

The tale connected with the mansion borne in mind, it seemed, 
as has been already said, the chosen theatre for such a deed as it 
had known, The room in which this group were now assembled 
—hard by the very chamber where the act was done—dull, dark, 
and sombre ; heavy with worm-eaten books; deadened and shut 
in by faded hangings, mufiling every sound ; shadowed mournfully 
by trees whose rustling boughs gave ever and anon a spectral 
knocking at the glass; wore, beyond all others in the house, a 
ghostly, gloomy air. Nor were the group assembled there, unfit- 
ting tenants of the spot. The widow, with her marked and 
startling face and downcast eyes; Mr. Haredale stern and 
despondent ever ; his niece beside him, like, yet most unlike, the 
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picture of her father, which gazed reproachfully down upon them 
from the blackened wall; Barnaby, with his vacant look and 
restless eye ; were all in keeping with the place, and actors in the 
legend. Nay, the very raven, who had hopped upon the table 
and with the air of some old necromancer appeared to be profoundly 
studying a great folio volume that lay open on a desk, was strictly 
in unison with the rest, and looked like the embodied Spirit of 
Evil biding his time of mischief. 

“‘T scarcely know,” said the widow, breaking silence, “ how to 
begin. You will think my mind disordered.” 

“The whole tenor of your quiet and reproachless life since you 
were last here,” returned Mr. Haredale, mildly, “shall bear 


witness for you. Why do you fear to awaken such a suspicion ? 
You do not speak to strangers. You have not to claim our 
interest or consideration for the first time. Be more yourself. 
Take heart. Any advice or assistance that I can give you, you 
know is yours of right, and freely yours.” 

“What if I came, Sir,” she rejoined, “I, who have but one 
other friend on earth, to reject your aid from this moment, and to 
say that henceforth I launch myself upon the world, alone and 
unassisted, to sink or swim as Heaven may decree!” 

“‘You would have, if you came to me for such a purpose,” 
said Mr. Haredale calmly, ‘‘some reason to assign for conduct so 
extraordinary, which—if one may entertain the possibility of 
anything so wild and strange—would have its weight, of course.” 
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“That, Sir,” she answered, “is the misery of my distress. I 
can give no reason whatever. My own bare word is all that I can 
offer. It is my duty, my imperative and bounden duty. If I did 
not discharge it, I should be a base and guilty wretch. Having 
said that, my lips are sealed, and I can say no more.” 

As though she felt relieved at having said so much, and had 
nerved herself to the remainder of her task, she spoke from this 
time with a firmer voice and heightened courage. 

“Heaven is my witness, as my own heart is—and yours, dear 
young lady, will speak for me, I know—that I have lived, since 
that time we all have bitter reason to remember, in unchanging 
devotion, and gratitude to this family. Heaven is my witness 
that go where I may, I shall preserve those feelings unimpaired. 
And it is my witness, too, that they alone impel me to the course 
I must take, and from which nothing now shall turn me, as I 
hope for mercy.” 

“These are strange riddles,” said Mr. Haredale. 

‘In this world, Sir,” she replied, “they may, perhaps, never 
be explained. In another, the Truth will be discovered in its 
own good time. And may that time,” she added in a low voice, 
“be far distant !” 

** Let me be sure,” said Mr. Haredale, ‘that I understand you, 
for I am doubtful of my own senses. Do you mean that you are 
resolved voluntarily to deprive yourself of those means of support 
you have received from us so long—that you are determined to 
resign the annuity we settled on you twenty years ago—to leave 
house, and home, and goods, and begin life anew—and this, for 
some secret reason or monstrous fancy which is incapable of 
explanation, which only now exists, and has been dormant all this 
time? In the name of God, under what delusion are you labouring?” 

“As I am deeply thankful,” she made answer, “for the kind- 
ness of those, alive and dead, who have owned this house; and as 
[ would not have its roof fall down and crush me, or its very 
walls drip blood, my name being spoken in their hearing; I never 
will again subsist upon their bounty, or let it help me to sub- 
sistence. You do not know,” she added, suddenly, ‘‘to what uses 
it may be applied; into what hands it may pass. I do, and I 
renounce it.” 

“Surely,” said Mr. Haredale, “its uses rest with you.” 

“They did. They rest with me no longer. It may be—it 7s 
—devoted to purposes that mock the dead in their graves. It 
never can prosper with me. It will bring some other heavy 
judgment on the head of my dear son, whose innocence will suffer 
for his mother’s guilt,” 
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““What words are these!” cried Mr. Haredale, regarding her 
with wonder. ‘‘Among what associates have you fallen? Into 
what guilt have you ever been betrayed ?” 

“T am guilty, and yet innocent; wrong, yet right; good in 
intention, though constrained to shield and aid the bad. Ask me 
no more questions, Sir; but believe that I am rather to be pitied 
than condemned. I must leave my house to-morrow, for while I 
stay there, it is haunted. My future dwelling, if I am to live in 
peace, must be a secret. If my poor boy should ever stray this 
way, do not tempt him to disclose it or have him watched when 
he returns; for if we are hunted, we must fly again. And now 
this load is off my mind, I beseech you—and you, dear Miss 
Haredale, too—to trust me if you can, and think of me kindly as 
you have been used to do. If I die and cannot tell my secret 
even then (for that may come to pass), it will sit the lighter on 
my breast in that hour for this day’s work ; and on that day, and 
every day until it comes, I will pray for and thank you both, and 
trouble you no more.” 

With that, she would have left them, but they detained her, 
and with many soothing words and kind entreaties besought her 
to consider what she did, and above all to repose more freely upon 
them, and say what weighed so sorely on her mind. Finding her 
deaf to their persuasions, Mr. Haredale suggested, as a last 
resource, that she should confide in Emma, of whom, as a young 
person and one of her own sex, she might stand in less dread than 
of himself. From this proposal, however, she recoiled with the 
same indescribable repugnance she had manifested when they met. 
The utmost that could be wrung from her was, a promise that she 
would receive Mr. Haredale at her own house next evening, and 
in the mean time reconsider her determination and their dissua- 
sions—though any change on her part, as she told them, was quite 
hopeless. This condition made at last, they reluctantly suffered 
her to depart, since she would neither eat nor drink within the 
house ; and she, and Barnaby, and Grip, accordingly went out as 
they had come, by the private stair and garden-gate ; seeing and 
being seen of no one by the way. 

It was remarkable in the raven that during the whole interview 
he had kept his eye on his book with exactly the air of a very sly 
human rascal, who, under the mask of pretending to read hard, 
was listening to everything. He still appeared to have the con- 
versation very strongly in his mind, for although, when they were 
alone again, he issued orders for the instant preparation of 
innumerable kettles for purposes of tea, he was thoughtful, and 
rather seemed to do so from an abstract sense of duty, than with 
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any regard to making himself agreeable, or being what is commonly 
called good company. 

They were to return by the coach. As there was an interval 
of full two hours before it started, and they needed rest and some 
refreshment, Barnaby begged hard for a visit to the Maypole. 
But his mother, who had no wish to be recognized by any of those 
who had known her long ago, and who feared besides that Mr. 
Haredale might, on second thoughts, despatch some messenger to 
that place of entertainment in quest of her, proposed to wait in 
the churchyard instead. As it was easy for Barnaby to buy and 
carry thither such humble viands as they required, he cheerfully 
assented, and in the churchyard they sat down to take their 
frugal dinner. 

Here again, the raven was in a highly reflective state ; walking 
up and down when he had dined, with an air of elderly complacency 
which was strongly suggestive of his having his hands under his 
coat-tails ; and appearing to read the tombstones with a very 
critical taste. Sometimes, after a long inspection of an epitaph, 
he would strop his beak upon the grave to which it referred, and 
cry in his hoarse tones, ‘I’m a devil, ’m a devil, ’m a devil!” 
but whether he addressed his observations to any supposed person 
below, or merely threw them off as a general remark, is matter of 
uncertainty, 

It was a quiet pretty spot, but a sad one for Barnaby’s mother ; 
for Mr, Reuben Haredale lay there, and near the vault in which 
his ashes rested, was a stone to the memory of her own husband, 
with a brief inscription recording how and when he had lost his 
life. She sat here, thoughtful and apart, until their time was out, 
and the distant horn told that the coach was coming. 

Barnaby, who had been sleeping on the grass, sprang up quickly 
at the sound; and Grip, who appeared to understand it equally 
well, walked into his basket straightway, entreating society in 
general (as though he intended a kind of satire upon them in 
connexion with churchyards) never to say die on any terms. 
They were soon on the coach-top and rolling along the road. 

It went round by the Maypole, and stopped at the door. Joe 
was from home, and Hugh came sluggishly out to hand up the 
parcel that it called for, There was no fear of old John coming 
out, They could see him from the coach-roof fast asleep in his 
cosy bar. It was a part of John’s character. He made a point 
of going to sleep at the coach’s time. He despised gadding about ; 
he looked upon coaches as things that ought to be indicted; as 
disturbers of the peace of mankind; as restless, bustling, busy, 
horn-blowing contrivances, quite beneath the dignity of men, and 
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only suited to giddy girls that did nothing but chatter and go 
a-shopping. ‘‘We know nothing about coaches here, Sir,” John 
would say, if any unlucky stranger made inquiry touching the 
offensive vehicles; “we don’t book for ’em; we'd rather not; 
they're more trouble than they’re worth, with their noise and 
rattle. If you like to wait for em you can; but we don’t know 
anything about ’em; they may call and they may not—there’s a 
carrier—he was looked upon as quite good enough for us, when [ 
was a boy.” 

She dropped her veil as Hugh climbed up, and while he hung 
behind, and talked to Barnaby in whispers. But neither he nor 


any other person spoke to her, or noticed her, or had any curiosity 
about her ; and so, an alien, she visited and left the village where 
she had been born, and had lived a merry child, a comely girl, a 
happy wife—where she had known all her enjoyment of life, and 
had entered on its hardest sorrows. 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SIXTH. 


“ AND youre not surprised to hear this, Varden?” said Mr. 
Haredale. ‘‘ Well! You and she have always been the best 
friends, and you should understand her if anybody does,” 
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“T ask your pardon, Sir,” rejoined the locksmith. “TI didn’t 
say I understood her. I wouldn’t have the presumption to say 
that of any woman. It’s not so easily done. But I am not so 
much surprised, Sir, as you expected me to be, certainly.” 

“May I ask why not, my good friend ?” 

“T have seen, Sir,” returned the locksmith with evident 
reluctance, ‘‘I have seen in connexion with her, something that 
has filled me with distrust and uneasiness. She has made bad 
friends ; how, or when, I don’t know; but that her house is a 
refuge for one robber and cut-throat at least, I am certain. There, 
Sir! Now it’s out.” 

“Varden !” 

“My own eyes, Sir, are my witnesses, and for her sake I 
would be willingly half-blind, if I could but have the pleasure of 
mistrusting em. I have kept the secret till now, and it will go 
no further than yourself, I know; but I tell you that with my 
own eyes—broad awake—I saw, in the passage of her house one 
evening after dark, the highwayman who robbed and wounded Mr. 
Tidward Chester, and on the same night threatened me.” 

“And you made no effort to detain him?” said Mr. Haredale 
quickly. 

“Sir,” returned the locksmith, ‘‘she herself prevented me— 
held me, with all her strength, and hung about me until he had 
got clear off.” And having gone so far, he related circumstantially 
all that had passed upon the night in question. 

This dialogue was held in a low tone in the locksmith’s little 
parlour, into which honest Gabriel had shown his visitor on his 
arrival. Mr. Haredale had called upon him to entreat his 
company to the widow’s, that he might have the assistance of 
his persuasion and influence; and out of this circumstance the 
conversation had arisen. 

‘““T forbore,” said Gabriel, “from repeating one word of this 
to anybody, as it could do her no good and might do her great 
harm. I thought and hoped, to say the truth, that she would 
come to me, and talk to me about it, and tell me how it was ; 
but though I have purposely put myself in her way more than 
once or twice, she has never touched upon the subject—except by 
a look. And indeed,” said the good-natured locksmith, ‘ there 
was a good deal in the look, more than could have been put into a 
great many words. It said among other matters ‘Don’t ask me 
anything’ so imploringly, that I didn’t ask her anything. You'll 
think me an old fool I know, Sir. If it’s any relief to call me 
one, pray do.” 


“T am greatly disturbed by what you tell me,” said Mr. 
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Haredale, after a silence. “What meaning do you attach to 
ib?” 

The locksmith shook his head, and looked doubtfully out of 
window at the failing light. 

“‘She cannot have married again,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“ Not without our knowledge surely, Sir.” 

“She may have done so, in the fear that it would lead, if 
known, to some objection or estrangement. Suppose she married 
incautiously—it is not improbable, for her existence has been a 
lonely and monotonous one for many years—and the man turned 
out a ruffian, she would be anxious to screen him, and yet would 
revolt from his crimes. This might be. It bears strongly on the 
whole drift of her discourse yesterday, and would quite explain 
her conduct. Do you suppose Barnaby is privy to these 
circumstances ?” 

‘Quite impossible to say, Sir,” returned the locksmith, shaking 
his head again: “‘and next to impossible to find out from him. 
If what you suppose is really the case, I tremble for the lad—a 
notable person, Sir, to put to bad uses—” 

“Tt is not possible, Varden,” said Mr. Haredale, in a still 
lower tone of voice than he had spoken yet, “that we have been 
blinded and deceived by this woman from the beginning? It is 
not possible that this connexion was formed in her husband’s 
lifetime, and led to his and my brother’s m 

“ Good God, Sir,” cried Gabriel, interrupting him, “ don’t 
entertain such dark thoughts for a moment. Five-and-twenty 
years ago, where was there a girl like her? A gay, handsome, 
laughing, bright-eyed damsel! Think what she was, Sir. It 
makes my heart ache now, even now, though Tm an old man, 
with a woman for a daughter, to think what she was, and what 
she is. We all change, but that’s with Time ; Time does his work 
honestly, and I don’t mind him. A fig for Time, Sir. Use him 
well, and he’s a hearty fellow, and scorns to have you at a 
disadvantage. But care and suffering (and those have changed 
her) are devils, Sir—secret, stealthy, undermining devils—who 
tread down the brightest flowers in Eden, and do more havoc in 
a month than Time does ina year. Picture to yourself for one 
minute what Mary was before they went to work with her fresh 
heart and face—do her that justice—and say whether such a 
thing is possible.” 

“Vow re a good fellow, Varden,” said Mr. Haredale, “and are 
quite right. I have brooded on that subject so long, that every 
breath of suspicion carries me back to it. You are quite right.” 

“Tt isn’t, Sir,” cried the locksmith with brightened eyes, and 
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sturdy, honest voice ; ‘it isn’t because I courted her before Rudge, 
and failed, that I say she was too good for him. She would have 
been as much too good forme. But she was too good for him ; 
he wasn’t free and frank enough for her. I don’t reproach his 
memory with it, poor fellow; I only want to put her before you 
as she really was. For myself, I’ll keep her old picture in my 
mind ; and thinking of that, and what has altered her, I'll stand 
her friend, and try to win her back to peace. And damme, Sir,” 
cried Gabriel, ‘‘ with your pardon for the word, I’d do the same if 
she had married fifty highwaymen in a twelvemonth ; and think 
it in the Protestant Manual too, though Martha said it wasn’t, 
tooth and nail, till doomsday !” 

If the dark little parlour had been filled with a dense fog, 
which, clearing away in an instant, left it»all radiance and 
brightness, it could not have been more suddenly cheered than by 
this outbreak on the part of the hearty locksmith. In a voice 
nearly as full and round as his own, Mr. Haredale cried ‘ Well 
said!” and bade him come away without more parley. The 
locksmith complied right willingly; and both getting into a 
hackney-coach which was waiting at the door, drove off straightway. 

They alighted at the street corner, and dismissing their 
conveyance, walked to the house. To their first knock at the door 
there was no response. A second met with the like result. But 
in answer to the third, which was of a more vigorous kind, the 
parlour window-sash was gently raised, and a musical voice cried : 

“Haredale, my dear fellow, I am extremely glad to see you. 
How very much you have improved in your appearance since our 
last meeting! I never saw you looking better. How do you do?” 

Mr. Haredale turned his eyes towards the casement whence the 
voice proceeded, though there was no need to do so, to recognize 
the speaker, and Mr. Chester waved his hand, and smiled a 
courteous welcome. 

“The door will be opened immediately,” he said. “There is 
nobody but a very dilapidated female to perform such offices. You 
will excuse her infirmities? If she were in a more elevated station 
of society, she would be gouty. Being but a hewer of wood and 
drawer of water, she is rheumatic. My dear Haredale, these are 
natural class distinctions, depend upon it.” 

Mr. Haredale, whose face resumed its lowering and distrustful 
look the moment he heard the voice, inclined his head stiffly, and 
turned his back upon the speaker, 

“Not opened yet,” said Mr. Chester. ‘Dear me! I hope 
the aged soul has not caught her foot in some unlucky cobweb by 
the way. She is there at last! Come in, I beg!” 
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Mr. Haredale entered, followed by the locksmith. Turning 
with a look of great astonishment to the old woman who had 
opened the door, he inquired for Mrs. Rudge—for Barnaby. They 
were both gone, she replied, wagging her ancient head, for good. 
There was a gentleman in the parlour, who perhaps could tell them 
more. That was all she knew. 

“Pray, Sir,” said Mr. Haredale, presenting himself before this 
new tenant, ‘‘ where is the person whom I came here to see?” 

“My dear friend,” he returned, ‘‘I have not the least idea.” 

“Your trifling is ill-timed,” retorted the other in a suppressed 
tone and voice, “and its subject ill-chosen. Reserve it for those 
who are your friends, and do not expend it on me. I lay no claim 
to the distinction, and have the self-denial to reject it.” 

“My dear, good Sir,” said Mr. Chester, “you are heated with 
walking. Sit down, I beg. Our friend is—” 

“Ts but a plain honest man,” returned Mr. Haredale, ‘‘and 
quite unworthy of your notice.” 

“Gabriel Varden by name, Sir,” said the locksmith bluntly. 

“A worthy English yeoman!” said Mr. Chester. ‘A most 
worthy yeoman, of whom I have frequently heard my son Ned— 
darling fellow—speak, and have often wished to see. Varden, my 
good friend, I am glad to know you. ‘You wonder now,” he said, 
turning languidly to Mr, Haredale, “to see me here. Now, I am 
sure you do.” 

Mr. Haredale glanced at him—not fondly or admiringly— 
smiled, and held his peace. 

“The mystery is solved in a moment,” said Mr. Chester; ‘in 
a moment. Will you step aside with me one instant. You 
remember our little compact in reference to Ned, and your dear 
niece, Haredale? You remember the list of assistants in their 
innocent intrigue? You remember these two people being among 
them? My dear fellow, congratulate yourself, and me. I have 
bought them off.” 

You have done what?” said Mr. Haredale. 

“Bought them off,” returned his smiling friend. ‘I have 
found it necessary to take some active steps towards setting this 
boy and girl attachment quite at rest, and have begun by removing 
these two agents. You are surprised? Who can withstand the 
influence of a little money! They wanted it, and have been 
bought off. We have nothing more to fear from them. They are 
gone.” 

“Gone!” echoed Mr. Haredale. ‘‘ Where?” 

“ My dear fellow—and you must permit me to say again, that 
you never looked so young ; so positively boyish as you do to-night 
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—the Lord knows where; I believe Columbus himself wouldn’t 
find them. Between youand me they have their hidden reasons, but 
upon that point I have pledged myself to secrecy. She appointed 
to see you here to-night I know, but found it inconvenient, and 
couldn’t wait. Here is the key of the door. I am afraid you'll 
find it inconveniently large ; but as the tenement is yours, your 
good-nature will excuse that, Haredale, I am certain !” 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SEVENTH. 


Mr. HaAreDALE stood in the widow’s parlour with the door-key 
in his hand, gazing by turns at Mr. Chester and at Gabriel Varden, 
and occasionally glancing downward at the key as in the hope that 
of its own accord it would unlock the mystery ; until Mr. Chester, 
putting on his hat and gloves, and sweetly inquiring whether they 
were walking in the same direction, recalled him to himself. 

“No,” he said. ‘‘Our roads diverge—widely, as you know. 
For the present, I shall remain here.” 

‘“You will be hipped, Haredale; you will be miserable, 
melancholy, utterly wretched,” returned the other. ‘It’s a place 
of the very last description for a man of your temper. I know it 
will make you very miserable.” 

“Let it,” said Mr. Haredale, sitting down; “and thrive upon 
the thought. Good night !” 

Feigning to be wholly unconscious of the abrupt wave of the 
hand which rendered this farewell tantamount to a dismissal, Mr. 
Chester retorted with a bland and heartfelt benediction, and 
inquired of Gabriel in what direction he was going. 

“Yours, Sir, would be too much honour for the like of me,” 
replied the locksmith, hesitating. 

“T wish you to remain here a little while, Varden,” said Mr. 
Haredale, without looking towards them. ‘I have a word or two 
to say to you.” 

“JT will not intrude upon your conference another moment,” 
said Mr. Chester with inconceivable politeness. “May it be 
satisfactory to you both! God bless you!” So saying, and 
bestowing upon the locksmith a most refulgent smile, he left them. 

‘““A deplorably constituted creature, that rugged person,” he 
said, as he walked along the street ; ‘he is an atrocity that carries 
its own punishment along with it—a bear that gnaws himself. 
And here is one of the inestimable advantages of having a perfect 
command over one’s inclinations. I have been tempted in these 
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two short interviews, to draw upon that fellow, fifty times. Five 
men in six would have yielded to the impulse. By suppressing 
mine, I wound him deeper and more keenly than if I were the best 
swordsman in all Europe, and he the worst. You are the wise 
man’s very last resource,” he said, tapping the hilt of his weapon ; 
“we can but appeal to you when all else is said and done. To 
come to you before, and thereby spare our adversaries so much, is 
a barbarian mode of warfare, quite unworthy of any man with the 
remotest pretensions to delicacy of feeling, or refinement.” 

He smiled so very pleasantly as he communed with himself 
after this manner, that a beggar was emboldened to follow for 
alms, and to dog his footsteps for some distance. He was gratified 
by the circumstance, feeling it complimentary to his power of 
feature, and as a reward suffered the man to follow him until he 
called a chair, when he graciously dismissed him with a fervent 
blessing. 

‘Which is as easy as cursing,” he wisely added, as he took his 
seat, ‘and more becoming to the face——To Clerkenwell, my good 
creatures, if you please!” The chairmen were rendered quite 
vivacious by having such a courteous burden, and to Clerkenwell 
they went at a fair round trot. 

Alighting at a certain point he had indicated to them upon the 
road, and paying them something less than they had expected from 
a fare of such gentle speech, he turned into the street in which the 
locksmith dwelt, and presently stood beneath the shadow of the 
Golden Key. Mr. Tappertit, who was hard at work by lamp-light, 
in a corner of the workshop, remained unconscious of his presence 
until a hand upon his shoulder made him start and turn his head. 

“ Tndustry,” said Mr. Chester, “is the soul of business, and the 
key-stone of prosperity. Mr. Tappertit, I shall expect you to invite 
me to dinner when you are Lord Mayor of London.” 

“Sir,” returned the ’prentice, laying down his hammer, and 
rubbing his nose on the back of a very sooty hand, “I scorn the 
Lord Mayor and everything that belongs to him. We must have 
another state of society, Sir, before you catch me being Lord 
Mayor. How de do, Sir?” 

“The better, Mr. Tappertit, for looking into your ingenuous 
face once more. I hope you are well.” 

“T am as well, Sir,” said Sim, standing up to get nearer to 
his ear, and whispering hoarsely, “as any man can be under the 
aggrawations to which I am exposed. My life’s a burden to me. 
If it wasn’t for wengeance, I’d play at pitch and toss with it on 
the losing hazard.” 

“Ts Mrs. Varden at home?” said Mr. Chester. 

) 
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“Sir,” returned Sim, eyeing him over with a look of 
concentrated expression,—“‘she is. Did you wish to see her?” 

Mr. Chester nodded. 

“Then come this way, Sir,” said Sim, wiping his face upon his 
apron. ‘Follow me, Sir.—Would you permit me to whisper in 
your ear, one half a second ?” 

“ By all means.” 

Mr. Tappertit raised himself on tiptoe, applied his lips to Mr. 
Chester’s ear, drew back his head without saying anything, looked 
hard at him, applied them to his ear again, again drew back, and 
finally whispered—‘“ The name is Joseph Willet. Hush! I say 
no more.” 

Having said that much, he beckoned the visitor with a 
mysterious aspect to follow him to the parlour door, where he 
announced him in the voice of a gentleman-usher. ‘‘ Mr. Chester.” 

«And not Mr. Ed’dard, mind,” said Sim, looking into the door 
again, and adding this by way of postscript in his own person ; 
‘it’s his father.” 

“But do not let his father,” said Mr. Chester, advancing hat 
in hand, as he observed the effect of this last explanatory 
announcement, ‘‘do not let his father be any check or restraint on 
your domestic occupations, Miss Varden.” 

“Oh! Now! There! An’t I always a saying it!” exclaimed 
Miggs, clapping her hands. ‘If he an’t been and took Missis for 
her own daughter. Well, she do look like it, that she do. Ony 
think of that, mim !” 

“Ts it possible,” said Mr. Chester in his softest tones, ‘‘ that 
this is Mrs. Varden! Iam amazed. That is not your daughter, 
Mrs. Varden? No, no. Your sister.” 

“My daughter, indeed, Sir,” returned Mrs. V. blushing with 
ereat juvenility. 

“Ah, Mrs. Varden!” cried the visitor. “Ah, ma’am— 
humanity is indeed a happy lot, when we can repeat ourselves in 
others, and still be young as they. You must allow me to salute 
you—the custom of the country, my dear madam—your daughter 
too.” 

Dolly showed some reluctance to perform this ceremony, but 
was sharply reproved by Mrs. Varden, who insisted on her under- 
going it that minute. For pride, she said with great severity, was 
one of the seven deadly sins, and humility and lowliness of heart 
were virtues. Wherefore she desired that Dolly would be kissed 
immediately, on pain of her just displeasure; at the same time 
giving her to understand that whatever she saw her mother do, 
she might safely do herself, without being at the trouble of any 
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reasoning or reflection on the subject—which, indeed, was offensive 
and undutiful, and in direct contravention of the Church Catechism. 

Thus admonished, Dolly complied, though by no means 
willingly ; for there was a broad, bold look of admiration in Mr. 
Chester's face, refined and polished though it sought to be, which 
distressed her very much. As she stood with downcast eyes, not 
liking to look up and meet his, he gazed upon her with an 
approving air, and then turned to her mother. 

“My friend Gabriel (whose acquaintance I only made this very 
evening) should be a happy man, Mrs. Varden.” 

“Ah!” sighed Mrs. V., shaking her head. 

“Ah!” echoed Miggs. 

“Ts that the case?” said Mr, Chester, compassionately. 
“Dear me!” 

“Master has no intentions, Sir,” murmured Miggs as she sidled 
up to him, ‘‘but to be as grateful as his natur will let him, for 
everythink he owns which it is in his powers to appreciate. But 
we never, Sir”—said Miggs, looking sideways at Mrs. Varden, and 
interlarding her discourse with a sigh—‘ we never know the full 
value of some wines and fig-trees till we lose em. So much the 
worse, Sir, for them as has the slighting of ’em on their consciences 
when they’re gone to be in full blow elsewhere.” And Miss Miggs 
cast up her eyes to signify where that might be. 

As Mrs. Varden distinctly heard, and was intended to hear, all 
that Miggs said, and as these words appeared to convey in meta- 
phorical terms a presage or foreboding that she would at some early 
period droop beneath her trials and take an easy flight towards the 
stars, she immediately began to languish, and taking a volume of 
the Manual from a neighbouring table, leant her arm uponit as 
though she were Hope and that her Anchor. Mr. Chester perceiving 
this, and seeing how the volume was lettered on the back, took it 
gently from her hand, and turned the fluttering leaves. 

““My favourite book, dear madam. How often, how very often 
in his early life—before he can remember”—(this clause was 
strictly true) “have I deduced little easy moral lessons from its 
pages, for my dear son Ned! You know Ned?” 

Mrs. Varden had that honour, and a fine affable young gentle- 
man he was. 

“You're a mother, Mrs. Varden,” said Mr. Chester, taking a 
pinch of snuff, “and you know what I, as a father, feel, when he 
is praised. He gives me some uneasiness—much uneasiness—he’s 
of a roving nature, ma’am—from flower to flower—from sweet to 
sweet—but his is the butterfly time of life, and we must not be 


hard upon such trifling.” 


196 BARNABY RUDGE. 


He glanced at Dolly. She was attending evidently to what he 
said. Just what he desired ! 

“The only thing I object to in this little trait of Ned’s, is,” said 
Mr. Chester, “‘—and the mention of his name reminds me, by 
the way, that I am about to beg the favour of a minute’s talk with 
you alone—the only thing I object to in it, is, that it does partake 
of insincerity. Now, however I may attempt to disguise the fact 
from myself in my affection for Ned, still I always revert to this— 
that if we are not sincere, we are nothing. Nothing upon earth. 
Let us be sincere, my dear madam—” 

“and Protestant,” murmured Mrs. Varden. 

“__and Protestant above all things. Let us be sincere and 
Protestant, strictly moral, strictly just (though always with a 
leaning towards mercy), strictly honest, and strictly true, and we 
gain—it is a slight point, certainly, but still it is something 
tangible ; we throw up a groundwork and foundation, so to speak, 
of goodness, on which we may afterwards erect some worthy super- 
structure.” 

Now, to be sure, Mrs. Varden thought, here is a perfect char- 
acter. Here is a meek, righteous, thoroughgoing Christian, who, 
having mastered all these qualities, so difficult of attainment ; 
who, having dropped a pinch of salt on the tails of all the cardinal 
virtues, and caught them every one ; makes light of their possession, 
and pants for more morality. For the good woman never doubted 
(as many good men and women never do), that this slighting kind of 
profession, this setting so little store by great matters, this seeming 
to say “I am not proud, I am what you hear, but I consider myself 
no better than other people ; let us change the subject, pray ”— 
was perfectly genuine and true. He so contrived it, and said it in 
that way that it appeared to have been forced from him, and its 
effect was marvellous. 

Aware of the impression he had made—few men were quicker 
than he at such discoveries—Mr. Chester followed up the blow by 
propounding certain virtuous maxims, somewhat vague and general 
in their nature, doubtless, and occasionally partaking of the char- 
acter of truisms, worn a little out at elbow, but delivered in so 
charming a voice and with such uncommon serenity and peace of 
mind, that they answered as well as the best. Nor is this to be 
wondered at; for as hollow vessels produce a far more musical 
sound in falling than those which are substantial, so it will often- 
times be found that sentiments which have nothing in them make 
the loudest ringing in the world, and are the most relished. 

Mr. Chester, with the volume gently extended in one hand, and 
with the other planted lightly on his breast, talked to them in the 
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most delicious manner possible ; and quite enchanted all his hearers, 
notwithstanding their conflicting interests and thoughts. Even 
Dolly, who, between his keen regards and her eyeing over by Mr. 
Tappertit, was put quite out of countenance, could not help owning 
within herself that he was the sweetest-spoken gentleman she had 
ever seen. Even Miss Miggs, who was divided between admiration 
of Mr. Chester and a mortal jealousy of her young mistress, had 
sufficient leisure to be propitiated. Even Mr. Tappertit, though 
occupied as we have seen in gazing at his heart’s delight, could 


not wholly divert his thoughts from the voice of the other charmer. 
Mrs. Varden, to her own private thinking, had never been so 
improved in all her life; and when Mr. Chester, rising and 
craving permission to speak with her apart, took her by the hand 
and led her at arm’s length upstairs to the best sitting-room, she 
almost deemed him something more than human. 

“Dear madam,” he said, pressing her hand delicately to his 
lips ; ‘‘ be seated.” 

Mrs. Varden called up quite a courtly air, and became seated. 

“You guess my object?” said Mr. Chester, drawing a chair 
towards her. ‘You divine my purpose? I am an affectionate 
parent, my dear Mrs, Varden.” 
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“That I am sure you are, Sir,” said Mrs. V. 

“Thank you,” returned Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff-box lid. 
“ Heavy moral responsibilities rest with parents, Mrs. Varden.” 

Mrs. Varden slightly raised her hands, shook her head, and 
looked at the ground as though she saw straight through the globe, 
out at the other end, and into the immensity of space beyond. 

“T may confide in you,” said Mr. Chester, “without reserve. 
I love my son, ma’am, dearly ; and loving him as I do, I would 
gave him from working certain misery. You know of his attach- 
ment to Miss Haredale. You have abetted him in it, and very 
kind of you it was to do so. Iam deeply obliged to you—most 
deeply obliged to you—for your interest in his behalf; but my dear 
ma’am, it is a mistaken one, I do assure you.” 

Mrs. Varden stammered that she was sorry— 

“Sorry, my dear ma’am,” he interposed. ‘‘ Never be sorry for 
what is so very amiable, so very good in intention, so perfectly like 
yourself. But there are grave and weighty reasons, pressing family 
considerations, and apart even from these, points of religious differ- 
ence, which interpose themselves, and render their union impossible ; 
utterly im-possible. I should have mentioned these circumstances 
to your husband; but he has—you will excuse my saying this so 
_ freely—he has not your quickness of apprehension or depth of 
moral sense. What an extremely airy house this is, and how 
beautifully kept! For one like myself—a widower so long—these 
tokens of female care and superintendence have inexpressible 
charms.” 

' Mrs. Varden began to think (she scarcely knew why) that the 
young Mr, Chester must be in the wrong, and the old Mr. Chester 
must be in the right. 

‘““My son Ned,” resumed her tempter with his most winning 
air, “has had, I am told, your lovely daughter’s aid, and your 
open-hearted husband’s.” 

‘Much more than mine, Sir,” said Mrs. Varden ; “a great 
deal more. I have often had my doubts. It’s a—” 

“A bad example,” suggested Mr. Chester. “It is. No doubt 
it is. Your daughter is at that age when to set before her an 
encouragement for young persons to rebel against their parents on 
this most important point, is particularly injudicious. You are 
quite right. I ought to have thought of that myself, but it 
escaped me, I confess—so far superior are your sex to ours, dear 
madam, in point of penetration and sagacity.” 

Mrs. Varden looked as wise as if she had really said something 
to deserve this compliment—firmly believed she had, in short— 
and her faith in her own shrewdness increased considerably. 
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“My dear ma’am,” said Mr. Chester, “you embolden me to be 
plain with you. My son and I are at variance on this point. 
The young lady and her natural guardian differ upon it, also. 
And the closing point is, that my son is bound by his duty to 
me, by his honour, by every solemn tie and obligation, to marry 
some one else.” 

“Engaged to marry another lady!” quoth Mrs. Varden, 
holding up her hands. 

“My dear madam, brought up, educated, and trained, expressly 
for that purpose. Expressly for that purpose.—Miss Haredale, I 
am told, is a very charming creature.” 

“T am her foster-mother, and should know—the best young 
lady in the world,” said Mrs. Varden. 

“T have not the smallest doubt of it. Iam sure she is, And 
you, who have stood in that tender relation towards her, are bound 
to consult her happiness. Now, can I—as I have said to Haredale, 
who quite agrees—can I possibly stand by, and suffer her to throw 
herself away (although she zs of a Catholic family), upon a young 
fellow who, as yet, has no heart at all? It is no imputation upon 
him to say he has not, because young men who have plunged 
deeply into the frivolities and conventionalities of society, very 
seldom have. Their hearts never grow, my dear ma’am, till after 
thirty. I don’t believe, no, I do not believe, that I had any heart 
myself when I was Ned’s age.” 

“Oh Sir,” said Mrs. Varden, ‘I think you must have had. 
It’s impossible that you, who have so much now, can ever have 
been without any.” 

“‘T hope,” he answered, shrugging his shoulders meekly, ‘I 
have a little, I hope, a very littl— Heaven knows! But to 
return to Ned; I have no doubt you thought, and therefore 
interfered benevolently on his behalf, that I objected to Miss 
Haredale. How very natural! My dear madam, I object to him 
—to him—emphatically to Ned himself.” 

Mrs. Varden was perfectly aghast at the disclosure. 

“He has, if he honourably fulfils this solemn obligation of 
which I have told you—and he must be honourable, dear Mrs. 
Varden, or he is no son of mine—a fortune within his reach. He ~ 
is of most expensive, ruinously expensive habits ; and if, in a 
moment of caprice and wilfulness, he were to marry this young 
lady, and so deprive himself of the means of gratifying the tastes 
to which he has been so long accustomed, he would—my dear 
madam, he would break the gentle creature’s heart. Mrs. Varden, 
my good lady, my dear soul, I put it to you—is such a sacrifice to 
be endured? Is the female heart a thing to be trifled with in this 
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way? Ask your own, my dear madam. Ask your own, I beseech 
ou.” 

“Truly,” thought Mrs. Varden, ‘‘this gentleman is a saint. 
But,” she added aloud, and not unnaturally, “if you take Miss 
Emma’s lover away, Sir, what becomes of the poor thing’s heart 
then ?” 

“The very point,” said Mr, Chester, not at all abashed, “to 
which I wished to lead you. A marriage with my son, whom I 
should be compelled to disown, would be followed by years of 
misery ; they would be separated, my dear madam, in a twelve- 
month. To break off this attachment, which is more fancied than 
real, as you and I know very well, will cost the dear girl but a few 
tears, and she is happy again. Take the case of your own daughter, 
the young lady down stairs, who is your breathing image ”—Mrs. 
Varden coughed and simpered—‘“ there is a young man (I am sorry 
to say, a dissolute fellow, of very indifferent character), of whom I 
have heard Ned speak—Bullet was it—Pullet—Mullet—” 

‘There is a young man of the name of Joseph Willet, Sir,” 
said Mrs. Varden, folding her hands loftily. 

‘“‘That’s he,” cried Mr. Chester. ‘‘ Suppose this Joseph Willet 
now, were to aspire to the affections of your charming daughter, 
and were to engage them.” 

“Tt would be like his impudence,” interposed Mrs. Varden, 
bridling, “ to dare to think of such a thing!” 

‘*My dear madam, that’s the whole case. I know it would be 
like his impudence. It is like Ned’s impudence to do as he has 
done ; but you would not on that account, or because of a few 
tears from your beautiful daughter, refrain from checking their 
inclinations in their birth. I meant to have reasoned thus with 
your husband when I saw him at Mrs. Rudge’s this evening—” 

“My husband,” said Mrs. Varden, interposing with emotion, 
“would be a great deal better at home than going to Mrs. Rudge’s 
so often. I don’t know what he does there. I don’t see what 
occasion he has to busy himself in her affairs at all, Sir.” 

“Tf I don’t appear to express my concurrence in those last 
sentiments of yours,” returned Mr. Chester, ‘quite so strongly as 
you might desire, it is because his being there, my dear madam, 
and not proving conversational, led me hither, and procured me 
the happiness of this interview with one, in whom the whole 
management, conduct, and prosperity of her family are centred, I 
perceive.” 

With that he took Mrs. Varden’s hand again, and having 
pressed it to his lips with the high-flown gallantry of the day—a 
little burlesqued to render it the more striking in the good lady’s 
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unaccustomed eyes—proceeded in the same strain of mingled 
sophistry, cajolery, and flattery, to entreat that her utmost 
influence might be exerted to restrain her husband and daughter 
from any further promotion of Edward’s suit to Miss Haredale, 
and from aiding or abetting either party in any way. Mrs. Varden 
was but a woman, and had her share of vanity, obstinacy, and love 
of power. She entered into a secret treaty of alliance, offensive 
and defensive, with her insinuating visitor ; and really did believe, 
as many others would have done who saw and heard him, that in 
so doing she furthered the ends of truth, justice, and morality, in 
a very uncommon degree. 

Overjoyed by the success of his negotiation, and mightily 
amused within himself, Mr. Chester conducted her down stairs in 
the same state as before; and having repeated the previous 
ceremony of salutation, which also as before comprehended Dolly, 
took his leave; first completing the conquest of Miss Miggs’s 
heart, by inquiring if “this young lady” would light him to the 
door, 

“Oh, mim,” said Miggs, returning with the candle. ‘‘Oh 
gracious me, mim, there’s a gentleman! Was there ever such an 
angel to talk as he is—and such a sweet-looking man! So upright 
and noble, that he seems to despise the very ground he walks on; 
and yet so mild and condescending, that he seems to say ‘but I 
will take notice on it too.’ And to think of his taking you for 
Miss Dolly, and Miss Dolly for your sister—Oh, my goodness me, 
if I was master wouldn’t I be jealous of him !” 

Mrs. Varden reproved her handmaid for this vain-speaking ; 
but very gently and mildly—quite smilingly indeed—remarking 
that she was a foolish, giddy, light-headed girl, whose spirits 
carried her beyond all bounds, and who didn’t mean half she said, 
or she would be quite angry with her. 

“ Wor my part,” said Dolly, in a thoughtful manner, “I half 
believe Mr, Chester is something like Miggs in that respect. 
For all his politeness and pleasant speaking, I am pretty sure he 
was making game of us, more than once.” 

“Tf you venture to say such a thing again, and to speak ill of 
people behind their backs in my presence, Miss,” said Mrs. Varden, 
“T shall insist upon your taking a candle and going to bed directly. 
How dare you, Dolly? I’m astonished at you. The rudeness of 
your whole behaviour this evening has been disgraceful. Did 
anybody ever hear,” cried the enraged matron, bursting into tears, 
“of a daughter telling her own mother she has been made 
game of |” 

What a very uncertain temper Mrs. Varden’s was ! 
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CHAPTER THE TWENTY-EIGHTH. 


REPAIRING to a noted coffee-house in Covent Garden when he 
left the locksmith’s, Mr. Chester sat long over a late dinner, 
entertaining himself exceedingly with the whimsical recollection of 
his recent proceedings, and congratulating himself very much on 
his great cleverness. Influenced by these thoughts, his face wore 
an expression so benign and tranquil, that the waiter in immediate 
attendance upon him felt he could almost have died in his defence, 
and settled in his own mind (until the receipt of the bill, and a 
very small fee for very great trouble disabused it of the idea) that 
such an apostolic customer was worth half-a-dozen of the ordinary 
run of visitors, at least. 

A visit to the gaming-table—not as a heated, anxious venturer, 
but one whom it was quite a treat to see staking his two or three 
pieces in deference to the follies of society, and smiling with equal 
benevolence on winners and losers—made it late before he reached 
home. It was his custom to bid his servant go to bed at his own 
time unless he had orders to the contrary, and to leave a candle 
on the common stair. There was a lamp on the landing by which 
he could always light it when he came home late, and having a 
key of the door about him he could enter and go to bed at his 
pleasure. 

He opened the glass of the dull lamp, whose wick, burnt up 
and swollen like a drunkard’s nose, came flying off in little 
carbuncles at the candle’s touch, and scattering hot sparks about 
rendered it matter of some difficulty to kindle the lazy taper ; 
when a noise, as of a man snoring deeply some steps higher up, 
caused him to pause and listen. It was the heavy breathing of a 
sleeper, close ab hand. Some fellow had lain down on the open 
staircase, and was slumbering soundly. Having lighted the candle 
at length and opened his own door, he softly ascended, holding 
the taper high above his head, and peering cautiously about ; 
curious to see what kind of man had chosen so comfortless a shelter 
for his lodging, 

With his head upon the landing and his great limbs flung over 
half-a-dozen stairs, as carelessly as though he were a dead man 
whom drunken bearers had thrown down by chance, there lay 
Hugh, face uppermost, his long hair drooping like some wild weed 
upon his wooden pillow, and his huge chest heaving with the 
sounds which so unwontedly disturbed the place and hour. 
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He who came upon him so unexpectedly was about to break 
his rest by thrusting him with his foot, when, glancing at his 
upturned face, he arrested himself in the very action, and stooping 
down and shading the candle with his hand, examined his features 
closely. Close as his first inspection was, it did not suffice, for he 
passed the light, still carefully shaded as before, across and across 
his face, and yet observed him with a searching eye. 

While he was thus engaged, the sleeper, without any starting 
or turning round, awoke. There was a kind of fascination in 
meeting his steady gaze so suddenly, which took from the other 
the presence of mind to withdraw his eyes, and forced him, as it 
were, to meet his look. So they remained staring at each other, 
until Mr. Chester at last broke silence, and asked him in a low 
voice, why he lay sleeping there. 

“T thought,” said Hugh, struggling into a sitting posture and 
gazing at him intently, still, “that you were a part of my dream. 
It was a curious one. I hope it may never come true, master.” 

‘‘What makes you shiver?” 

‘““The—the cold, I suppose,” he growled, as he shook himself 
and rose. ‘I hardly know where I am yet.” 

“Do you know me?” said Mr. Chester. 

“Ay. I know you,” he answered. ‘I was dreaming of you 
—we’re not where I thought we were. That’s a comfort.” 

He looked round him as he spoke, and in particular looked 
above his head, as though he half expected to be standing under 
some object which had had existence in his dream. Then he 
rubbed his eyes and shook himself again, and followed his conductor 
into his own rooms. 

Mr. Chester lighted the candles which stood upon his dressing- 
table, and wheeling an easy-chair towards the fire, which was yet 
burning, stirred up a cheerful blaze, sat down before it, and bade 
his uncouth visitor ‘Come here,” and draw his boots off. 

“You have been drinking again, my fine fellow,” he said, as 
Hugh went down on one knee, and did as he was told. 

“ As I’m alive, master, I’ve walked the twelve long miles, and 
waited here I don’t know how long, and had no drink between my 
lips since dinner-time at noon.” 

“ And can you do nothing better, my pleasant friend, than fall 
asleep, and shake the very building with your snores?” said Mr, 
Chester. ‘‘Can’t you dream in your straw at home, dull dog as 
you are, that you need come here to do it?—Reach me those 
slippers, and tread softly.” 

Hugh obeyed in silence. 

“ And harkee, my dear young gentleman,” said Mr. Chester, as 
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he put them on, ‘the next time you dream, don’t let it be of me, 
but of some dog or horse with whom you are better acquainted. 
Fill the glass once—you'll find it and the bottle in the same place 
—and empty it to keep yourself awake.” 

Hugh obeyed again—even more zealously—and having done 
so, presented himself before his patron. 

“Now,” said Mr. Chester, “what do you want with me?” 

“There was news to-day,” returned Hugh. ‘ Your son was at 
our house—came down on horseback. He tried to see the young 
woman, but couldn’t get sight of her. He left some letter or 
some message which our Joe had charge of, but he and the old one 
quarrelled about it when your son had gone, and the old one 
wouldn’t let it be delivered. He says (that’s the old one does) 
that none of his people shall interfere and get him into trouble. 
He’s a landlord, he says, and lives on everybody’s custom.” 

“‘ He’s a jewel,” smiled Mr. Chester, ‘‘and the better for being 
a dull one.—Well ?” 

“ Varden’s daughter—that’s the girl I kissed—” 

**__and stole the bracelet from upon the King’s highway,” said 
Mr, Chester, composedly. “ Yes; what of her?” 

“She wrote a note at our house to the young woman, saying 
she lost the letter I brought to you, and you burnt. Our Joe was 
to carry it, but the old one kept him at home all next day, on 
purpose that he shouldn’t. Next morning he gave it to me to 
take ; and here it is.” 

“You didn’t deliver it then, my good friend ?” said Mr. Chester, 
twirling Dolly’s note between his finger and thumb, and feigning 
to be surprised. 

“T supposed you’d want to have it,” retorted Hugh. “ Burn 
one, burn all, I thought.” 

‘““My devil-may-care acquaintance,” said Mr. Chester—“ really 
if you do not draw some nicer distinctions, your career will be cut 
short with most surprising suddenness. Don’t you know that the 
letter you brought to me, was directed to my son who resides in 
this very place? And can you descry no difference between his 
letters and those addressed to other people ?” 

“Tf you don’t want it,” said Hugh, disconcerted by this reproof, 
for he had expected high praise, “give it me back, and I’ll deliver 
it. I don’t know how to please you, master.” 

‘“T shall deliver it,” returned his patron, putting it away after 
a moment’s consideration, “myself. Does the young lady walk 
out, on fine mornings ?” 

‘* Mostly—about noon is her usual time.” 

“ Alone?” 
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“Yes, alone.” 

‘“* Where ?” 

“In the grounds before the house.—Them that the footpath 
crosses,” 

“Tf the weather should be fine, I may throw myself in her way 
to-morrow, perhaps,” said Mr. Chester, as coolly as if she were one 
of his ordinary acquaintance. ‘‘ Mr. Hugh, if I should ride up to 
the Maypole door, you will do me the favour only to have seen 
me once. You must suppress your gratitude, and endeavour to 
forget my forbearance in the matter of the bracelet. It is natural 
it should break out, and it does you honour; but when other 
folks are by, you must, for your own sake and safety, be as like 
your usual self as though you owed me no obligation whatever, 
and had never stood within these walls. You comprehend me?” 

Hugh understood him perfectly. After a pause he muttered 
that he hoped his patron would involve him in no trouble about 
this last letter ; for he had kept it back solely with the view of 
pleasing him. He was continuing in this strain, when Mr. 
Chester with a most beneficent and patronising air cut him short 
by saying : 

““My good fellow, you have my promise, my word, my sealed bond 
(for a verbal pledge with me is quite as good), that I will always 
protect you so long as you deserve it. Now, do set your mind at 
rest. Kecp it at ease, I beg of you. When a man puts himself 
in my power so thoroughly as you have done, I really feel as 
though he had a kind of claim upon me. Iam more disposed to 
mercy and forbearance under such circumstances than I can tell 
you, Hugh. Do look upon me as your protector, and rest assured, 
I entreat you, that on the subject of that indiscretion, you may 
preserve, as long as you and I are friends, the lightest heart that 
ever beat within a human breast. Fill that glass once more to 
cheer you on your road homewards—I am really quite ashamed to 
think how far you have to go—and then God bless you for the 
night.” 

eC They think,” said Hugh, when he had tossed the liquor down, 
“that I am sleeping soundly in the stable. Ha ha ha! The 
stable door is shut, but the steed’s gone, master.” 

“You are a most convivial fellow,” returned his friend, ‘‘ and 
I love your humour of all things. Good night! Take the 
greatest possible care of yourself, for my sake !” 

It was remarkable that during the whole interview, each had 
endeavoured to catch stolen glances of the other’s face, and had 
never looked full at it. They interchanged one brief and hasty 
glance as Hugh went out, averted their eyes directly, and so 


206 BARNABY RUDGE. 


separated. Hugh closed the double doors behind him, carefully 
and without noise; and Mr. Chester remained in his easy-chair, 
with his gaze intently fixed upon the fire. 

“Well!” he said, after meditating for a long time—and said 
with a deep sigh and an uneasy shifting of his attitude, as though 
he dismissed some other subject from his thoughts, and returned 
to that which had held possession of them all the day—‘ the plot 
thickens ; I have thrown the shell; it will explode, I think, in 
eight-and-forty hours, and should scatter these good folks amazingly. 
We shall see!” 

He went to bed and fell asleep, but had not slept long when he 
started up and thought that Hugh was at the outer door, calling 
in a strange voice, very different from his own, to be admitted. 
The delusion was so strong upon him, and was so full of that 
vague terror of the night in which such visions have their being, 
that he rose, and taking his sheathed sword in his hand, opened 
the door, and looked out upon the staircase, and towards the spot 
where Hugh had lain asleep; and even spoke to him by name. 
But all was dark and quiet, and creeping back to bed again, he fell, 
after an hour’s uneasy watching, into a second sleep, and woke no 
more till morning, 


CHAPTER THE TWENTY-NINTH. 


Tax thoughts of worldly men are for ever regulated by a moral 
law of gravitation, which, like the physical one, holds them down 
to earth. The bright glory of day, and the silent wonders of a 
starlit night, appeal to their minds in vain. There are no signs 
in the sun, or in the moon, or in the stars, for their reading. 
They are like some wise men, who, learning to know each planet 
by its Latin name, have quite forgotten such small heavenly 
constellations as Charity, Forbearance, Universal Love, and Mercy, 
although they shine by night and day so brightly that the blind 
may see them ; and who, looking upward at the spangled sky, see 
nothing there but the reflection of their own great wisdom and 
book-learning. 

It is curious to imagine these people of the world, busy in 
thought, turning their eyes towards the countless spheres that 
shine above us, and making them reflect the only images their 
minds contain. The man who lives but in the breath of princes, 
has nothing in his sight but stars for courtiers’ breasts. The 
envious man beholds his neighbours’ honours even in the sky ; to 
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the money-hoarder, and the mass of worldly folk, the whole great 
universe above glitters with sterling coin—fresh from the mint— 
stamped with the sovereign’s head—coming always between them 
and heaven, turn where they may. So do the shadows of our own 
desires stand between us aad our better angels, and thus their 
brightness is eclipsed. 

Everything was fresh and gay, as though the world were but 
that morning made, when Mr. Chester rode at a tranquil pace 
along the Forest road. Though early in the season, it was warm 
and genial weather ; the trees were budding into leaf, the hedges 
and the grass were green, the air was musical with songs of birds, 
and high above them all the lark poured out her richest melody. 
In shady spots, the morning dew sparkled on each young leaf and 
blade of glass; and where the sun was shining, some diamond 
drops yet glistened brightly, as in unwillingness to leave so fair a 
world, and have such brief existence. Even the light wind, whose 
rustling was as gentle to the ear as softly-falling water, had its 
hope and promise; and, leaving a pleasant fragrance in its track 
as it went fluttering by, whispered of its intercourse with Summer, 
and of his happy coming. 

The solitary rider went glancing on among the trees, from sun- 
light into shade and back again, at the same even pace—looking 
about him, certainly, from time to time, but with no greater 
thought of the day or the scene through which he moved, than 
that he was fortunate (being choicely dressed) to have such 
favourable weather. He smiled very complacently at such times, 
but rather as if he were satisfied with himself than with anything 
else ; and so went riding on, upon his chestnut cob, as pleasant to 
look upon as his own horse, and probably far less sensitive to the 
many cheerful influences by which he was surrounded. 

In the course of time, the Maypole’s massive chimneys rose 
upon his view: but he quickened not his pace one jot, and with 
the same cool gravity rode up to the tavern porch. John Willet, 
who was toasting his red face before a great fire in the bar, and 
who, with surpassing foresight and quickness of apprehension, had 
been thinking, as he looked at the blue sky, that if that state of 
things lasted much longer, it might ultimately become necessary 
to leave off fires and throw the windows open, issued forth to hold 
his stirrup ; calling lustily for Hugh. 

“Oh, yow’re here, are you, Sir?” said John, rather surprised 
by the quickness with which he appeared. “Take this here 
valuable animal into the stable, and have more than particular 
care of him if you want to keep your place. A mortal lazy fellow, 
Sir; he needs a deal of looking after.” 
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“But you have a son,” returned Mr. Chester, giving his bridle 
to Hugh as he dismounted, and acknowledging his salute by a 
careless motion of his hand towards his hat. ‘‘ Why don’t you 
make him useful?” 

“Why, the truth is, Sir,” replied John with great importance, 
“‘that my son—what, you're a listening are you, villain?” 

“ Who’s listening?” returned Hugh angrily. ‘A treat, indeed, 
to hear yow speak! -Would you have me take him in till he’s 
cool?” 

“‘ Walk him up and down further off then, Sir,” cried old John, 
‘‘and when you see me and a noble gentleman entertaining our- 
selves with talk, keep your distance. If you don’t know your 
distance, Sir,” added Mr. Willet, after an enormously long pause, 
during which he fixed his great dull eyes on Hugh, and waited 
with exemplary patience for any little property in the way of ideas 
that might be coming to him, “‘ we'll find a way to teach you, 
pretty soon.” 

Hugh shrugged his shoulders scornfully, and in his reckless 
swaggering way, crossed to the other side of the little green, and 
there, with the bridle slung loosely over his shoulder, led the horse 
to and fro, glancing at his master every now and then from under 
his bushy eyebrows, with as sinister an aspect as one would desire 
to see. 

Mr. Chester, who, without appearing to do so, had eyed him 
attentively during this brief dispute, stepped into the porch, and 
turning abruptly to Mr. Willet, said, 

“ You keep strange servants, John.” 

“Strange enough to look at, Sir, certainly,” answered the host ; 
“but out of doors; for horses, dogs, and the like of that; there 
an’t a better man in England than is that Maypole Hugh yonder. 
He an’t fit for in-doors,” added Mr. Willet, with the confidential 
air of a man who felt his own superior nature, “JZ do that; but 
if that chap had only a little imagination, Sir—” 

“He’s an active fellow now, I dare swear,” said Mr. Chester, 
in a musing tone, which seemed to suggest that he would have 
said the same had there been nobody to hear him. 

“ Active, Sir!” retorted John, with quite an expression in his 
face ; “that chap! Hallo, there! You, Sir! Bring that horse 
here, and go and hang my wig on the weathercock, to show this 
gentleman whether yow’re one of the lively sort or not.” 

Hugh made no answer, but throwing the bridle to his master, 
and snatching his wig from his head, in a manner so unceremonious 
and hasty that the action discomposed Mr. Willet not a little, 
though performed at his own special desire, climbed nimbly to the 
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very summit of the maypole before the house, and hanging the 
wig upon the weathercock, sent it twirling round like a roasting- 
jack. Having achieved this performance, he cast it on the ground, 
and sliding down the pole with inconceivable rapidity, alighted on 
his feet almost as soon as it had touched the earth. 

“There, Sir,” said John, relapsing into his usual stolid state, 
“you won’t see that at many houses, besides the Maypole, where 
there’s good accommodation for man and beast—nor that neither, 
though that with him is nothing.” 

This last remark bore reference to his vaulting on horseback, 
as upon Mr. Chester’s first visit, and quickly disappearing by the 
stable gate. 

“That with him is nothing,” repeated Mr. Willet, brushing his 
wig with his wrist, and inwardly resolving to distribute a small 
charge for dust and damage to that article of dress, through the 
various items of his guest’s bill; “‘he’ll get out of a’most any 
winder in the house. There never was such a chap for flinging 
himself about and never hurting his bones. It’s my opinion, Sir, 
that it’s pretty nearly all owing to his not having any imagination ; 
and that if imagination could be (which it can’t) knocked into 
him, he’d never be able to do it any more. But we was a talking, 
Sir, about my son.” 

“True, Willet, true,” said his visitor, turning again towards 
the landlord with his accustomed serenity of face. “My good 
friend, what about him ?” 

It has been reported that Mr. Willet, previously to making 
answer, winked. But as he never was known to be guilty of such 
lightness of conduct either before or afterwards, this may be 
looked upon as a malicious invention of his enemies—founded, 
perhaps, upon the undisputed circumstance of his taking his guest 
by the third breast-button of his coat, counting downwards from 
the chin, and pouring his reply into his ear : 

“Sir,” whispered John, with dignity, “I know my duty. We 
want no love-making here, Sir, unbeknown to parents. I respect 
a certain young gentleman, taking him in the light of a young 
gentleman ; I respect a certain young lady, taking her in the 
light of a young lady; but of the two as a couple, I have no 
knowledge, Sir, none whatever. My son, Sir, is upon his patrole.” 

“T thought I saw him looking through the corner window but 
this moment,” said Mr. Chester, who naturally thought that being 
on patrole, implied walking about somewhere. 

“No doubt you did, Sir,” returned John. “ He is upon his 
patrole of honour, Sir, not to leave the premises. Me and some 
friends of mine that use the Maypole of an evening, Sir, considered 
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what was best to be done with him, to prevent his doing anything 
unpleasant in opposing your desires; and we’ve put him on his 
patrole. And what’s more, Sir, he won’t be off his patrole for a 
pretty long time to come, I can tell you that.” 

When he had communicated this bright idea, which had had 
its origin in the perusal by the village cronies of a newspaper, 
containing, among other matters, an account of how some officer 
pending the sentence of some court-martial had been enlarged on 
parole, Mr. Willet drew back from his guest’s ear, and without 
any visible alteration of feature, chuckled thrice audibly. This 
nearest approach to a laugh in which he ever indulged (and that 
but seldom and only on extreme occasions), never even curled his 
lip or effected the smallest change in—no, not so much as a slight 
wagging of—his great, fat, double chin, which at these times, as 
at all others, remained a perfect desert in the broad map of his 
face ; one changeless, dull, tremendous blank. 

Lest it should be matter of surprise to any, that Mr. Willet 
adopted this bold course in opposition to one whom he had often 
entertained, and who had always paid his way at the Maypole 
gallantly, it may be remarked that it was his very penetration and 
sagacity in this respect, which occasioned him to indulge in those 
unusual demonstrations of jocularity, just now recorded. For Mr. 
Willet, after carefully balancing father and son in his mental 
scales, had arrived at the distinct conclusion that the old gentleman 
was a better sort of customer than the young one. Throwing his 
landlord into the same scale, which was already turned by this 
consideration, and heaping upon him, again, his strong desires to 
run counter to the unfortunate Joe, and his opposition as a general 
principle to all matters of love and matrimony, it went down to 
the very ground straightway, and sent the light cause of the 
younger gentleman flying upwards to the ceiling. Mr. Chester 
was not the kind of man to be by any means dim-sighted to Mr. 
Willet’s motives, but he thanked him as graciously as if he had 
been one of the most disinterested martyrs that ever shone on 
earth ; and leaving him, with many complimentary reliances on 
his great taste and judgment, to prepare whatever dinner he might 
deem most fitting the occasion, bent his steps towards the Warren. 

Dressed with more than his usual elegance; assuming a 
gracefulness of manner, which, though it was the result of long 
study, sat easily upon him and became him well; composing his 
features into their most serene and prepossessing expression ; and 
setting in short that guard upon himself, at every point, which 
denoted that he attached no slight importance to the impression 
he was about to make; he entered the bounds of Miss Haredale’s 
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usual walk. He had not gone far, or looked about him long, 
when he descried coming towards him, a female figure. A glimpse 
of the form and dress as she crossed a little wooden bridge which 
lay between them, satisfied him that he had found her whom he 
desired to see. He threw himself in her way, and a very few 
paces brought them close together. 

He raised his hat from his head, and yielding the path, suffered 
her to pass him. Then, as if the idea had but that moment 
occurred to him, he turned hastily back and said in an agitated 
voice : 

“T beg pardon—do I address Miss Haredale ?” 


ig ta 

a) == 

2\¢ Puslh ff 
i 


BoE Fi 
ae iT wn 
| Lif 


OSS 
VANS 


She stopped in some confusion at being so unexpectedly 
accosted by a stranger ; and answered “ Yes.” 

“Something told me,” he said, looking a compliment to her 
beauty, ‘“‘that it could be no other. Miss Haredale, I bear a 
name which is not unknown to you—which it is a pride, and yet 
a pain to me to know, sounds pleasantly in your ears. I ama 
man advanced in life, as you see. Iam the father of him whom 
you honour and distinguish above all other men. May I for 
weighty reasons which fill me with distress, beg but a minute’s 


conversation with you here?” 
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Who that was inexperienced in deceit, and had a frank and 
youthful heart, could doubt the speaker’s truth—could doubt it 
too, when the voice that spoke, was like the faint echo of one she 
knew so well, and so much loved to hear? She inclined her head, 
and stopping, cast her eyes upon the ground. 

“A little more apart—among these trees. It is an old man’s 
hand, Miss Haredale ; an honest one, believe me.” 

She put hers in it-as he said these words, and suffered him to 
lead her to a neighbouring seat. 

“You alarm me, Sir,” she said in a low voice. ‘‘ You are not 
the bearer of any ill news, I hope?” 

“Of none that you anticipate,” he answered, sitting down 
beside her. ‘‘ Edward is well—quite well. It is of him I wish 
to speak, certainly ; but I have no misfortune to communicate.” 

She bowed her head again, and made as though she would 
have begged him to proceed ; but said nothing. 

“T am sensible that I speak to you at a disadvantage, dear 
Miss Haredale. Believe me that I am not so forgetful of the 
feelings of my younger days as not to know that you are little 
disposed to view me with favour. You have heard me described 
as cold-hearted, calculating, selfish—” 

“T have never, Sir,’—she interposed with an altered manner 
and a firmer voice ; “I have never heard you spoken of in harsh 
or disrespectful terms, You do a great wrong to Edward’s 
nature if you believe him capable of any mean or base proceeding.” 

“Pardon me, my sweet young lady, but your uncle—” 

“Nor is it my uncle’s nature either,” she replied, with a 
heightened colour in her cheek. ‘‘It is not his nature to stab in 
the dark, nor is it mine to love such deeds.” 

She rose as she spoke, and would have left him; but he 
detained her with a gentle hand, and besought her in such 
persuasive accents to hear him but another minute, that she was 
easily prevailed upon to comply, and so sat down again. 

“And it is,” said Mr, Chester, looking upward, and apostrophis- 
ing the air; “it is this frank, ingenuous, noble nature, Ned, that 
you can wound so lightly. Shame—shame upon you, boy !” 

She turned towards him quickly, and with a scornful look and 
flashing eyes. There were tears in Mr. Chester’s, but he dashed 
them hurriedly away, as though unwilling that his weakness 
should be known, and regarded her with mingled admiration and 
compassion. a 

“T never until now,” he said, ‘believed, that the frivolous 
actions of a young man could move me like these of my own gon. 
I never knew till now, the worth of a woman’s heart, which boys 
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so lightly win, and lightly fling away. Trust me, dear young 
lady, that I never until now did know your worth; and though 
an abhorrence of deceit and falsehood has impelled me to seek 
you out, and would have done so had you been the poorest and 
least gifted of your sex, I should have lacked the fortitude to 
sustain this interview could I have pictured you to my imagination 
as you really are.” 

Oh! If Mrs. Varden could have seen the virtuous gentleman 
as he said these words, with indignation sparkling from his eyes 
if she could have heard his broken, quavering voice—if she could 
have beheld him as he stood bareheaded in the sunlight, and with 
unwonted energy poured forth his eloquence ! 

With a haughty face, but pale and trembling too, Emma 
regarded him in silence. She neither spoke nor moved, but gazed 
upon him as though she would look into his heart, 

“T throw off,” said Mr. Chester, ‘the restraint which natural 
affection would impose on some men, and reject all bonds but 
those of truth and duty. Miss Haredale, you are deceived ; you 
are deceived by your unworthy lover, and my unworthy son.” 

Still she looked at him steadily, and still said not one word. 

**T have ever opposed his professions of love for you; you will 
do me the justice, dear Miss Haredale, to remember that. Your 
uncle and myself were enemies in early life, and if I had sought 
retaliation, I might have found it here. But as we grow older, 
we grow wiser—better, I would fain hope—and from the first, I 
have opposed him in this attempt. I foresaw the end, and would 
have spared you, if I could.” 

“Speak plainly, Sir,” she faltered. ‘You deceive me, or are 
deceived yourself. I do not believe you—I cannot—I should 
not.” 

“ First,” said Mr. Chester, soothingly, “for there may be in 
your mind some latent angry feeling to which I would not appeal, 
pray take this letter. It reached my hands by chance, and by 
mistake, and should have accounted to you (as I am told) for my 
son’s not answering some other note of yours. God forbid, Miss 
Haredale,” said the good gentleman, with great emotion, “ that 
there should be in your gentle breast one causeless ground of 
quarrel with him. You should know, and you will see, that he 
was in no fault here.” 

There appeared something so very candid, so scrupulously 
honourable, so very truthful and just in this course—something 
which rendered the upright person who resorted to it, so worthy 
of belief—that Emma’s heart, for the first time, sank within her. 
She turned away, and burst into tears. 
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“T would,” said Mr. Chester, leaning over her, and speaking in 
mild and quite venerable accents ; ‘‘I would, dear girl, it were my 
task to banish, not increase, those tokens of your grief. My son, 
my erring son,—I will not call him deliberately criminal in this, 
for men so young, who have been inconstant twice or thrice before, 
act without reflection, almost without a knowledge of the wrong 
they do,—will break his plighted faith to you ; has broken it even 
now. Shall I stop here, and having given you this warning, 
leave it to be fulfilled ; or shall I go on?” 

“You will go on, Sir,” she answered, “and speak more plainly 
yet, in justice both to him and me.” 

“My dear girl,” said Mr. Chester, bending over her more 
affectionately still; “whom J would call my daughter, but the 
Fates forbid, Edward seeks to break with you upon a false and 
most unwarrantable pretence. I have it on his own showing; in 
his own hand. Forgive me, if I have had a watch upon his 
conduct ; I am his father; I had a regard for your peace and his 
honour, and no better resource was left me. There lies on his 
desk at this moment, ready for transmission to you, a letter, in 
which he tells you that our poverty—our poverty ; his and mine, 
Miss Haredale—forbids him to pursue his claim upon your hand ; 
in which he offers, voluntarily proposes, to free you from your 
pledge ; and talks magnanimously (men do so, very commonly, in 
such cases) of being in time more worthy your regard—and so 
forth. A letter, to be plain, in which he not only jilts you— 
pardon the word; I would summon to your aid your pride and 
dignity—not only jilts you, I fear, in favour of the object whose 
slighting treatment first inspired his brief passion for yourself and 
gave it birth in wounded vanity, but affects to make a merit and 
a virtue of the act.” 

She glanced proudly at him once more, as by an involuntary 
impulse, and with a swelling breast rejoined, “If what you 
say be true, he takes much needless trouble, Sir, to compass his 
design. He is very tender of my peace of mind. I quite thank 
him.” 

“The truth of what I tell you, dear young lady,” he replied, 
“you will test by the receipt or non-receipt of the letter of which 
I speak.—Haredale, my dear fellow, I am delighted to see you, 
although we meet under singular circumstances, and upon a 
melancholy occasion. I hope you are very well.” 

At these words the young lady raised her eyes, which were 
filled with tears; and seeing that her uncle indeed stood before 
them, and being quite unequal to the trial of hearing or of 
speaking one word more, hurriedly withdrew, and left them. 
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They stood looking at each other, and at her retreating figure, 
and for a long time neither of them spoke. 

“What does this mean? Explain it,” said Mr. Haredale at 
length. ‘‘ Why are you here, and why with her?” 

“My dear friend,” rejoined the other, resuming his accustomed 
manner with infinite readiness, and throwing himself upon the 
bench with a weary air, “you told me not very long ago, at that 
delightful old tavern of which you are the esteemed proprietor 
(and a most charming establishment it is for persons of rural 
pursuits and in robust health, who are not liable to take cold), 
that I had the head and heart of an evil spirit in all matters of 
deception. I thought at the time; I really did think; you 
flattered me. But now I begin to wonder at your discernment, 
and vanity apart, do honestly believe you spoke the truth. Did 
you ever counterfeit extreme ingenuousness and honest indignation ? 
My dear fellow, you have no conception, if you never did, how faint 
the effort makes one.” 

Mr. Haredale surveyed him with a look of cold contempt. 
“You may evade an explanation, I know,” he said, folding his 
arms. ‘But I must have it. I can wait.” 

“Not at all. Not. at all, my good fellow. You shall not 
wait a moment,” returned his friend, as he lazily crossed his legs. 
“The simplest thing in the world. It lies in a nutshell. Ned 
has written her a letter—a boyish, honest, sentimental composition, 
which remains as yet in his desk, because he hasn’t had the heart 
to send it. I have taken a liberty, for which my parental 
affection and anxiety are a sufficient excuse, and possessed myself 
of the contents. I have described them to your niece (a most 
enchanting person, Haredale; quite an angelic creature), with a 
little colouring and description adapted to our purpose. It’s done. 
You may be quite easy. It’s all over. Deprived of their 
adherents and mediators; her pride and jealousy roused to the 
utmost; with nobody to undeceive her, and you to confirm me ; 
you will find that their intercourse will close with her answer. 
If she receives Ned’s letter by to-morrow noon, you may date 
their parting from to-morrow night. No thanks, I beg; you 
owe me none. I have acted for myself; and if [ have forwarded 
our compact with all the ardour even you could have desired, I 
have done so selfishly, indeed.” 

“T curse the compact, as you call it, with my whole heart and 
soul,” returned the other. ‘‘It was made in an evilhour. I have 
bound myself to a lie; I have leagued myself with you; and though I 
did so with a righteous motive, and though it cost me such an effort 
as haply few men know, I hate and despise myself for the deed.” 
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“ You are very warm,” said Mr. Chester with a languid smile. 

“T am warm. I am maddened by your coldness. “Death, 
Chester, if your blood ran warmer in your veins, and there were 
no restraints upon me, such as those that hold and drag me back 
—well; it is done; you tell me so, and on such a point I may 
believe you. When I am most remorseful for this treachery, I 
will think of you and your marriage, and try to justify myself in 
such remembrances, for having torn asunder Emma and your son, 
at any cost. Our bond is cancelled now, and we may part.” 

Mr. Chester kissed his hand gracefully; and with the same 
tranquil face he had preserved throughout—even when he had 
seen his companion so tortured and transported by his passion 
that his whole frame was shaken—lay in his lounging posture on 
the seat and watched him as he walked away. 

“ My scape-goat and my drudge at school,” he said, raising his 
head to look after him; ‘my friend of later days, who could not 
keep his mistress when he had won her, and threw me in her way 
to carry off the prize; I triumph in the present and the past. 
Bark on, ill-favoured, ill-conditioned cur; fortune has ever been 
with me—I like to hear you.” 

The spot where they had met, was in an avenue of trees. Mr. 
Haredale not passing out on either hand, had walked straight on. 
He chanced to turn his head when at some considerable distance, 
and seeing that his late companion had by that time risen and 
was looking after him, stood still as though he half expected him 
to follow, and waited for his coming up. 

“Tt may come to that one day, but not yet,” said Mr. Chester, 
waving his hand, as though they were the best of friends, and 
turning away. “Not yet, Haredale. Life is pleasant enough to 
me; dull and full of heaviness to you. No. ‘To cross swords 
with such a man—to indulge his humour unless upon extremity— 
would be weak indeed.” 

For all that, he drew his sword as he walked along, and in an 
absent humour ran his eye from hilt to point full twenty times. 
But thoughtfulness begets wrinkles ; remembering this, he soon 
put it up, smoothed his contracted brow, hummed a gay tune with 
greater gaiety of manner, and was his unrufiled self again. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTIETH. 


A HOMELY proverb recognises the existence of a troublesome 
class of persons who, having an inch conceded them, will take an 
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ell. Not to quote the illustrious examples of those heroic scourges 
of mankind, whose amiable path in life has been from birth to 
death through blood, and fire, and ruin, and who would seem to 
have existed for no better purpose than to teach mankind that 
as the absence of pain is pleasure, so the earth, purged of their 
presence, may be deemed a blessed place—not to quote such mighty 
instances, it will be sufficient to refer to old John Willet. 

Old John having long encroached a good standard inch, full 
measure, on the liberty of Joe, and having snipped off a Flemish 
ell in the matter of the parole, grew so despotic and so great, that 
his thirst for conquest knew no bounds. The more young Joe 
submitted, the more absolute old John became. The ell soon faded 
into nothing. Yards, furlongs, miles arose ; and on went old John 
in the pleasantest manner possible, trimming off an exuberance in 
this place, shearing away some liberty of speech or action in that, 
and conducting himself in his small way with as much high mighti- 
ness and majesty, as the most glorious tyrant that ever had his 
statue reared in the public ways, of ancient or of modern times. 

As great men are urged on to the abuse of power (when they 
need urging, which is not often), by their flatterers and dependents, 
so old John was impelled to these exercises of authority by the 
applause and admiration of his Maypole cronies, who, in the inter- 
vals of their nightly pipes and pots, would shake their heads and 
say that Mr. Willet was a father of the good old English sort ; 
that there were no new-fangled notions or modern ways in him ; 
that he put them in mind of what their fathers were when they 
were boys; that there was no mistake about him; that it would 
be well for the country if there were more like him, and more was 
the pity that there were not ; with many other original remarks of 
that nature. Then they would condescendingly give Joe to under- 
stand that it was all for his good, and he would be thankful for it 
one day; and in particular, Mr. Cobb would acquaint him, that 
when he was his age, his father thought no more of giving him a 
parental kick, or a box on the ears, or a cuff on the head, or some 
little admonition of that sort, than he did of any other ordinary 
duty of life; and he would further remark, with looks of great 
significance, that but for this judicious bringing up, he might have 
never been the man he was at that present speaking: which was 
probable enough, as he was, beyond all question, the dullest dog of 
the party. In short, between old John and old John’s friends, 
there never was an unfortunate young fellow so bullied, badgered, 
worried, fretted, and brow-beaten ; so constantly beset, or made so 
tired of his life, as poor Joe Willet. 

This had come to be the recognised and established state of 
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things; but as John was very anxious to flourish his supremacy 
before the eyes of Mr. Chester, he did that day exceed himself, and 
did so goad and chafe his son and heir, that but for Joe’s having 
made a solemn vow to keep his hands in his pockets when they 
were not otherwise engaged, it is impossible to say what he might 
have done with them. But the longest day has an end, and at 
length Mr. Chester came down stairs to mount his horse, which 
was ready at the door. 

As old John was not in the way at the moment, Joe, who was 
sitting in the bar ruminating on his dismal fate and the manifold 
perfections of Dolly Varden, ran out to hold the guest’s stirrup and 


assist him to mount. Mr, Chester was scarcely in the saddle, and 
Joe was in the very act of making him a graceful bow, when old 
John came diving out of the porch, and collared him. 

“None of that, Sir,” said John, “none of that, Sir. No 
breaking of patroles. How dare you come out of the door, Sir, 
without leave? Yowre trying to get away, Sir, are you, and to 
make a traitor of yourself again? What do you mean, Sir?” 

“Let me go, father,” said Joe, imploringly, as he marked the 
smile upon their visitor’s face, and observed the pleasure his disgrace 
afforded him. ‘This is too bad. Who wants to get away ?” 

“Who wants to get away!” cried John, shaking him, “Why 
you do, Sir, you do, Yow’e the boy, Sir,” added John, collaring 
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with one hand, and aiding the effect of a farewell bow to the visitor 
with the other, “that wants to sneak into houses, and stir up 
differences between noble gentlemen and their sons, are you, eh ? 
Hold your tongue, Sir.” 

Joe made no effort to reply. It was the crowning circumstance 
of his degradation. He extricated himself from his father’s grasp, 
nese an angry look at the departing guest, and returned into the 

ouse. 

“But for her,” thought Joe, as he threw his arms upon a table 
in the common room, and laid his head upon them, “but for Dolly, 
who I couldn’t bear should think me the rascal they would make 
me out to be if I ran away, this house and I should part to-night.” 

It being evening by this time, Solomon Daisy, Tom Cobb, and 
Long Parkes, were all in the common room too, and had from the 
window been witnesses of what had just occurred. Mr. Willet 
joining them soon afterwards, received the compliments of the 
company with great composure, and lighting his pipe, sat down 
among them. 

“We'll see, gentlemen,” said John, after a long pause, ‘‘ who’s 
the master of this house, and who isn’t. We'll see whether boys 
are to govern men, or men are to govern boys.” 

“And quite right too,” assented Solomon Daisy with some 
approving nods; “quite right, Johnny. Very good, Johnny. 
Well said, Mr. Willet. Brayvo, Sir.” 

John slowly brought his eyes to bear upon him, looked at him 
for a long time, and finally made answer, to the unspeakable con- 
sternation of his hearers, ‘‘ When I want encouragement from you, 
Sir, Pll ask you for it. Youlet mealone, Sir. I can get on with- 
out you, I hope. Don’t you tackle me, Sir, if you please.” 

“Don’t take it ill, Johnny; I didn’t mean any harm,” pleaded 
the little man. 

“Very good, Sir,” said John, more than usually obstinate after 
his late success. ‘‘ Never mind, Sir. I can stand pretty firm of 
myself, Sir, I believe, without being shored up by you.” And 
having given utterance to this retort, Mr. Willet fixed his eyes 
upon the boiler, and fell into a kind of tobacco-trance. 

The spirits of the company being somewhat damped by this 
embarrassing line of conduct on the part of their host, nothing more 
was said for a long time; but at length Mr. Cobb took upon him- 
self to remark, as he rose to knock the ashes out of his pipe, that 
he hoped Joe would thenceforth learn to obey his father in all 
things ; that he had found, that day, he was not one of the sort of 
men who were to be trifled with; and that he would recommend 
him, poetically speaking, to mind his eye for the future. 
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“T’d recommend you, in return,” said Joe, looking up with a 
flushed face, “not to talk to me.” 

“Hold your tongue, Sir,” cried Mr. Willet, suddenly rousing 
himself, and turning round. 

“T won’t, father,” cried Joe, smiting the table with his fist, so 
that the jugs and glasses rang again; ‘these things are hard 
enough to bear from you; from anybody else I never will endure 
them any more. ‘Therefore I say, Mr. Cobb, don’t talk to me.” 

“Why, who are you,” said Mr. Cobb, sneeringly, ‘that you’re 
not to be talked to, eh, Joe?” 

To which Joe returned no answer, but with a very ominous 
shake of the head, resumed his old position, which he would 
have peacefully preserved until the house shut up at night, but 
that Mr. Cobb, stimulated by the wonder of the company at the 
young man’s presumption, retorted with sundry taunts, which 
proved too much for flesh and blood to bear. Crowding into one 
moment the vexation and the wrath of years, Joe started up, 
overturned the table, fell upon his long enemy, pummelled him 
with all his might and main, and finished by driving him with 
surprising swiftness against a heap of spittoons in one corner ; 
plunging into which, head foremost, with a tremendous crash, he 
lay at full length among the ruins, stunned and motionless. Then, 
without waiting to receive the compliments of the bystanders on 
the victory he had won, he retreated to his own bedchamber, and 
considering himself in a state of siege, piled all the portable 
furniture against the door by way of barricade. 

“T have done it now,” said Joe, as he sat down upon his 
bedstead and wiped his heated face. ‘I knew it would come at 
last. The Maypole and I must part company. I’m a roving 
vagabond—she hates me for evermore—it’s all over!” 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIRST. 


PONDERING on his unhappy lot, Joe sat and listened for a long 
time, expecting every moment to hear their creaking footsteps on 
the stairs, or to be greeted by his worthy father with a summons 
to capitulate unconditionally, and deliver himself up straightway. 
But neither voice nor footstep came; and though some distant 
echoes, as of closing doors and people hurrying in and out of rooms, 
resounding from time to time through the great passages, and 
penetrating to his remote seclusion, gave note of unusual 
commotion down stairs, no nearer sound disturbed his place of 
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retreat, which seemed the quieter for these far-off noises, and was 
as dull and full of gloom as any hermit’s cell. 

It came on darker and darker. The old-fashioned furniture of 
the chamber, which was a kind of hospital for all the invalided 
movables in the house, grew indistinct and shadowy in its many 
shapes ; chairs and tables, which by day were as honest cripples 
as need be, assumed a doubtful and mysterious character ; and one 
old leprous screen of faded India leather and gold binding, which 
had kept out many a cold breath of air in days of yore and shut 
in many a jolly face, frowned on him with a spectral aspect, and 
stood at full height in its allotted corner, like some gaunt ghost 
who waited to be questioned. A portrait opposite the window— 
a queer, old grey-eyed general, in an oval frame—seemed to wink 
and doze as the light decayed, and at length, when the last faint 
glimmering speck of day went out, to shut its eyes in good earnest, 
and fall sound asleep. There was such a hush and mystery about 
everything, that Joe could not help following its example; and so 
went off into a slumber likewise, and dreamed of Dolly, till the 
clock of Chigwell Church struck two. 

Still nobody came. The distant noises in the house had ceased, 
and out of doors all was quiet too; save for the occasional barking 
of some deep-mouthed dog, and the shaking of the branches by the 
night wind. He gazed mournfully out of window at each well- 
known object as it lay sleeping in the dim light of the moon ; and 
creeping back to his former seat, thought about the late uproar, 
until, with long thinking of, it seemed to have occurred a month 
ago. Thus, between dozing, and thinking, and walking to the 
window and looking out, the night wore away ; the grim old screen, 
and the kindred chairs and tables, began slowly to reveal them- 
selves in their accustomed forms ; the grey-eyed general seemed to 
wink and yawn and rouse himself; and at last he was broad awake 
again, and very uncomfortable and cold and haggard he looked, in 
the dull grey light of morning. 

The sun had begun to peep above the forest trees, and already 
flung across the curling mist bright bars of gold, when Joe 
dropped from his window on the ground below, a little bundle and 
his trusty stick, and prepared to descend himself. 

It was not a very difficult task; for there were so many 
projections and gable-ends in the way, that they formed a series of 
clumsy steps, with no greater obstacle than a jump of some few 
feet at last. Joe, with his stick and bundle on his shoulder, 
quickly stood on the firm earth, and looked up at the old 
Maypole, it might be for the last time. 

He didn’t apostrophise it, for he was no great scholar. He 
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didn’t curse it, for he had little ill-will to give to anything on 
earth. He felt more affectionate and kind to it than ever he had 
done in all his life before, so said with all his heart, “‘God bless 
you!” as a parting wish, and turned away. 

He walked along at a brisk pace, big with great thoughts of 
going for a soldier and dying in some foreign country where it was 
very hot and sandy, and leaving God knows what unheard-of 
wealth in prize-money to Dolly, who would be very much affected 
when she came to know of it; and full of such youthful visions, 
which were sometimes sanguine and sometimes melancholy, but 
always had her for their main point and centre, pushed on 
vigorously until the noise of London sounded in his ears, and the 
Black Lion hove in sight. 

It was only eight o’clock then, and very much astonished the 
Black Lion was, to see him come walking in with dust upon his 
feet at that early hour, with no grey mare to bear him company. 
But as he ordered breakfast to be got ready with all speed, and on 
its being set before him gave indisputable tokens of a hearty 
appetite, the Lion received him, as usual, with a hospitable 
welcome ; and treated him with those marks of distinction, which, 
as a regular customer, and one within the freemasonry of the 
trade, he had a right to claim. 

This Lion or landlord,—for he was called both man and beast, 
by reason of his having instructed the artist who painted his sign, 
to convey into the features of the lordly brute whose effigy it bore, 
as near a counterpart of his own face as his skill could compass 
and devise,—was a gentleman almost as quick of apprehension, 
and of almost as subtle a wit, as the mighty John himself. But 
the difference between them lay in this; that whereas Mr. Willet’s 
extreme sagacity and acuteness were the efforts of unassisted 
nature, the Lion stood indebted, in no small amount, to beer ; of 
which he swigged such copious draughts, that most of his faculties 
were utterly drowned and washed away, except the one great 
faculty of sleep, which he retained in surprising perfection. The 
creaking Lion over the house-door was, therefore, to say the truth, 
rather a drowsy, tame, and feeble lion; and as these social 
representatives of a savage class are usually of a conventional 
character (being depicted, for the most part, in impossible 
attitudes and of unearthly colours), he was frequently supposed by 
the more ignorant and uninformed among the neighbours, to be 
the veritable portrait of the host as he appeared on the occasion of 
some great funeral ceremony or public mourning. 

“What noisy fellow is that in the next room?” said Joe, when he 
had disposed of his breakfast and had washed and brushed himself. 
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“A recruiting serjeant,” replied the Lion. 
: Joe started involuntarily. Here was the very thing he had 
been dreaming of, all the way along. 

“And I wish,” said the Lion, “he was anywhere else but here. 
The party make noise enough, but don’t call for much. There’s 
great cry there, Mr. Willet, but very little wool. Your father 
wouldn’t like ’em, Z know.” 

Perhaps not much under any circumstances. Perhaps if he 
could have known what was passing at that moment in Joe’s mind, 
he would have liked them still less. 

“Ts he recruiting for a—for a fine regiment?” said Joe, glancing 
at a little round mirror that hung in the bar. 

“T believe he is,” replied the host. “It’s much the same 
thing, whatever regiment he’s recruiting for. I’m told there an’t 
a deal of difference between a fine man and another one, when 
they’re shot through and through.” 

“They’re not all shot,” said Joe. 

“No,” the Lion answered, “not all. Those that are — 
supposing it’s done easy—are the best off in my opinion.” 

“Ah!” retorted Joe, “but you don’t care for glory.” 

‘For what?” said the Lion. 

“Glory.” 

“No,” returned the Lion, with supreme indifference. ‘I don’t. 
Youre right in that, Mr. Willet. When Glory comes here, and 
calls for anything to drink and changes a guinea to pay for it, (ll 
give it him for nothing. It’s my belief, Sir, that the Glory’s arms 
wouldn’t do a very strong business.” 

These remarks were not at all comforting. Joe walked out, 
stopped at the door of the next room, and listened. The serjeant 
was describing a military life. It was all drinking, he said, except 
that there were frequent intervals of eating and love-making. A 
battle was the finest thing in the world—when your side won it 
—and Englishmen always did that. ‘Supposing you should 
be killed, Sir?” said a timid voice in one corner. ‘ Well, Sir, 
supposing you should be,” said the serjeant, “what then? Your 
country loves you, Sir; his Majesty King George the Third loves 
you; your memory is honoured, revered, respected ; everybody’s 
fond of you, and grateful to you; your name’s wrote down at full 
length in a book in the War-office. Damme, gentlemen, we must 
all die some time, or another, eh ?” 

The voice coughed, and said no more. 

Joe walked into the room. A group of half-a-dozen fellows had 
gathered together in the tap-room, and were listening with greedy 
ears. One of them, a carter in a smockfrock, seemed wavering 
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and disposed to enlist. The rest, who were by no means disposed, 
strongly urged him to do so (according to the custom of mankind), 
backed the serjeant’s arguments, and grinned among themselves. 
“T gay nothing, boys,” said the serjeant, who sat a little apart, 
drinking his liquor. “For lads of spirit ”—here he cast an eye 
on Joe—“ this is the time. I don’t want to inveigle you. The 
King’s not come to that, I hope. Brisk young blood is what we 
want; not milk and water. We won't take five men out of six. 
We want top-sawyers, we do. I’m not a-going to tell tales out of 
school, but, damme, if every gentleman’s son that carries arms in 
our corps, through being under a cloud and having little differences 
with his relations, was counted up”—here his eye fell on Joe 
again, and so good-naturedly, that Joe beckoned him out. He 
came directly. 

“You're a gentleman, by G—!” was his first remark, as he 
slapped him on the back. ‘‘ You’re a gentleman in disguise. So 
am I. Let’s swear a friendship.” 

Joe didn’t exactly do that, but he shook hands with him, and 
thanked him for his good opinion. 

“You want to serve,” said his new friend. ‘You shall. You 
were made for it. Youre one of us by nature. What’ll you 
take to drink ?” 

“ Nothing just now,” replied Joe, smiling faintly. “TI haven’t 
quite made up my mind.” 

“A mettlesome fellow like you, and not made up his mind!” 
cried the serjeant. ‘‘ Here—let me give the bell a pull, and you'll 
make up your mind in half a minute, I know.” 

“Yowre right so far”—answered Joe, ‘for if you pull the bell 
here, where I’m known, there’ll be an end of my soldiering 
inclinations in no time. Look in my face. You see me, do 
you?” 

“T do,” replied the serjeant with an oath, “and a finer young 
fellow or one better qualified to serve his king and country, I 
never set my—” he used an adjective in this place—“ eyes on.” 

“Thank you,” said Joe, “I didn’t ask you for want of a 
compliment, but thank you all the same. Do I look like a sneaking 
fellow or a liar?” 

The serjeant rejoined with many choice asseverations that he 
didn’t ; and that if his (the serjeant’s) own father were to say he 
did, he would run the old gentleman through the body cheerfully, 
and consider it a meritorious action. 

Joe expressed his obligations, and continued, “You can trust 
me then, and credit what I say. I believe I shall enlist in your 
regiment to-night. The reason I don’t do so now is, because I 
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don’t want until to-night, to do what I can’t recall. Where shall 
I find you, this evening?” 

His friend replied with some unwillingness, and after much 
ineffectual entreaty having for its object the immediate settlement 
of the business, that his quarters would be at the Crooked Billet 
in Tower Street ; where he would be found waking until midnight, 
and sleeping until breakfast-time to-morrow. 

“And if I do come—which it’s a million to one, I shall—when 
will you take me out of London?” demanded Joe. 

“To-morrow morning, at half after eight o’clock,” replied the 
serjeant. “Youll go abroad—a country where it’s all sunshine 
and plunder—the finest climate in the world.” 

“To go abroad,” said Joe, shaking hands with him, “is the 
very thing I want. You may expect me.” 

“Youre the kind of lad for us,” cried the serjeant, holding 
Joe’s hand in his, in the excess of his admiration. ‘‘ You’re the 
boy to push your fortune. I don’t say it because I bear you any 
envy, or would take away from the credit of the rise yow’ll make, 
but if I had been bred and taught like you, ’d have been a colonel 
by this time.” 

“Tush man!” said Joe, I’m not so young as that. Needs 
must when the devil drives; and the devil that drives me is an 
empty pocket and an unhappy home. For the present, good-bye.” 

“For king and country!” cried the serjeant, flourishing his 
cap. 
“For bread and meat!” cried Joe, snapping his fingers. And 
so they parted. 

He had very little money in his pocket; so little indeed, that 
after paying for his breakfast (which he was too honest and 
perhaps too proud to score up to his father’s charge) he had but a 
penny left. He had courage, notwithstanding, to resist all the 
affectionate importunities of the serjeant, who waylaid him at the 
door with many protestations of eternal friendship, and did in 
particular request that he would do him the favour to accept of 
only one shilling as a temporary accommodation. Rejecting his 
offers both of cash and credit, Joe walked away with stick and 
bundle as before, bent upon getting through the day as he best 
could, and going down to the locksmith’s in the dusk of the evening ; 
for it should go hard, he had resolved, but he would have a parting 
word with charming Dolly Varden. 

He went out by Islington and so on to Highgate, and sat on 
many stones and gates, but there were no voices in the bells to bid 
him turn. Since the time of noble Whittington, fair flower of 
merchants, bells have come to have less sympathy with human- 
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kind. They only ring for money and on state occasions. Wanderers — 
have increased in number; ships leave the Thames for distant 
regions, carrying from stem to stern no other cargo; the bells are 
silent ; they ring out no entreaties or regrets; they are used to it 
and have grown worldly. 

Joe bought a roll, and reduced his purse to the condition (with 
a difference) of that celebrated purse of Fortunatus, which, what- 
ever were its favoured owner's necessities, had one unvarying 
amount in it. In these real times, when all the Fairies are dead 
and buried, there are still a great many purses which possess that 
quality. The sum-total they contain is expressed in arithmetic by 
a circle, and whether it be added to or multiplied by its own 
amount, the result of the problem is more easily stated than any 
known in figures, 

Evening drew on at last. With the desolate and solitary feel- 
ing of one who had no home or shelter, and was alone utterly in the 
world for the first time, he bent his steps towards the locksmith’s 
house. He had delayed till now, knowing that Mrs. Varden some- 
times went out alone, or with Miges for her sole attendant, to 
lectures in the evening; and devoutly hoping that this might be 
one of her nights of moral culture. 

He had walked up and down before the house, on the opposite 
side of the way, two or three times, when as he returned to it 
again, he caught a glimpse of a fluttering skirt at the door. It 
was Dolly’s—to whom else could it belong? no dress but hers had 
such a flow as that. He plucked up his spirits, and followed it 
into the workshop of the Golden Key. 

His darkening the door caused her to look round. Oh that 
face! “If it hadn’t been for that,” thought Joe, ‘“‘I should never 
have walked into poor Tom Cobb. She’s twenty times handsomer 
than ever. She might marry a Lord!” 

He didn’t say this. He only thought it—perhaps looked it 
also. Dolly was glad to see him, and was so sorry her father and 
mother were away from home, Joe begged she wouldn’t mention 
it on any account. 

Dolly hesitated to lead the way into the parlour, for there it 
was nearly dark ; at the same time she hesitated to stand talking 
in the workshop, which was yet light and open to the street. 
They had got by some means, too, before the little forge ; and Joe 
having her hand in his (which he had no right to have, for Dolly 
only gave it him to shake), it was so like standing before some 
homely altar being married, that it was the most embarrassing 
state of things in the world. 


“T have come,” said Joe, “to say good-bye—to say good-bye 
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for I don’t know how many years; perhaps for ever. I am going 
abroad.” 

Now this was exactly what he should not have said. Here 
he was, talking like a gentleman at large who was free to come 
and go and roam about the world at his pleasure, when that 
gallant coachmaker had vowed but the night before that Miss 
Varden held him bound in adamantine chains ; and had positively 
stated in so many words that she was killing him by inches, and 
that in a, fortnight -more or thereabouts he expected to make a 
decent end and leave the business to his mother. 


Dolly released her hand and said “Indeed!” She remarked 
in the same breath that it was a fine night, and in short, betrayed 
no more emotion than the forge itself. 

“T couldn’t go,” said Joe, “without coming to see you. I 
hadn’t the heart to.” 

Dolly was more sorry than she could tell, that he should have 
taken so much trouble. It was such a long way, and he must 
have such a deal to do. And how was Mr. Willet—that dear old 
gentlemanu— 

“Ts this all-you say!” cried Joe. 

All! Good gracious, what did the man expect! She was 
obliged to take her apron in her hand and run her eyes along the 
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hem from corner to corner, to keep herself from laughing in his 
face ;—not because his gaze confused her—not at all. 

Joe had small experience in love affairs, and had no notion how 
different young ladies are at different times; he had expected to 
take Dolly up again at the very point where he had left her after 
that delicious evening ride, and was no more prepared for such an 
alteration than to see the sun and moon change places. He had 
buoyed himself up all day with an indistinct idea that she would 
certainly say “Don’t go,” or “Don’t leave us,” or “Why do you 
go?” or “ Why do you leave us?” or would give him some little 
encouragement of that sort ; he had even entertained the possibility 
of her bursting into tears, of her throwing herself into his arms, 
of her falling down in a fainting-fit without previous word or sign ; 
but any approach to such a line of conduct as this, had been so far 
from his thoughts that he could only look at her in silent wonder. 

Dolly in the meanwhile, turned to the corners of her apron, 
and measured the sides, and smoothed out the wrinkles, and was 
as silent as he. At last after a long pause, Joe said good-bye. 
“ Good-bye ”—said Dolly—with as pleasant a smile as if he were 
going into the next street, and were coming back to supper; 
** good-bye.” 

“Come,” said Joe, putting out both his hands. ‘Dolly, dear 
Dolly, don’t let us part like this. I love you dearly, with all my 
heart and soul; with as much truth and earnestness as ever man 
loved woman in this world, I do believe. Iam a poor fellow, as 
you know—poorer now than ever, for I have fled from home, 
not being able to bear it any longer, and must fight my own way 
without help. You are beautiful, admired, are loved by everybody, 
are well off and happy ; and may you ever be so! Heaven forbid 
I should ever make you otherwise ; but give mea word of comfort. 
Say something kind to me. I have no right to expect it of you, I 
know, but I ask it because I love you, and shall treasure the 
slightest word from you all through my life. Dolly, dearest, have 
you nothing to say to me?” 

No. Nothing. Dolly was a coquette by nature, and a spoilt 
child. She had no notion of being carried by storm in this way. 
The coachmaker would have been dissolved in tears, and would 
have knelt down, and called himself names, and clasped his hands, 
and beat his breast, and tugged wildly at his cravat, and done all 
kinds of poetry. Joe had no business to be going abroad. He 
had no right to be able to do it. If he was in adamantine chains, 
he couldn’t, 

“T have said good-bye,” said Dolly, “twice. Take your arm 
away directly, Mr. Joseph, or I’ll call Miggs.” 
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“Tl not reproach you,” answered Joe, “it’s my fault, no 
doubt. I have thought sometimes that you didn’t quite despise 
me, but I was a fool to think so. Every one must, who has seen 
the life I have led—you most of all. God bless you!” 

He was gone, actually gone. Dolly waited a little while, 
thinking he would return, peeped out at the door, looked up the 
street and down as well as the increasing darkness would allow, 
came in again, waited a little longer, went upstairs humming a 
tune, bolted herself in, laid her head down on her bed, and cried 
as if her heart would break. And yet such natures are made up 
of so many contradictions, that if Joe Willet had come back that 
night, next day, next week, next month, the odds are a hundred 
to one she would have treated him in the very same manner, and 
have wept for it afterwards with the very same distress. 

She had no sooner left the workshop than there cautiously 
peered out from behind the chimney of the forge, a face which had 
already emerged from the same concealment twice or thrice, unseen, 
and which, after satisfying itself that it was now alone, was 
followed by a leg, a shoulder, and so on by degrees, until the 
form of Mr. Tappertit stood confessed, with a brown-paper cap 
stuck negligently on one side of its head, and its arms very much 
a-kimbo. 

“Have my ears deceived me,” said the ’prentice, “or do I 
dream! am I to thank thee, Fortun’, or to cuss thee—which ?” 

He gravely descended from his elevation, took down his piece 
of looking-glass, planted it against the wall upon the usual bench, 
twisted his head round, and looked closely at his legs. 

“Tf they’re a dream,” said Sim, “let sculptures have such 
wisions, and chisel ’em out when they wake. ‘This is reality. 
Sleep has no such limbs as them. ‘Tremble, Willet, and despair. 
She’s mine! She’s mine!” 

With these triumphant expressions, he seized a hammer and 
dealt a heavy blow at a vice, which in his mind’s eye represented 
the sconce or head of Joseph Willet. That done, he burst into a 
peal of laughter which startled Miss Miggs even in her distant 
kitchen, and dipping his head into a bowl of water, had recourse 
to a jack-towel inside the closet door, which served the double 
purpose of smothering his feelings and drying his face. 

Joe, disconsolate and down-hearted, but full of courage too, on 
leaving the locksmith’s house made the best of his way to the 
Crooked Billet, and there inquired for his friend the serjeant, who, 
expecting no man less, received him with open arms. In the 
course of five minutes after his arrival at that house of entertain- 
ment, he was enrolled among the gallant defenders of his native 
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land; and within half an hour, was regaled with a steaming 
supper of boiled tripe and onions, prepared, as his friend assured 
him more than once, at the express command of his most Sacred 
Majesty the King. To this meal, which tasted very savoury after 
his long fasting, he did ample justice ; and when he had followed 
it up, or down, with a variety of loyal and patriotic toasts, he was 
conducted to a straw mattress ina loft over the stable, and 
locked in there for the night. 

The next morning, he found that the obliging care of his 
martial friend had decorated his hat with sundry parti-coloured 
streamers, which made a very lively appearance ; and in company 
with that officer, and three other military gentlemen newly 
enrolled, who were under a cloud so dense that it only left three 
shoes, a boot, and a coat and a half visible among them, repaired 
to the river-side. Here they were joined by a corporal and four 
more heroes, of whom two were drunk and daring, and two sober 
and penitent, but each of whom, like Joe, had his dusty stick and 
bundle. The party embarked in a passage-boat bound for 
Gravesend, whence they were to proceed on foot to Chatham ; the 
wind was in their favour, and they soon left London behind them, 
a mere dark mist—a giant phantom in the air. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SECOND. 


MISFORTUNES, saith the adage, never come singly. There is little 
doubt that troubles are exceedingly gregarious in their nature, and 
flying in flocks, are apt to perch capriciously ; crowding on the 
heads of some poor wights until there is not an inch of room left 
on their unlucky crowns, and taking no more notice of others who 
offer as good resting-places for the soles of their feet, than if they 
had no existence, It may have happened that a flight of troubles 
brooding over London, and looking out for Joseph Willet, whom 
they couldn’t find, darted down haphazard on the first young man 
that caught their fancy, and settled on him instead. However 
this may be, certain it is that on the very day of Joe’s departure 
they swarmed about the ears of Edward Chester, and did so buzz 
and flap their wings, and persecute him, that he was most profoundly 
wretched. 

It was evening, and just eight o’clock, when he and his father, 
having wine and dessert set before them, were left to themselves 
for the first time that day. They had dined together, but a third 
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person had been present during the meal, and until they met at 
table they had not seen each other since the previous night. 

Edward was reserved and silent, Mr. Chester was more than 
usually gay; but not caring, as it seemed, to open a conversation 
with one whose humour was so different, he vented the lightness 
of his spirit in smiles and sparkling looks, and made no effort to 
awaken his attention. So they remained for some time: the 
father lying on a sofa with his accustomed air of graceful negligence ; 
the son seated opposite to him with downcast eyes, busied, it was 
plain, with painful and uneasy thoughts. 

““My dear Edward,” said Mr. Chester at length, with a most — 
engaging laugh, ‘‘do not extend your drowsy influence to the 
decanter. Suffer that to circulate, let your spirits be never so 
stagnant.” 

Edward begged his pardon, passed it, and relapsed into his 
former state. 

“You do wrong not to fill your glass,’ said Mr. Chester, 
holding up his own before the light. ‘‘ Wine in moderation—not 
in excess, for that makes men ugly—has a thousand pleasant 
influences. It brightens the eyes, improves the voice, imparts a 
new vivacity to one’s thoughts and conversation: you should try 
it, Ned.” 

“Ah father!” cried his son, ‘ if—” 

“My good fellow,” interposed the parent hastily, as he set 
down his glass, and raised his eyebrows with a startled and 
horrified expression, ‘‘for Heaven’s sake don’t call me by that 
obsolete and ancient name. Have some regard for delicacy. Am 
T grey, or wrinkled, do I go on crutches, have I lost my teeth, that 
you adopt such a mode of address? Good God, how very coarse!” 

“JT was about to speak to you from my heart, Sir,” returned 
Edward, ‘‘in the confidence which should subsist between us ; and 
you check me in the outset.” 

“Now do, Ned, do not,” said Mr. Chester, raising his delicate 
hand imploringly, “talk in that monstrous manner. About to 
speak from your heart! Don’t you know that the heart is an 
ingenious part of our formation—the centre of the blocd-vessels 
and all that sort of thing—which has no more to do with what 
you say or think, than your knees have? How can you be so very 
vulgar and absurd? These anatomical allusions should be left to 
gentlemen of the medical profession. They are really not agree- 
able in society. You quite surprise me, Ned.” 

“Well! there are no such things to wound, or heal, or have 
regard for. I know your creed, Sir, and will say no more,” 
returned his son. 
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“There again,” said Mr. Chester, sipping his wine, “you are 
wrong. I distinctly say there are such things. We know there 
are. The hearts of animals—of bullocks, sheep, and so forth—are 
cooked and devoured, as I am told, by the lower classes, with a 
vast deal of relish. Men are sometimes stabbed to the heart, 
shot to the heart; but as to speaking from the heart, or to the 
heart, or being warm-hearted, or cold-hearted, or broken-hearted, 
or being all heart, or having no heart—pah! these things are 
nonsense, Ned.” 

“No doubt, Sir,” returned his son, seeing that he paused for 
him to speak. ‘ No doubt.” 


“There’s Haredale’s niece, your late flame,” said Mr, Chester, 
as a careless illustration of his meaning. ‘No doubt in your 
mind she was all heart once. Now she has none at all. Yet she 
is the same person, Ned, exactly.” 

Aen cath : a : : 

“She is a changed person, Sir,” cried Edward, reddening ; 
“and changed by vile means, I believe.” 

Z (3 You have had a cool dismissal, have you?” said his father, 
‘Poor Ned! I told you last night what would happen.—May I ask 
you for the nut-crackers ?” 

“She has been tampered with, and most treacherously deceived,” 
cried Edward, rising from his seat. “I never will believe that 
the knowledge of my real position, given her by myself, has worked 
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this change. I know she is beset and tortured. But though our 
contract is at an end, and broken past all redemption; though I 
charge upon her want of firmness and want of truth, both to her- 
self and me; I do not now, and never will believe, that any sordid 
motive, or her own unbiassed will, has led her to this course— 
never !” 

“You make me blush,” returned his father gaily, “for the 
folly of your nature, in which—but we never know ourselves—I 
devoutly hope there is no reflection of my own. With regard to 
the young lady herself, she has done what is very natural and 
proper, my dear fellow; what you yourself proposed, as I learn 
from Haredale ; and what I predicted—with no great exercise of 
sagacity—she would do. She supposed you to be rich, or at least 
quite rich enough ; and found you poor. Marriage is a civil con- 
tract ; people marry to better their worldly condition and improve 
appearances ; it is an affair of house and furniture, of liveries, 
servants, equipage, and so forth. The lady being poor and you 
poor also, there is an end of the matter. You cannot enter upon 
these considerations, and have no manner of business with the 
ceremony. I drink her health in this glass, and respect and 
honour her for her extreme good sense. It is a lesson to you. 
Fill yours, Ned.” 

“Tt is a lesson,” returned his son, “by which I hope I may 
never profit, and if years and their experience impress it on—” 

“Don’t say on the heart,” interposed his father. 

“On men whom the world and its hypocrisy have spoiled,” 
said Edward warmly ; ‘‘ Heaven keep me from its knowledge.” 

“Come, Sir,” returned his father, raising himself a little on 
the sofa, and looking straight towards him ; ‘‘ we have had enough 
of this. Remember, if you please, your interest, your duty, your 
moral obligations, your filial affections, and all that sort of thing, 
which it is so very delightful and charming to reflect upon; or 
you will repent it.” 

“T shall never repent the preservation of my self-respect, Sir,” 
said Edward. ‘Forgive me if I say that I will not sacrifice it at 
your bidding, and that I will not pursue the track which you 
would have me take, and to which the secret share you have had 
in this late separation tends.” 

His father rose a little higher still, and looking at him as 
though curious to know if he were quite resolved and earnest, 
dropped gently down again, and said in the calmest voice—eating 
his nuts meanwhile, 

“Edward, my father had a son, who being a fool like you, 
and, like you, entertaining low and disobedient sentiments, he 
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disinherited and cursed one morning after breakfast. The 
circumstance occurs to me with a singular clearness of recollection 
this evening. I remember eating muffins at the time, with 
marmalade. He led a miserable life (the son, I mean) and died 
early ; it was a happy release on all accounts; he degraded the 
family very much. It is a sad circumstance, Edward, when a 
father finds it necessary to resort to such strong measures.” 

“Tt is,” replied Edward, “and it is sad when a son, proffering 
him his love and duty in their best and truest sense, finds himself 
repelled at every turn, and forced to disobey. Dear father,” he 
added, more earnestly though in a gentler tone, ‘I have reflected 
many times on what occurred between us when we first discussed 
this subject, Let there be a confidence between us ; not in terms, 
but truth. Hear what I have to say.” 

“ As I anticipate what it is, and cannot fail to do so, Edward,” 
returned his father coldly, ‘I decline. I couldn’t possibly. I am 
sure it would put me out of temper, which is a state of mind I 
can’t endure. If you intend to mar my plans for your establish- 
ment in life, and the preservation of that gentility and becoming 
pride, which our family have so long sustained—if, in short, you 
are resolved to take your own course, you must take it, and my 
curse with it. JI am very sorry, but there’s really no alternative.” 

“The curse may pass your lips,” said Edward, ‘‘ but it will be 
but empty breath. I do not believe that any man on earth has 
greater power to call one down upon his fellow—least of all, upon 
his own child—than he has to make one drop of rain or flake 
of snow fall from the clouds above us at his impious bidding. 
Beware, Sir, what you do.” 

“You are so very irreligious, so exceedingly undutiful, so 
horribly profane,” rejoined his father, turning his face lazily 
towards him, and cracking another nut, “that I positively must 
interrupt you here. It is quite impossible we can continue to go 
on, upon such terms as these. If you will do me the favour to 
ring the bell, the servant will show you to the door. Return to 
this roof no more, I beg you. Go, Sir, since you have no moral 
sense remaining; and go to the Devil, at my express desire. 
Good day.” 

Edward left the room without another word or look, and 
turned his back upon the house for ever. 

The father’s face was slightly flushed and heated, but his 
manner was quite unchanged, as he rang the bell again, and 
addressed his servant on his entrance. 

“ Peak—if that gentleman who has just gone out—” 

“T beg your pardon, Sir, Mr. Edward ?” 
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““Were there more than one, dolt, that you ask the question ? 
—If that gentleman should send here for his wardrobe, let him 
have it, do you hear? If he should call himself at any time, I’m 
not at home. You'll tell him so, and shut the door.” 


So, it soon got whispered about, that Mr. Chester was very 
unfortunate in his son, who had occasioned him great grief and 
sorrow. And the good people who heard this and told it again, 
marvelled the more at his equanimity and even temper, and said 
what an amiable nature that man must have, who, having under- 
gone so much, could be so placid and so calm. And when 
Edward’s name was spoken, Society shook its head, and laid its 
finger on its lip, and sighed, and looked very grave ; and those who 
had sons about his age, waxed wrathful and indignant, and hoped, 
for Virtue’s sake, that he was dead. And the world went on 
turning round, as usual, for five years, concerning which this 
Narrative is silent. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-THIRD. 


ONE wintry evening, early in the year of our Lord one thousand 
seven hundred and eighty, a keen north wind arose as it grew 
dark, and night came on with black and dismal looks. A bitter 
storm of sleet, sharp, dense, and icy-cold, swept the wet streets, and 
rattled on the trembling windows. Sign-boards, shaken past endur- 
ance in their creaking frames, fell crashing on the pavement; old 
tottering chimneys reeled and staggered in the blast ; and many a 
steeple rocked again that night, as though the earth were troubled. 

It was not a time for those who could by any means get light 
and warmth, to brave the fury of the weather. In coffee-houses 
of the better sort, guests crowded round the fire, forgot to be 
political, and told each other with a secret gladness that the blast 
grew fiercer every minute. Each humble tavern by the water- 
side, had its group of uncouth figures round the hearth, who 
talked of vessels foundering at sea, and all hands lost ; related 
many a dismal tale of shipwreck and drowned men, and hoped 
that some they knew were safe, and shook their heads in doubt. 
In private dwellings, children clustered near the blaze ; listening 
with timid pleasure to tales of ghosts and goblins, and tall figures 
clad in white standing by bedsides, and people who had gone to 
sleep in old churches and being overlooked had found themselves 
alone there at the dead hour of the night: until they shuddered 
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at the thought of the dark rooms up-stairs, yet loved to hear the 
wind moan too, and hoped it would continue bravely. From 
time to time these happy in-door people stopped to listen, or one 
held up his finger and cried “Hark!” and then, above the 
rumbling in the chimney, and the fast pattering on the glass, was 
heard a wailing, rushing sound, which shook the walls as though 
a giant’s hand were on them; then a hoarse roar as if the sea had 
risen; then such a whirl and tumult that the air seemed mad ; 
and then, with a lengthened howl, the waves of wind swept on, and 
left a moment’s interval of rest. 

Cheerily, though there were none abroad to see it, shone the 
Maypole light that evening. Blessings on the red—deep, ruby, 
glowing red—old curtain of the window ; blending into one rich 
stream of brightness, fire and candle, meat, drink, and company, 
and gleaming like a jovial eye upon the bleak waste out of doors ! 
Within, what carpet like its crunching sand, what music merry 
as its crackling logs, what perfume like its kitchen’s dainty breath, 
what weather genial as its hearty warmth! Blessings on the old 
house, how sturdily it stood! How did the vexed wind chafe and 
roar about its stalwart roof; how did it pant and strive with its 
wide chimneys, which still poured forth from their hospitable 
throats, great clouds of smoke, and puffed defiance in its face ; 
how above all, did it drive and rattle at the casement, emulous to 
extinguish that cheerful glow, which would not be put down and 
seemed the brighter for the conflict. 

The profusion too, the rich and lavish bounty, of that goodly 
tavern! It was not enough that one fire roared and sparkled on 
its spacious hearth; in the tiles which paved and compassed it, 
five hundred flickering fires burnt brightly also. It was not 
enough that one red curtain shut the wild night out, and shed its 
cheerful influence on the room. In every saucepan lid, and candle- 
stick, and vessel of copper, brass, or tin that hung upon the walls, 
were countless ruddy hangings, flashing and gleaming with every 
motion of the blaze, and offering, let the eye wander where it 
might, interminable vistas of the same rich colour. The old oak 
wainscoting, the beams, the chairs, the seats, reflected it in a deep, 
dull glimmer. There were fires and red curtains in the very eyes 
of the drinkers, in their buttons, in their liquor, in the pipes they 
smoked. 

Mr. Willet sat in what had been his accustomed place five 
years before, with his eyes on the eternal boiler; and had sat 
there since the clock struck eight, giving no other signs of life 
than breathing with a loud and constant snore (though he was 
wide awake), and from time to time putting his glass to his lips, 
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or knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and filling it anew. It was 
now half-past ten. Mr, Cobb and long Phil Parkes were his 
companions, as of old, and for two mortal hours and a half, none 
of the company had pronounced one word. 

Whether people, by dint of sitting together in the same place 
and the same relative positions, and doing exactly the same things 
for a great many years, acquire a sixth sense, or some unknown 
power of influencing each other which serves them in its stead, is 
a question for philosophy to settle. But certain it is that old 
John Willet, Mr. Parkes, and Mr. Cobb, were one and all firmly 
of opinion that they were very jolly companions—rather choice 
spirits than otherwise; that they looked at each other every now 
and then as if there were a perpetual interchange of ideas going on 
among them; that no man considered himself or his neighbour by 
any means silent ; and that each of them nodded occasionally when 
he caught the eye of another, as if he would say “ You have 
expressed yourself extremely well, Sir, in relation to that sentiment, 
and I quite agree with you.” 

The room was so very warm, the tobacco so very good, and the 
fire so very soothing, that Mr. Willet by degrees began to doze ; 
but as he had perfectly acquired, by dint of long habit, the art of 
smoking in his sleep, and as his breathing was pretty much the 
saine, awake or asleep, saving that in the latter case he sometimes 
experienced a slight difficulty in respiration (such as a carpenter 
meets with when he is planing and comes to a knot), neither of 
his companions was aware of the circumstance, until he met with 
one of these impediments and was obliged to try again. 

“ Johnny’s dropped off,” said Mr. Parkes in a whisper. 

“ Fast as a top,” said Mr. Cobb. 

Neither of them said any more until Mr. Willet came to 
another knot—one of surpassing obduracy—which bade fair to 
throw him into convulsions, but which he got over at last with- 
out waking, by an effort quite superhuman. 

** He sleeps uncommon hard,” said Mr, Cobb. 

Mr. Parkes, who was possibly a hard-sleeper himself, replied 
with some disdain “Not a bit on it;” and directed his eyes 
towards a handbill pasted over the chimney-piece, which was 
decorated at the top with a woodcut representing a youth of tender 
years running away very fast, with a bundle over his shoulder at 
the end of a stick, and—to carry out the idea—-a finger-post and 
a mile-stone beside him. Mr. Cobb likewise turned his eyes in 
the same direction, and surveyed the placard as if that were the 
first time he had ever beheld it. Now, this was a document which 
Mr. Willet had himself indited on the disappearance of his son 
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Joseph, acquainting the nobility and gentry and the public in 
general with the circumstances of his having left his home ; 
describing his dress and appearance ; and offering a reward of 
five pounds to any person or persons who would pack him up and 
return him safely to the Maypole at Chigwell, or lodge him in any 
of his Majesty’s jails until such time as his father should come and 
claim him. In this advertisement Mr. Willet had obstinately 
persisted, despite the advice and entreaties of his friends, in 
describing his son as a “young boy ;” and furthermore as being 
from eighteen inches to a couple of feet shorter than he really was : 
two circumstances which perhaps accounted, in some degree, for 
its never having been productive of any other effect than the 
transmission to Chigwell at various times and at a vast expense, 
of some five-and-forty runaways varying from six years old to 
twelve. 

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes looked mysteriously at this composition, 
at each other, and at old John. From the time he had pasted it 
up with his own hands, Mr. Willet had never by word or sign 
alluded to the subject, or encouraged any one else to do so. No- 
body had the least notion what his thoughts or opinions were, 
connected with it; whether he remembered it or forgot it; 
whether he had any idea that such an event had ever taken place. 
Therefore, even while he slept, no one ventured to refer to it in 
his presence ; and for such sufficient reasons, these his chosen 
friends were silent now. 

Mr. Willet had got by this time into such a complication of 
knots, that it was perfectly clear he must wake or die. He chose 
the former alternative, and opened his eyes. 

“Tf he don’t come in five minutes,” said John, “I shall have 
supper, without him.” 

The antecedent of this pronoun had been mentioned for the last 
time at eight o’clock. Messrs. Parkes and Cobb being used to 
this style of conversation, replied without difficulty that to be suré’ 
Solomon was very late, and they wondered what had happened’ to 
detain him. 

“He an’t blown away, I suppose,” said Parkes. “It’s enough 
to carry a man of his figure off his legs, and easy too.. Do you 
hear it? It blows great guns, indeed. There'll be many a crash 
in the Forest to-night, I reckon, and many a broken branch upon 
the ground to-morrow.” 

“Tt won’t break anything in the- Maypole, I take it, Sir,” 
returned old John. ‘Let it try. I give it leave—what’s that ?” 

“The wind,” cried Parkes. “It’s howling like a Christian, 
and has been all night long.” 
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“Did you ever, Sir,” asked John, after a minute’s contempla- 
tion, ‘‘ hear the wind say ‘ Maypole ?’” 

‘““ Why, what man ever did?” said Parkes. 

“Nor ‘ahoy,’ perhaps?” added John. 

“No. . Nor that either.” 

“Very good, Sir,” said Mr. Willet, perfectly unmoved ; “then 
if that was the wind just now, and you'll wait a little time without 
speaking, you'll hear it say both words very plain.” 

Mr, Willet was right. After listening for a few moments, 
they could clearly hear, above the roar and tumult out of doors, 
this shout repeated ; and that with a shrillness and energy, which 
denoted that it came from some person in great distress or terror. 
They looked at each other, turned pale, and held their breath. 
No man stirred. 

It was in this emergency that Mr. Willet displayed something 
of that strength of mind and plenitude of mental resource, which 
rendered him the admiration of all his friends and neighbours. 
After looking at Messrs. Parkes and Cobb for some time in silence, 
he clapped his two hands to his cheeks, and sent forth a roar 
which made the glasses dance and rafters ring—a long-sustained, 
discordant bellow, that.rolled onward with the wind, and startling 
every echo, made the night a hundred times more boisterous—a 
deep, loud, dismal bray, that sounded like a human gong. Then, 
with every vein in his head and face swoln with the great exertion, 
and his countenance suffused with a lively purple, he drew a little 
nearer to the fire, and turning his back upon it, said with dignity : 

“Tf that’s any comfort to anybody, they’re welcome to it. If 
it an’t, I’m sorry for ’em. If either of you two gentlemen likes to 
go out and see what’s the matter, you can, Tm not curious, 
myself.” 

While he spoke the cry drew nearer and nearer, footsteps 
passed the window, the latch of the door was raised, it opened, 
was violently shut again, and Solomon Daisy, with a lighted 
lantern in his hand, and the rain streaming from his disordered 
dress, dashed into the room. 

A more complete picture of terror than the little man presented, 
it would be difficult to imagine. The perspiration stood in beads 
upon his face, his knees knocked together, his every limb trembled, 
the power of articulation was quite gone; and there he stood, 
panting for breath, gazing on them with such livid ashy looks, 
that they were infected with his fear, though ignorant of its 
occasion, and, reflecting his dismayed and horror-stricken visage, 
stared back again without venturing to question him; until old 
John Willet, in a fit of temporary insanity, made a dive at his 
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cravat, and, seizing him by that portion of his dress, shook him to 
and fro until his very teeth appeared to rattle in his head. 

“Tell us what’s the matter, Sir,” said John, ‘or Vl kill you. 
Tell us what’s the matter, Sir, or in another second [ll have your 
head under the biler. How dare you look like that? Is anybody 
a following of you? What do you mean? Say something, or I'll 
be the death of you, I will.” 

Mr. Willet, in his frenzy, was so near keeping his word to the 
very letter (Solomon Daisy’s eyes already beginning to roll in an 
alarming manner, and certain guttural sounds, as of a choking 
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man, to issue from his throat), that the two bystanders, recovering 
in some degree, plucked him off his victim by main force, and 
placed the little clerk of Chigwell in a chair, Directing a fearful 
gaze all round the room, he implored them in a faint voice to give 
him some drink ; and above all to lock the house-door and close 
and bar the shutters of the room, without a moment’s loss of time. 
The latter request did not tend to re-assure his hearers, or to fill 
them with the most comfortable sensations ; they complied with 
it, however, with the greatest expedition ; and having handed him 
a bumper of brandy-and-water, nearly boiling hot, waited to hear 
what he might have to tell them. 
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“Oh, Johnny,” said Solomon, shaking him by the hand. “Oh, 
Parkes. Oh, Tommy Cobb. Why did I leave this house to-night ! 
On the nineteenth of March—of all nights in the year, on the 
nineteenth of March !” 

They all drew closer to the fire. Parkes, who was nearest to 
the door, started and looked over his shoulder. Mr, Willet, with 
great indignation, inquired what the devil he meant by that—and 
then said, ‘God forgive me,” and glanced over his own shoulder, 
and came a little nearer. 

““When I left here to-night,” said Solomon Daisy, ‘I little 
thought what day of the month it was. I have never gone alone 
into the church after dark on this day, for seven-and-twenty 
years. I have heard it said that as we keep our birthdays 
when we are alive, so the ghosts of dead people, who are not 
easy In their graves, keep the day they died upon.—How the 
wind roars !” 

Nobody spoke. All eyes were fastened on Solomon. 

“T might have known,” he said, “what night it was, by the 
foul weather. There’s no such night in the whole year round as 
this is, always. I never sleep quietly in my bed on the nineteenth 
of March.” 

“Go on,” said Tom Cobb, in a low voice. ‘Nor I neither.” 

Solomon Daisy raised his glass to his lips; put it down upon 
the floor with such a trembling hand that the spoon tinkled in it 
like a little bell ; and continued thus : 

“ Have I ever said that we are always brought back to this 
subject in some strange way, when the nineteenth of this month 
comes round? Do you suppose it was by accident, I forgot to 
wind up the church-clock? I never forget it at any other time, 
though it’s such a clumsy thing that it has to be wound up every 
day. Why should it escape my memory on this day of all others ? 

““T made as much haste down there as I could when I went 
from here, but I had to go home first for the keys; and the wind 
and rain being dead against me all the way, it was pretty well as 
much as I could do at times to keep my legs. I got there at last, 
opened the church-door, and went in. I had not met a soul all 
the way, and you may judge whether it was dull or not. Neither 
of you would bear me company. If you could have known what 
was to come, you'd have been in the right. 

“The wind was so strong, that it was as much as I could do 
to shut the church-door by putting my whole weight against it ; 
and even as it was, it burst wide open twice, with such strength 
that any of you would have sworn, if you had been leaning against 
it, as I was, that somebody was pushing on the other side. How- 
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ever, I got the key turned, went into the belfry, and wound up 
the clock—which was very near run down, and would have stood 
stock-still in half an hour. 

“As I took up my lantern again to leave the church, it came 
upon me all at once that this was the nineteenth of March. It 
came upon me with a kind of shock, as if a hand had struck the 
thought upon my forehead ; at the very same moment, I heard a 
voice outside the tower—rising from among the graves.” 

Here old John precipitately interrupted the speaker, and begged 
that if Mr. Parkes (who was seated opposite to him and was staring 
directly over his head) saw anything, he would have the goodness 
to mention it. Mr, Parkes apologised, and remarked that he was 
only listening; to which Mr. Willet angrily retorted, that his 
listening with that kind of expression in his face was not agree- 
able, and that if he couldn’t look like other people, he had better 
put his pocket-handkerchief over his head. Mr. Parkes with 
great submission pledged himself to do so, if again required, and 
John Willet turning to Solomon desired him to proceed. After 
waiting until a violent gust of wind and rain, which seemed to 
shake even that sturdy house to its foundation, had passed away, 
the little man complied : 

“ Never tell me that it was my fancy, or that it was any other 
sound which I mistook for that I tell you of. I heard the wind 
whistle through the arches of the church. I heard the steeple 
strain and creak. I heard the rain as it came driving against the 
walls. I felt the bells shake. I saw the ropes sway to and fro. 
And I heard that voice.” 

* What did it say?” asked Tom Cobb. 

**T don’t know what; I don’t know that it spoke. It gave a 
kind of cry, as any one of us might do, if something dreadful 
followed us in a dream, and came upon us unawares; and then it 
died off: seeming to pass quite round the church,” 

“T don’t see much in that,” said John, drawing a long breath, 
and looking round him like a man who felt relieved. 

“Perhaps not,” returned his friend, “ but that’s not all.” 

“What more do you mean to say, Sir, is to come?” asked 
John, pausing in the act of wiping his face upon his apron. 
‘‘What are you a going to tell us of next?” 

“What I saw.” 

“Saw!” echoed all three, bending forward. 

“When I opened the church-door to come out,” said the little 
man, with an expression of face which bore ample testimony to 
the sincerity of his conviction, ‘‘ when I opened the church-door to 
come out, which I did suddenly, for I wanted to get it shut again 
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before another gust of wind came up, there crossed me—so close, 
that by stretching out my finger I could have touched it—some- 
thing in the likeness of aman. It was bare-headed to the storm. 
It turned its face without stopping, and fixed its eyes on mine. It 
was a ghost—a spirit.” 

‘““ Whose?” they all three cried together. 

In the excess of his emotion (for he fell back trembling in his 
chair, and waved his hand as if entreating them to question him 
no further), his answer was lost on all but old John Willet, who 
happened to be seated close beside him. 

““Who!” cried Parkes and Tom Cobb, looking eagerly by turns 
at Solomon Daisy and at Mr. Willet. ‘‘ Who was it?” 

“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Willet after a long pause, “you 
needn’t ask. The likeness of a murdered man. ‘This is the nine- 
teenth of March.” 

A profound silence ensued. 

“Tf you'll take my advice,” said John, ‘‘we had better, one 
and all, keep this a secret. Such tales would not be liked at the 
Warren. Let us keep it to ourselves for the present time at all 
events, or we may get into trouble, and Solomon may lose his 
place. Whether it was really as he says, or whether it wasn’t, is 
no matter. Right or wrong, nobody would believe him. As to 
the probabilities, I don’t myself think,” said Mr. Willet, eyeing 
the corners of the room in a manner which showed that, like some 
other philosophers, he was not quite easy in his theory, ‘that a 
ghost as had been a man of sense in his lifetime, would be out a- 
walking in such weather—I only know that Z wouldn’t, if I was 
one.” 

But this heretical doctrine was strongly opposed by the other 
three, who quoted a great many precedents to show that bad 
weather was the very time for such appearances; and Mr. Parkes 
(who had had a ghost in his family, by the mother’s side) argued 
the matter with so much ingenuity and force of illustration, that 
John was only saved from having to retract his opinion by the 
opportune appearance of supper, to which they applied themselves 
with a dreadful relish. Even Solomon Daisy himself, by dint of 
the elevating influences of fire, lights, brandy, and good company, 
so far recovered as to handle his knife and fork in a highly credit- 
able manner, and to display a capacity both of eating and drinking, 
such as banished all fear of his having sustained any lasting injury 
from his fright. 

Supper done, they crowded round the fire again, and, as is 
common on such occasions, propounded all manner of leading 
questions calculated to surround the story with new horrors and 


244 BARNABY RUDGE. 


surprises. But Solomon Daisy, notwithstanding these temptations, 
adhered so steadily to his original account, and repeated it so often, 
with such slight variations, and with such solemn asseverations of 
its truth and reality, that his hearers were (with good reason) 
more astonished than at first. As he took John Willet’s view of 
the matter in regard to the propriety of not bruiting the tale 
abroad, unless the spirit should appear to him again, in which case 
it would be necessary to take immediate counsel with the clergy- 
man, it was solemnly resolved that it should be hushed up and 
kept quiet. And as most men like to have a secret to tell which 
may exalt their own importance, they arrived at this conclusion 
with perfect unanimity. 

As it was by this time growing late, and was long past their 
usual hour of separating, the cronies parted for the night. 
Solomon Daisy, with a fresh candle in his lantern, repaired home- 
wards under the escort of long Phil Parkes and Mr. Cobb, who 
were rather more nervous than himself. Mr. Willet, after seeing 
them to the door, returned to collect his thoughts with the 
assistance of the boiler, and to listen to the storm of wind and 
rain, which had not yet abated one jot of its fury. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FOURTH. 


Brrorre old John had looked at the boiler quite twenty 
minutes, he got his ideas into a focus, and brought them to bear 
upon Solomon Daisy’s story. The more he thought of it, the 
more impressed he became with a sense of his own wisdom, and a 
desire that Mr. Haredale should be impressed with it likewise. 
At length, to the end that he might sustain a principal and im- 
portant character in the affair; and might have the start of 
Solomon and his two friends, through whose means he knew the 
adventure, with a variety of exaggerations, would be known to 
at least a score of people, and most likely to Mr. Haredale him- 
self, by breakfast-time to-morrow ; he determined to repair to the 
Warren before going to bed. 

‘“‘He’s my landlord,” thought John, as he took a candle in his 
hand, and setting it down in a corner out of the wind’s way, opened 
a casement in the rear of the house, looking towards the stables. 
“We haven’t met of late years so often as we used to do—changes 
are taking place in the family—it’s desirable that I should stand 
as well with them, in point of dignity, as possible—the whispering 
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about of this here tale will anger him—it’s good to have confidences 
with a gentleman of his natur’, and set one’s-self right besides, 
Halloa there! Hugh—Hugh. Hal-loa!” 

When he had repeated this shout a dozen times, and startled 
every pigeon from its slumbers, a door in one of the ruinous old 
buildings opened, and a rough voice demanded what was amiss 
now, that a man couldn’t even have his sleep in quiet. 

“What! Haven’t you sleep enough, growler, that youre not 
to be knocked up for once?” said John. 

“No,” replied the voice, as the speaker yawned and shook him- 
self. ‘‘ Not half enough.” 

**T don’t know how you can sleep, with the wind a bellowsing 
and roaring about you, making the tiles fly like a pack of cards,” 
said John; “but no matter for that. Wrap yourself up in some- 
thing or another, and come here, for you must go as far as the 
Warren with me. And look sharp about it.” 

Hugh, with much low growling and muttering, went back into 
his lair ; and presently re-appeared, carrying a lantern and a cudgel, 
and enveloped from head to foot in an old, frowsy, slouching horse- 
cloth. Mr. Willet received this figure at the back-door, and ushered 
him into the bar, while he wrapped himself in sundry greatcoats 
and capes, and so tied and knotted his face in shawls and handker- 
chiefs, that how he breathed was a mystery. 

“You don’t take a man out of doors at near midnight in such 
weather, without putting some heart into him, do you, master?” 
said Hugh. 

“Ves I do, Sir,” returned Mr. Willet. ‘I put the heart (as 
you call it) into him when he has brought me safe home again, 
and his standing steady on his legs an’t of so much consequence. 
So hold that light up, if you please, and go on a step or two before, 
to show the way.” 

Hugh obeyed with a very indifferent grace, and a longing glance 
at the bottles. Old John, laying strict injunctions on his cook to 
keep the doors locked in his absence, and to open to nobody but 
himself on pain of dismissal, followed him into the blustering 
darkness out of doors. 

The way was wet and dismal, and the night so black, that if 
Mr. Willet had been his own pilot, he would have walked into a 
deep horsepond within a few hundred yards of his own house, and 
would certainly have terminated his career in that ignoble sphere 
of action. But Hugh, who had a sight as keen as any hawk’s, 
and, apart from that endowment, could have found his way blind- 
fold to any place within a dozen miles, dragged old John along, 
quite deaf to his remonstrances, and took his own course without 
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the slightest reference to, or notice of, his master. So they made 
head against the wind as they best could ; Hugh crushing the wet 
grass beneath his heavy tread, and stalking on after his ordinary 
savage fashion; John Willet following at arm’s length, picking 
his steps, and looking about him, now for bogs and ditches, and 
now for such stray ghosts as might be wandering abroad, with 
looks of as much dismay and uneasiness as his immovable face 
was capable of expressing. 

At length they stood upon the broad gravel-walk before the 
Warren-house. The building was profoundly dark, and none were 
moving near it save themselves. From one solitary turret-chamber, 
however, there shone a ray of light; and towards this speck of 
comfort in the cold, cheerless, silent scene, Mr. Willet bade his 
pilot lead him. 

“The old room,” said John, looking timidly upward; ‘“ Mr. 
Reuben’s own apartment, God be with us! I wonder his brother 
likes to sit there, so late at night—on this night too.” 

“Why, where else should he sit?” asked Hugh, holding the 
lantern to his breast, to keep the candle from the wind, while he 
trimmed it with his fingers. “It’s snug enough, an’t it?” 

“Snug!” said John indignantly. ‘You have a comfortable 
idea of snugness, you have, Sir. Do you know what was done in 
that room, you ruffian ?” 

“Why, what is it the worse for that!” cried Hugh, looking 
into John’s fat face. ‘‘ Does it keep out the rain, and snow, and 
wind, the less for that? Is it less warm or dry, because a man 
was killed there? Ha, ha, ha! Never believe it, master. One 
man’s no such matter as that comes to.” 

Mr. Willet fixed his dull eyes on his follower, and began—by 
a species of inspiration—to think it just barely possible that he 
was something of a dangerous character, and that it might be 
advisable to get rid of him one of these days. He was too prudent 
to say anything, with the journey home before him ; and therefore 
turned to the iron gate before which this brief dialogue had passed, 
and pulled the handle of the bell that hung beside it. The turret 
in which the light appeared being at one corner of the building, 
and only divided from the path by one of the garden-walks, upon 
which this gate opened, Mr. Haredale threw up the window 
directly, and demanded who was there. 

“Begging pardon, Sir,” said John, “I knew you sat up late, 
and made bold to come round, having a word to say to you.” 

“ Willet—is it not?” 

“Of the Maypole—at your service, Sir.” 

Mr, Haredale closed the window, and withdrew. He presently 
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appeared at a door in the bottom of the turret, and coming across 
the garden-walk, unlocked the gate and let them in. 

“You are a late visitor, Willet. What is the matter?” 

“Nothing to speak of, Sir,” said John ; ‘‘an idle tale, I thought 
you ought to know of; nothing more.” 

“Let your man go forward with the lantern, and give me your 
hand. The stairs are crooked and narrow.—Gently with your 
light, friend. You swing it like a censer.” 

Hugh, who had already reached the turret, held it more 
steadily, and ascended first, turning round from time to time 
to shed his light downward on the steps. Mr. Haredale following 


next, eyed his lowering face with no great favour; and Hugh, 
looking down on him, returned his glances with interest, as they 
climbed the winding stair. 

It terminated in a little ante-room adjoining that from which 
they had seen the light. Mr. Haredale entered first, and led the 
way through it into the latter chamber, where he seated himself 
at a writing-table from which he had risen when they rang the 
bell. 

“Come in,” he said, beckoning to old John, who remained bow- 
ing at the door. ‘Not you, friend,” he added hastily to Hugh, 
who entered also. ‘‘ Willet, why do you bring that fellow here?” 

* Why, Sir,” returned John, elevating his eyebrows, and lowering 
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his voice to the tone in which the question had been asked him, 
“he’s a good guard, you see.” 

* Don’t be too sure of that,” said Mr, Haredale, looking towards 
him as he spoke. “I doubt it. He has an evil eye.” 

“There’s no imagination in his eye,” returned Mr. Willet, 
glancing over his shoulder at the organ in question, “‘ certainly.” 

“There is no good there, be assured,” said Mr. Haredale. 
“Wait in that little room, friend, and close the door between 
pe” 

Hugh shrugged his shoulders, and with a disdainful look, which 
showed, either that he had overheard, or that he guessed the pur- 
port of their whispering, did as he was told. When he was shut 
out, Mr. Haredale turned to John, and bade him go on with what 
he had to say, but not to speak too loud, for there were quick ears 
yonder. 

Thus cautioned, Mr. Willet, in an oily whisper, recited all that 
he had heard and said that night; laying particular stress upon 
his own sagacity, upon his great regard for the family, and upon 
his solicitude for their peace of mind and happiness. The story 
moved his auditor much more than he had expected. Mr. Hare- 
dale often changed his attitude, rose and paced the room, returned 
again, desired him to repeat, as nearly as he could, the very words 
that Solomon had used, and gave so many other signs of being 
disturbed and ill at ease, that even Mr. Willet was surprised. 

“You did quite right,” he said, at the end of a long conver- 
sation, “to bid them keep this story secret. It is a foolish fancy 
on the part of this weak-brained man, bred in his fears and 
superstition. But Miss Haredale, though she would know it to 
be so, would be disturbed by it if it reached her ears; it is too 
nearly connected with a subject very painful to us al], to be heard 
with indifference. You were most prudent, and have laid me 
under a great obligation. I thank you very much.” 

This was equal to John’s most sanguine expectations ; but he 
would have preferred Mr. Haredale’s looking at him when he 
spoke, as if he really did thank him, to his walking up and down, 
speaking by fits and starts, often stopping with his eyes fixed on 
the ground, moving hurriedly on again, like one distracted, and 
seeming almost-unconscious of what he said or did. 

This, however, was his manner; and it was so embarrassing to 
John that he sat quite passive for a long time, not knowing what 
to do. At length he rose. Mr. Haredale stared at him for a 
moment as though he had quite forgotten his being present, then 
shook hands with him, and opened the door. Hugh, who was, or 
feigned to be, fast asleep on the ante-chamber floor, sprang up on 
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their entrance, and throwing his cloak about him, grasped his 
stick and lantern, and prepared to descend the stairs. 

“Stay,” said Mr. Haredale. ‘ Will this man drink ?” 

“Drink! He'd drink the Thames up, if it was strong enough, 
Sir,” replied John Willet. “He'll have something when he gets 
home. He’s better without it, now, Sir.” 

“Nay. Half the distance is done,” said Hugh. ‘ What a 
hard master you are! I shall go home the better for one glassful, 
half-way. Come!” 

As John made no reply, Mr. Haredale brought out a glass of 
liquor, and gave it to Hugh, who, as he took it in his hand, foes 
part of it upon the floor. 

““What do you mean by splashing your drink about a a 
man’s house, Sir?” said John. 

“Tm drinking a toast,” Hugh rejoined, holding the glass above 
his head, and fixing his eyes on Mr. Haredale’s face ; ‘‘a toast to 
this house and its master.” With that he muttered something to 
himself, and drank the rest, and setting down the glass, preceded 
them without another word. 

John was a good deal scandalised by this observance, but seeing 
that Mr. Haredale took little heed of what Hugh said or did, and 
that his thoughts were otherwise employed, he offered no apology, 
and went in silence down the stairs, across the walk, and through the 
garden-gate. They stopped upon the outer side for Hugh to hold 
the light while Mr. Haredale locked it on the inner; and then 
John saw with wonder (as he often afterwards related), that he was 
very pale, and that his face had changed so much and grown so 
haggard since their entrance, that he almost seemed another man. 

They were in the open road again, and John Willet was walking 
on behind his escort, as he had come, thinking very steadily of 
what he had just now seen, when Hugh drew him suddenly aside, 
and almost at the same instant three horsemen swept past—the 
nearest brushed his shoulder even then—who, checking their 
steeds as suddenly as they could, stood still, and waited for their 
coming up. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIFTH. 


Wuen John Willet saw that the horsemen wheeled smartly 
round, and drew up three abreast in the narrow road, waiting for 
him and his man to join them, it occurred to him with unusual 
precipitation that they must be highwaymen ; and had Hugh been 
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armed with a blunderbuss, in place of his stout cudgel, he would 
certainly have ordered him to fire it off at a venture, and would, 
while the word of command was obeyed, have consulted his own 
personal safety in immediate flight. Under the circumstances of 
disadvantage, however, in which he and his guard were placed, he 
deemed it prudent to adopt a different style of generalship, and 
therefore whispered his attendant to address them in the most 
peaceable and courteous terms. By way of acting up to the spirit 
and letter of this instruction, Hugh stepped forward, and flourish- 
ing his staff before the very eyes of the rider nearest to him, 
demanded roughly what he and his fellows meant by so nearly 
galloping over them, and why they scoured the King’s highway at 
that late hour of night. 

The man whom he addressed was beginning an angry reply in 
the same strain, when he was checked by the horseman in the 
centre, who, interposing with an air of authority, inquired in a 
somewhat loud but not harsh or unpleasant voice : 

“ Pray, is this the London road ?” 

“Tf you follow it right, it is,” replied Hugh roughly. 

‘“‘ Nay, brother,” said the same person, “yowre but a churlish 
Englishman, if Englishman you be—which I should much doubt 
but for your tongue. Your companion, I am sure, will answer me 
more civilly. How say you, friend?” 

“T gay it ds the London road, Sir,” answered John. “And I 
wish,” he added in a subdued voice, as he turned to Hugh, ‘that 
you was in any other road, you vagabond. Are you tired of your 
life, Sir, that you go a-trying to provoke three great neck-or-nothing 
chaps, that could keep on running over us, back’ards and for’ards, 
till we was dead, and then take our bodies up behind ’em, and 
drown, us ten miles off?” 

“ How far is it to London?” inquired the same speaker. 

“Why, from here Sir,” answered John, persuasively, ‘it’s 
thirteen very easy mile.” 

The adjective was thrown in, as an inducement to the travellers 
to ride away with all speed ; but instead of having the desired 
effect, it elicited from the same person, the remark, “ Thirteen 
miles! That’s a long distance!” which was followed by a short 
pause of indecision. 

“Pray,” said the gentleman, “are there any inns hereabouts ?” 

At the word “inns,” John plucked up his spirit in a surprising 
manner ; his fears rolled off like smoke; all the landlord stirred 
within him. 

“There are no inns,” rejoined Mr. Willet, with a strong 
emphasis on the plural number; “ but there’s a Inn—one Inn— 
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the Maypole Inn. That’s a Inn indeed. You won’t see the like 
of that Inn often.” 

“You keep it, perhaps?” said the horseman, smiling. 

“T do, Sir,” replied John, greatly wondering how he had found 
this out. 

** And how far is the Maypole from here?” 

“About a mile”—John was going to add that it was the 
easiest mile in all the world, when the third rider, who had 
hitherto kept a little in the rear, suddenly interposed : 

“And have you one excellent bed, landlord? Hem! A bed 
that you can recommend—a bed that you are sure is well aired— 
a bed that has been slept in by some perfectly respectable and 
unexceptionable person ?” 

“We don’t take in no tagrag and bobtail at our house, Sir,” 
answered John. ‘And as to the bed itself—” 

“Say, as to three beds,” interposed the gentleman who had 
spoken before; “‘for we shall want three if we stay, though my 
friend only speaks of one.” 

**No, no, my lord; you are too good, you are too kind; but 
your life is of far too much importance to the nation in these 
portentous times, to be placed upon a level with one so useless 
and so poor as mine. A great cause, my lord, a mighty cause, 
depends on you. You are its leader and its champion, its advanced 
guard and its van. It is the cause of our altars and our homes, 
our country and our faith. Let me sleep on a chair—the carpet 
—anywhere. No one will repine if Z take cold or fever. Let 
John Grueby pass the night beneath the open sky—no one will 
pine for him. But forty thousand men of this our island in the 
wave (exclusive of women and children) rivet their eyes and 
thoughts on Lord George Gordon ; and every day, from the rising 
up of the sun to the going down of the same, pray for his health 
and vigour. My lord,” said the speaker, rising in his stirrups, 
“it is a glorious cause, and must not be forgotten. My lord, it 
is a mighty cause, and must not be endangered. My lord, it is a 
holy cause, and must not be deserted.” 

“Tt ds a holy cause,” exclaimed his lordship, lifting up his hat 
with great solemnity. ‘‘ Amen.” 

“ John Grueby,” said the long-winded gentleman, in a tone of 
mild reproof, “his lordship said Amen.” 

“T heard my lord, Sir,” said the man, sitting like a statue on 
his horse. 

“ And do not you say Amen, likewise ?” 

To which John Grueby made no reply at all, but sat looking 
straight before him. 
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“You surprise me, Grueby,” said the gentleman. ‘‘ At a crisis 
like the present, when Queen Elizabeth, that maiden monarch, 
weeps within her tomb, and Bloody Mary, with a brow of gloom 
and shadow, stalks triumphant—” 

“Oh, Sir,” cried the man, gruffly, “where’s the use of talking 
of Bloody Mary, under such circumstances as the present, when 
my lord’s wet through, and tired with hard riding? Let’s either 
go on to London, Sir, or put up at once; or that unfort’nate 
Bloody Mary will have more to answer for—and she’s done a deal 
more harm in her grave than she ever did in her lifetime, I believe.” 

By this time Mr. Willet, who had never heard so many words 
spoken together at one time, or delivered with such volubility and 
emphasis as by the long-winded gentleman; and whose brain, 
being wholly unable to sustain or compass them, had quite given 
itself up for lost; recovered so far as to observe that there was 
ample accommodation at the Maypole for all the party: good beds ; 
neat wines ; excellent entertainment for man and beast; private 
rooms for large and small parties; dinners dressed upon the 
shortest notice ; choice stabling, and a lock-up coach-house ; and, 
in short, to run over such recommendatory scraps of language as 
were painted up on various portions of the building, and which in 
the course of some forty years he had learnt to repeat with toler- 
able correctness. He was considering whether it was at all 
possible to insert any novel sentences to the same purpose, when 
the gentleman who had spoken first, turning to him of the long 
wind, exclaimed, “‘ What say you, Gashford? Shall we tarry at 
this house he speaks of, or press forward? You shall decide.” 

“T would submit, my lord, then,” returned the person he 
appealed to, in a silky tone, “that your health and spirits—so 
important, under Providence, to our great cause, our pure and 
truthful cause ””—here his lordship pulled off his hat again, though 
it was raining hard—“ require refreshment and repose.” 

“Go on before, landlord, and show the way,” said Lord George 
Gordon ; “we will follow at a footpace.” 

“Tf yowll give me leave, my lord,” said John Grueby, in a low 
voice, ‘‘T’ll change my proper place, and ride before you. The 
looks of the landlord’s friend are not over honest, and it may be 
as well to be cautious with him.” 

“John Grueby is quite right,” interposed Mr. Gashford, falling 
back hastily. “My lord, a life so precious as yours must not be 
put in peril. Go forward, John, by all means. If you have any 
reason to suspect the fellow, blow his brains out.” 

John made no answer, but looking straight before him, as his 
custom seemed to be when the secretary spoke, bade Hugh push 
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on, and followed close behind him. Then came his lordship, with 
Mr. Willet at his bridle rein; and, last of all, his lordship’s 
secretary—for that, it seemed, was Gashford’s office. 

Hugh strode briskly on, often looking back at the servant, 
whose horse was close upon his heels, and glancing with a leer at 
his holster case of pistols, by which he seemed to set great store. 
He was 2 square-built, strong-made, bull-necked fellow, of the 
true English breed; and as Hugh measured him with his eye, he 
measured Hugh, regarding him meanwhile with a look of bluff 
disdain. He was much older than the Maypole man, being to all 
appearance five-and-forty ; but was one of those self-possessed, 
hard-headed, imperturbable fellows, who, if they are ever beaten 
at fistycuffs, or other kind of warfare, never know it, and go on 
coolly till they win. 

“Tf I led you wrong now,” said Hugh, tauntingly, “ you’d— 
ha ha ha !—you’d shoot me through the head, I suppose.” 

John Grueby took no more notice of this remark than if he had 
been deaf and Hugh dumb; but kept riding on quite comfortably, 
with his eyes fixed on the horizon. 

“Did you ever try a fall with a man when you were young, 
master?” said Hugh. . ‘Can you make any play at single-stick ?” 

John Grueby looked at him sideways with the same contented 
air, but deigned not a word in answer. 

“__Tike this?” said Hugh, giving his cudgel one of those 
skilful flourishes, in which the rustic of that time delighted. 
‘Whoop !” 

“__Or that,” returned John Grueby, beating down his guard 
with his whip, and striking him on the head with its butt end. 
“Yes, I played a little once. You wear your hair too long; I 
should have cracked your crown if it had been a little shorter.” 

It was a pretty smart, loud-sounding rap, as it was, and 
evidently astonished Hugh; who, for the moment, seemed dis- 
posed to drag his new acquaintance from his saddle. But his face 
betokened neither malice, triumph, rage, nor any lingering idea 
that he had given him offence ; his eyes gazing steadily in the old 
direction, and his manner being as careless and composed as if he 
had merely brushed away a fly; Hugh was so puzzled, and so 
disposed to look upon him as a customer of almost supernatural 
toughness, that he merely laughed, and cried ‘Well done!” 
then, sheering off a little, led the way in silence. 

Before the lapse of many minutes the party halted at the May- 
pole door, Lord George and his secretary quickly dismounting, 
gave their horses to their servant, who, under the guidance of 
Hugh, repaired to the stables. Right glad to escape from the 
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inclemency of the night, they followed Mr. Willet into the common 
room, and stood warming themselves and drying their clothes 
before the cheerful fire, while he busied himself with such orders 
and preparations as his guest’s high quality required. 

As he bustled in and out of the room intent on these arrange- 
ments, he had an opportunity of observing the two travellers, of 
whom, as yet, he knew nothing but the voice. The lord, the 
great personage who did the Maypole so much honour, was about 
the middle height, of a slender make, and sallow complexion, with 
an aquiline nose, and long hair of a reddish brown, combed perfectly 
straight and smooth about his ears, and slightly powdered, but 
without the faintest vestige of a curl. He was attired, under his 
great coat, in a full suit of black, quite free from any ornament, 
and of the most precise and sober cut. The gravity of his dress, 
together with a certain lankness of cheek and stiffness of deport- 
ment, added nearly ten years to his age, but his figure was that of 
one not yet past thirty. As he stood musing in the red glow of 
the fire, it was striking to observe his very bright large eye, which 
betrayed a restlessness of thought and purpose, singularly at vari- 
ance with the studied composure and sobriety of his mien, and with 
his quaint and sad apparel. It had nothing harsh or cruel in its 
expression ; neither had his face, which was thin and mild, and 
wore an air of melancholy ; but it was suggestive of an indefinable 
uneasiness, which infected those who looked upon him, and filled 
them with a kind of pity for the man: though why it did so, they 
would have had some trouble to explain. 

Gashford, the secretary, was taller, angularly made, high- 
shouldered, bony, and ungraceful. His dress, in imitation of his 
superior, was demure and staid in the extreme; his manner, 
formal and constrained. This gentleman had an overhanging 
brow, great hands and feet and ears, and a pair of eyes that 
seemed to have made an unnatural retreat into his head, and to 
have dug themselves a cave to hide in. His manner was smooth 
and humble, but very sly and slinking. He wore the aspect of a 
man who was always lying in wait for something that wouldn’t 
come to pass; but he looked patient—very patient—and fawned 
like a spaniel dog. Even now, while he warmed and rubbed his 
hands before the blaze, he had the air of one who only presumed 
to enjoy it in his degree as a commoner ; and though he knew his 
lord was not regarding him, he looked into his face from time to 
time, and, with a meek and deferential manner, smiled as if for 
practice, 

Such were the guests whom old John Willet, with a fixed and 
leaden eye, surveyed a hundred times, and to whom he now 
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advanced with a state candlestick in each hand, beseeching them 
to follow him into a worthier chamber. ‘For my lord,” said John 
—it is odd enough, but certain people seem to have as great a 
pleasure in pronouncing titles as their owners have in wearing 
them—‘“ this room, my lord, isn’t at all the sort of place for your 
lordship, and I have to beg your lordship’s pardon for keeping 
you here, my lord, one minute.” 

With this address, John ushered them up stairs into the state 
apartment, which, like many other things of state, was cold and 
comfortless. Their own footsteps, reverberating through the 
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spacious room, struck upon their hearing with a hollow sound ; 
and its damp and chilly atmosphere was rendered doubly cheerless 
by contrast with the homely warmth they had deserted. 

It was of no use, however, to propose a return to the place 
they had quitted, for the preparations went on so briskly that 
there was no time to stop them. John, with the tall candlesticks 
in his hands, bowed them up to the fire-place ; Hugh, striding in 
with a lighted brand and pile of fire-wood, cast it down upon the 
hearth, and set it in a blaze; John Grueby (who had a great blue 
cockade in his hat, which he appeared to despise mightily) brought 
in the portmanteau he had carried on his horse, and placed it on 
the floor; and presently all three were busily engaged in drawing 
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out the screen, laying the cloth, inspecting the beds, lighting fires 
in the bedrooms, expediting the supper, and making everything 
as cosy and as snug as might be, on so short a notice. In less 
than an hour’s time, supper had been served, and ate, and cleared 
away ; and Lord George and his secretary, with slippered feet, and 
legs stretched out before the fire, sat over some hot mulled wine 
together. 

“So ends, my lord,” said Gashford, filling his glass with great 
complacency, ‘‘ the blessed work of a most blessed day.” 

“And of a blessed yesterday,” said his lordship, raising his 
head. 

“Ah !”—and here the secretary clasped his hands—‘ a blessed 
yesterday indeed! The Protestants of Suffolk are godly men and 
true. Though others of our countrymen have lost their way in 
darkness, even as we, my lord, did lose our road to-night, theirs 
is the light and glory.” 

“Did I move them, Gashford?” said Lord George. 

“Move them, my lord! Move them! They cried to be led 
on against the Papists, they vowed a dreadful vengeance on their 
heads, they roared like men possessed—” 

“ But not by devils,” said his lord. 

“By devils! my lord! By angels.” 

““Yes—oh surely—by angels, no doubt,” said Lord George, 
thrusting his hands into his pockets, taking them out again to bite 
his nails, and looking uncomfortably at the fire. ‘Of course by 
angels—eh Gashford ?” 

“You do not doubt it, my lord?” said the secretary. 

““No—No,” returned his lord. ‘No. Why should I? I 
suppose it would be decidedly irreligious to doubt it—wouldn’t it, 
Gashford ? Though there certainly were,” he added, without wait- 
ing for an answer, “some plaguy ill-looking characters among 
them.” 

“When you warmed,” said the secretary, looking sharply at 
the other’s downcast eyes, which brightened slowly as he spoke ; 
“when you warmed into that noble outbreak; when you told 
them that you were never of the luke-warm or the timid tribe, and 
bade them take heed that they were prepared to follow one who 
would lead them on, though to the very death ; when you spoke 
of a hundred and twenty thousand men across the Scottish border 
who would take their own redress at any time, if it were not con- 
ceded ; when you cried ‘ Perish the Pope and all his base adherents ; 
the penal laws against them shall never be repealed while English- 
men have hearts and hands’—and waved your own and touched 
your sword; and when they cried ‘No Popery!’ and you cried 
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‘No; not even if we wade in blood,’ and they threw up their hats 
and cried ‘Hurrah! not even if we wade in blood; No Popery! 
Lord George ! Down with the Papists—Vengeance on their heads:’ 
when this was said and done, and a word from you, my lord, could 
raise or still the tumult—ah! then I felt what greatness was in- 
deed, and thought, When was there ever power like this of Lord 
George Gordon’s !” 

“It’s a great power. You're right. It is a great power!” he 
cried with sparkling eyes. ‘ But—dear Gashford—did I really 
say all that?” 

“And how much more 
“Ah! how much more!” 

“And I told them what you say, about the one hundred and 
forty thousand men in Scotland, did I!” he asked with evident 
delight. ‘That was bold.” 

“Our cause is boldness. Truth is always bold.” 

“Certainly. So is religion. She’s bold, Gashford ?” 

“The true religion is, my lord.” 

“And that’s ours,” he rejoined, moving uneasily in his seat, 
and biting his nails as though he would pare them to the quick. 
“There can be no doubt of ours being the true one. You feel 
as certain of that as I do, Gashford, don’t you?” 

“Does my lord ask me,” whined Gashford, drawing his chair 
nearer with an injured air, and laying his broad flat hand upon 
the table; ‘‘me,” he repeated, bending the dark hollows of his 
eyes upon him with an unwholesome smile, “who, stricken by 
the magic of his eloquence in Scotland but a year ago, abjured 
the errors of the Romish Church, and clung to him as one whose 
timely hand had plucked me from a pit ?” 

“True. No—No. I—TI didn’t mean it,” replied the other, 
shaking him by the hand, rising from his seat, and pacing restlessly 
about the room. “It’s a proud thing to lead the people, Gashford,” 
he added as he made a sudden halt. 

“ By force of reason too,” returned the pliant secretary. 

*“ Ay, to be sure. They may cough, and jeer, and groan in 
Parliament, and call me fool and madman, but which of them 
can raise this human sea and make it swell and roar at pleasure ? 
Not one.” 

“ Not one,” repeated Gashford. 

“Which of them can say for his honesty, what I can say for 
mine ; which of them has refused a minister’s bribe of one thousand 
pounds a year, to resign his seat in favour of another? Not one.” 

“Not one,” repeated Gashford again—taking the lion’s share 
of the mulled wine between whiles. 
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cried the secretary, looking upwards. 
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‘And as we are honest, true, and in a sacred cause, Gashford,” 
said Lord George with a heightened colour and in a louder voice, 
as he laid his fevered hand upon his shoulder, ‘and are the only 
men who regard the mass of people out of doors, or are regarded 
by them, we will uphold them to the last; and will raise a cry 
against these un-English Papists which shall re-echo througn the 
country, and roll with a noise like thunder. I will be worthy of 
the motto on my coat of arms, ‘Called and chosen and 
faithful.’ ” 

* Called,” said the secretary, ‘‘ by Heaven.” 

Slam; 

‘Chosen by the people.” 

SAVES Se! 

“ Faithful to both.” 

“To the block !” 

It would be difficult to convey an adequate idea of the excited 
manner in which he gave these answers to the secretary’s prompt- 
ings ; of the rapidity of his utterance, or the violence of his tone 
and gesture ; in which, struggling through his Puritan’s demeanour, 
was something wild and ungovernable which broke through all 
restraint. For some minutes he walked rapidly up and down 
the room, then stopping suddenly, exclaimed, 

“‘Gashford— You moved them yesterday too. Oh yes! You 
did.” 

“T shone with a reflected light, my lord,” replied the humble 
secretary, laying his hand upon his heart. ‘‘I did my best.” 

“You did well,” said his master, ‘and are a great and worthy 
instrument. If you will ring for John Grueby to carry the 
portmanteau into my room, and will wait here while I undress, 
we will dispose of business as usual, if you’re not too tired.” 

“Too tired, my lord !—But this is his consideration ! Christian 
from head to foot.” With which soliloquy, the secretary tilted 
the jug, and looked very hard into the mulled wine, to see how 
much remained. 

John Willet and John Grueby appeared together. The one 
bearing the great candlesticks, and the other the portmanteau, 
showed the deluded lord into his chamber ; and left the secretary 
alone, to yawn and shake himself, and finally to fall asleep before 
the fire. 

“Now, Mr. Gashford Sir,” said John Grueby in his ear, after 
ae appeared to him a moment of unconsciousness; ‘my lord’s 
abed.” 

“Oh. Very good, John,” was his mild reply. ‘Thank you, 
John. Nobody need sit up. I know my room.” 
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“T hope you're not a going to trouble your head to-night, or 
my lord’s head neither, with anything more about Bloody Mary,” 
said John. ‘I wish the blessed old creetur had never been born.” 

*T said you might go to bed, John,” returned the secretary. 
“You didn’t hear me, I think.” 

“Between Bloody Marys, and blue cockades, and glorious 
Queen Besses, and no Poperys, and Protestant associations, and 
making of speeches,” pursued John Grueby, looking, as usual, a 
long way off, and taking no notice of this hint, “my lord’s half 
off his head. When we go out o’ doors, such a set of ragamuffins 
comes a shouting after us, ‘Gordon for ever!’ that I’m ashamed 
of myself and don’t know where to look. When weve in-doors 
they come a roaring and screaming about the house like so many 
devils ; and my lord instead of ordering them to be drove away, 
goes out into the balcony and demeans himself by making speeches 
to ’em, and calls ’em ‘Men of England,’ and ‘ Fellow-countrymen,.’ 
as if he was fond of ’em and thanked ’em for coming. I can’t 
make it out, but they’re all mixed up somehow or another with 
that unfort’nate Bloody Mary, and call her name out till they’re 
hoarse. They’re all Protestants too—every man and boy among 
’em: and Protestants is very fond of spoons I find, and silver- 
plate in general, whenever area-gates is left open accidentally. 
I wish that was the worse of it, and that no more harm might be 
to come ; but if you don’t stop these ugly customers in time, Mr. 
Gashford (and I know you; you're the man that blows the fire), 
you'll find ’em grow a little bit too strong for you. One of these 
evenings, when the weather gets warmer and Protestants are 
thirsty, they’ll be pulling London down,—and I never heerd that 
Bloody Mary went as far as that.” 

Gashford had vanished long ago, and these remarks had been 
bestowed on empty air. Not at all discomposed by the discovery, 
John Grueby fixed his hat on, wrong side foremost that he might 
be unconscious of the shadow of the obnoxious cockade, and with- 
drew to bed; shaking his head in a very gloomy and prophetic 
manner until he reached his chamber. 


CHAPTERS LAE ¢hhiRDY-s LX TH: 


GasurorD, with a smiling face, but still with looks of profound 
deference and humility, betook himself towards his master’s room, 
smoothing his hair down as he went, and humming a psalm tune. 
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As he approached Lord George’s door, he cleared his throat and 
hummed more vigorously. 

There was a remarkable contrast between this man’s occupation 
at the moment, and the expression of his countenance, which was 
singularly repulsive and malicious. His beetling brow almost 
obscured his eyes; his lip was curled contemptuously ; his very 
shoulders seemed to sneer in stealthy whisperings with his great 
flapped ears. 

“ Hush!” he muttered softly, as he peeped in at the chamber- 
door. ‘He seems to be asleep. Pray Heaven he is! Too much 
watching, too much care, too much thought—ah! Lord preserve 
him for a martyr! He is a saint, if ever saint drew breath on this 
bad earth.” 

Placing his light upon a table, he walked on tiptoe to the fire, 
and sitting in a chair before it with his back towards the bed, 
went on communing with himself like one who thought aloud : 

“The saviour of his country and his country’s religion, the 
friend of his poor countrymen, the enemy of the proud and harsh ; 
beloved of the rejected and oppressed, adored by forty thousand 
bold and loyal English hearts—what happy slumbers his should be!” 
And here he sighed, and warmed his hands, and shook his head 
as men do when their hearts are full, and heaved another sigh, 
and warmed his hands again. 

“Why, Gashford?” said Lord George, who was lying broad 
awake, upon his side, and had been staring at him ‘from his 
entrance. 

““My—my lord,” said Gashford, starting and looking round 
as though in great surprise. ‘I have disturbed you!” 

‘*T have not been sleeping.” 

“ Not sleeping!” he repeated, with assumed confusion. ‘‘ What 
can I’ say for having in your presence given utterance to thoughts 
but they were sincere—they were sincere!” exclaimed the 
secretary, drawing his sleeve in a hasty way across his eyes; ‘‘and 
why should I regret your having heard them ?” 

“‘Gashford,” said the poor lord, stretching out his hand with 
manifest emotion. ‘Do not regret it. You love me well, I 
know—too well. I don’t deserve such homage.” 

Gashford made no reply, but grasped the hand and pressed it 
to his lips. Then rising, and taking from the trunk a little desk, 
he placed it on a table near the fire, unlocked it with a key he 
carried in his pocket, sat down before it, took out a pen, and, 
before dipping it in the inkstand, sucked it—to compose the 
fashion of his mouth perhaps, on which a smile was hovering yet. 

“How do our numbers stand since last enrolling-night?” 
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inquired Lord George. ‘Are we really forty thousand strong, 
or do we still speak in round numbers when we take the Associa- 
tion at that amount?” 

‘Our total now exceeds that number by a score and three,” 
Gashford replied, casting his eyes upon his papers. 

“The funds?” 

“Not very improving; but there is some manna in the 
wilderness, my lord. Hem! On Friday night the widows’ mites 
dropped in. ‘Forty scavengers, three and fourpence. An aged 
pew-opener of St. Martin’s parish, sixpence. A bell-ringer of the 
Established Church, sixpence. A Protestant infant, newly born, 
one halfpenny. The United Link Boys, three shillings—one bad. 
The Anti-popish prisoners in Newgate, five and fourpence. A friend 
in Bedlam, half-a-crown. Dennis the hangman, one shilling.’” 

“That Dennis,” said his lordship, “is an earnest man. I 
marked him in the crowd in Welbeck Street, last Friday.” 

‘** A good man,” rejoined the secretary ; ‘‘a staunch, sincere, and 
truly zealous man.” 

“He should be encouraged,” said Lord George. ‘Make a 
note of Dennis. I'll talk with him.”- 

Gashford obeyed, and went on reading from his list : 

“<¢The Friends of Reason, half-a-guinea. The Friends of 
Liberty, half-a-guinea. The Friends of Peace, half-a-guinea. The 
Friends of Charity, half-a-guinea. The Friends of Mercy, halfa- 
guinea. The Associated Rememberers of Bloody Mary, half-a-guinea. 
The United Bull-Dogs, half-a-guinea,’” 

“The United Bull-Dogs,” said Lord George, biting his nails most 
horribly, ‘are a new society, are they not?” 

“Formerly the ’Prentice Knights, my lord. The indentures 
of the old members expiring by degrees, they changed their name, 
it seems, though they still have ’prentices among them, as well 
as workmen.” 

“ What is their president’s name?” inquired Lord George. 

“ President,” said Gashford, reading, ‘‘ Mr. Simon Tappertit.” 

“T remember him. The little man, who sometimes brings an 
elderly sister to our meetings, and sometimes another female too, 
who is conscientious, I have no doubt, but not well-favoured ?” 

“The very same, my lord.” 

“Tappertit is an earnest man,” said Lord George thoughtfully. 
‘Eh, Gashford ?” 

“One of the foremost among them all, my lord. He snuffs 
the battle from afar, like the war-horse. He throws his hat up 
in the street as if he were inspired, and makes most stirring 
speeches from the shoulders of his friends.” 


262 BARNABY RUDGE. 


“‘Make a note of Tappertit,” said Lord George Gordon. ‘‘ We 

may advance him to a place of trust.” 
“That,” rejoined the secretary, doing as he was told, “is all 
except Mrs. Varden’s box (fourteenth time of opening), seven 
shillings and sixpence in silver and copper, and half-a-guinea in 
gold ; and Miggs (being the saving of a quarter’s wages), one-and- 
threepence.” 

“ Miggs,” said Lord George. “Is that a man?” 

“The name is entered on the list as a woman,” replied the 
secretary. ‘I think she is the tall spare female of whom you 
spoke just now, my lord, as not being well-favoured, who some- 
times comes to hear the speeches—along with Tappertit and 
Mrs. Varden.” 

‘“‘Mrs. Varden is the elderly lady then, is she ?” 

The secretary nodded, and rubbed the bridge of his nose with 
the feather of his pen. 

“She is a zealous sister,” said Lord George. ‘Her collection 
goes on prosperously, and is pursued with fervour. Has her 
husband joined ?” 

‘“A malignant,” returned the secretary, folding up his papers. 
“Unworthy such a wife. He remains in outer darkness, and 
steadily refuses.” 

“The consequences be upon his own head !—Gashford !” 

“My lord!” 

“You don’t think,’ he turned restlessly in his bed as he 
spoke, ‘these people will desert me, when the hour arrives? I 
have spoken boldly for them, ventured much, suppressed nothing. 
They’ll not fall off, will they ?” 

“No fear of that, my lord,” said Gashford, with a meaning 
look, which was rather the involuntary expression of his own 
thoughts than intended as any confirmation of his words, for the 
other’s face was turned away. ‘‘ Be sure there is no fear of that.” 

“Nor,” he said with a more restless motion than before, “of 
their—but they can sustain no harm from leaguing for this purpose. 
Right is on our side, though Might may be against us. You feel 
as sure of that as I—honestly, you do?” 

The secretary was beginning with “You do not doubt,” when 
the other interrupted him, and impatiently rejoined : 

“Doubt. No, Who says I doubt? If I doubted, should I 
cast away relatives, friends, everything, for this unhappy country’s 
sake ; this unhappy country,” he cried, springing up in bed, after 
repeating the phrase “unhappy country’s sake” to himself, at least 
a dozen times, ‘forsaken of God and man, delivered over to a 
dangerous confederacy of Popish powers; the prey of corruption, 
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idolatry, and despotism! Who saysI doubt? Am I called, and 
chosen, and faithful? Tell me. Am J, or am I not?” 

“To God, the country, and yourself,” cried Gashford. 

“Tam. I will be. I say again, I will be: to the block. 
Who says as much! Do yon? Does any man alive?” 

The secretary drooped his head with an expression of perfect 
acquiescence in anything that had been said or might be; and 
Lord George gradually sinking down upon his pillow, fell sleep. 

Although there was something very ludicrous in his vehement 
manner, taken in conjunction with his meagre aspect and ungrace- 
ful presence, it would scarcely have provoked a smile in any man 
of kindly feeling ; or even if it had, he would have felt sorry and 
almost angry with himself next moment, for yielding to the im- 
pulse. This lord was sincere in his violence and in his wavering. 
A nature prone to false enthusiasm, and the vanity of being a 
leader, were the worst qualities apparent in his composition. All 
the rest was weakness—sheer weakness ; and it is the unhappy 
lot of thoroughly weak men, that their very sympathies, affections, 
confidences—all the qualities which in better constituted minds 
are virtues—dwindle into foibles, or turn into downright vices. 

Gashford, with many a sly look towards the bed, sat chuckling 
at his master’s folly, until his deep and heavy breathing warned 
him that he might retire. Locking his desk, and replacing it 
within the trunk (but not before he had taken from a secret lining 
two printed handbills) he cautiously withdrew ; looking back, as 
he went, at the pale face of the slumbering man, above whose 
head the dusty plumes that crowned the Maypole couch, waved 
drearily and sadly as though it were a bier. 

Stopping on the staircase to listen that all was quiet, and to 
take off his shoes lest his footsteps should alarm any light sleeper 
who might be near at hand, he descended to the ground floor, and 
thrust one of his bills beneath the great door of the house. That 
done, he crept softly back to his own chamber, and from the 
window let another fall—carefully wrapped round a stone to save 
it from the wind—into the yard below. 

They were addressed on the back ‘‘To every Protestant into 
whose hands this shall come,” and bore within what follows: 

‘Men and Brethren. Whoever shall find this letter, will take 
it as a warning to join, without delay, the friends of Lord George 
Gordon. There are great events at hand; and the times are 
dangerous and troubled. Read this carefully, keep it clean, and 
drop it somewhere else. For King and Country. Union.” 

“More seed, more seed,” said Gashford as he-closed the 
window. ‘ When will the harvest come!” 
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CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SEVENTH. 


To surround anything, however monstrous or ridiculous, with 
an air of mystery, is to invest it with a secret charm, and power 
of attraction which to the crowd is irresistible. False priests, 
false prophets, false doctors, false patriots, false prodigies of 
every kind, veiling their proceedings in mystery, have always 
addressed themselves at an immense advantage to the popular 
credulity, and have been, perhaps, more indebted to that resource 
in gaining and keeping for a time the upper hand of Truth and 
Common Sense, than to any half-dozen items in the whole 
catalogue of imposture. Curiosity is, and has been from the 
creation of the world, a master-passion. To awaken it, to gratify 
it by slight degrees, and yet leave something always in suspense, 
is to establish the surest hold that can be had, in wrong, on the 
unthinking portion of mankind. 

If a man had stood on London Bridge, calling till he was hoarse, 
upon the passers-by, to join with Lord George Gordon, although 
for an object which no man understood, and which in that very 
incident had a charm of its own,—the probability is, that he 
might have influenced a score of people in a month. If all 
zealous Protestants had been publicly urged to join an association 
for the avowed purpose of singing a hymn or two occasionally, and 
hearing some indifferent speeches made, and ultimately of petition- 
ing Parliament not to pass an act for abolishing the penal laws 
against Roman Catholic priests, the penalty of perpetual imprison- 
ment denounced against those who educated children in that 
persuasion, and the disqualification of all members of the Romish 
Church to inherit real property in the United Kingdom by right 
of purchase or descent,—matters so far removed from the business 
and bosoms of the mass, might perhaps have called together a 
hundred people. But when vague rumours got abroad, that in 
this Protestant association a secret power was mustering against 
the government for undefined and mighty purposes ; when the air 
was filled with whispers of a confederacy among the Popish powers 
to degrade and enslave England, establish an Inquisition in 
London, and turn the pens of Smithfield Market into stakes and 
cauldrons ; when terrors and alarms which no man understood 
were perpetually broached, both in and out of Parliament, by one 
enthusiast who did not understand himself, and bygone bugbears 
which had lain quietly in their graves for centuries, were raised 
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again to haunt the ignorant and credulous ; when all this was 
done, as it were, in the dark, and secret invitations to join the 
Great Protestant Association in defence of religion, life, and 
liberty, were dropped in the public ways, thrust under the house- 
doors, tossed in at windows, and pressed into the hands of those 
who trod the streets by night ; when they glared from every wall, 
and shone on every post and pillar, so that stocks and stones 
appeared infected with the common fear, urging all men to join 
together blindfold in resistance of they knew not what, they 
knew not why ;—then the mania spread indeed, and the body, 
still increasing every day, grew forty thousand strong. 

So said, at least, in this month of March, 1780, Lord George 
Gordon, the Association’s president. Whether it was the fact or 
otherwise, few men knew or cared to ascertain. It had never 
made any public demonstration ; had scarcely ever been heard of, 
save through him; had never been seen; and was supposed by 
many to be the mere creature of his disordered brain. He was 
accustomed to talk largely about numbers of men—stimulated, as 
it was inferred, by certain successful disturbances, arising out of 
the same subject, which had occurred in Scotland in the previous 
year ; was looked upon.as a cracked-brained member of the Lower 
House, who attacked all parties and sided with none, and was 
very little regarded. It was known that there was discontent 
abroad—there always is ; he had been accustomed to address the 
people by placard, speech, and pamphlet, upon other questions ; 
nothing had come, in England, of his past exertions, and nothing 
was apprehended from his present. Just as he has come upon the 
reader, he had come, from time to time, upon the public, and been 
forgotten in a day; as suddenly as he appears in these pages, 
after a blank of five long years, did he and his proceedings begin 
to force themselves, about this period, upon the notice of thousands 
of people, who had mingled in active life during the whole interval, 
and who, without being deaf or blind to passing events, had 
scarcely ever thought of him before. 

“My lord,” said Gashford in his ear, as he drew the curtains 
of his bed betimes ; ‘‘ my lord!” 

“ Yes—who’s that? What is it?” 

‘The clock has struck nine,” returned the secretary, with 
meekly-folded hands. ‘You have slept well? I hope you have 
slept well? If my prayers are heard, you are refreshed indeed.” 

“To say the truth, I have slept so soundly,” said Lord George, 
rubbing his eyes and looking round the room, “that I don’t 
remember quite—what place is this ?” 

“My lord!” cried Gashford, with a smile. 
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“Oh!” returned his superior. ‘Yes. Youre not a Jew 
then ?” 

“A Jew!” exclaimed the pious secretary, recoiling. 

“‘T dreamed that we were Jews, Gashford. You and I—both 
of us—Jews with long beards.” 

‘“‘ Heaven forbid, my lord! We might as well be Papists.” 

“T suppose we might,” returned the other, very quickly. 
“Eh? You really think so, Gashford ?” 

“ Surely I do,” the secretary cried, with looks of great surprise. 

“Humph!” he muttered. ‘Yes, that seems reasonable.” 

“‘T hope, my lord—” the secretary began. 

“Hope!” he echoed, interrupting him. ‘‘ Why do you say, 
you hope? There’s no harm in thinking of such things.” 

‘Not in dreams,” returned the secretary. 

“Tn dreams! No, nor waking either.” 

—* (Called, and chosen, and faithful,’” said Gashford, taking 
up Lord George’s watch which lay upon a chair, and seeming to 
read the inscription on the seal, abstractedly. 

It was the slightest action possible, not obtruded. on his notice, 
and apparently the result of a moment’s absence of mind, not 
worth remark. But as the words were uttered, Lord George, who 
had been going on impetuously, stopped short, reddened, and was 
silent. Apparently quite unconscious of this change in his 
demeanour, the wily secretary stepped a little apart, under 
pretence of pulling up the window-blind, and returning, when 
the other had had time to recover, said : 

“The holy cause goes bravely on, my lord. I was not idle, 
even last night. I dropped two of the handbills before I went to 
bed, and both are gone this morning. Nobody in the house has 
mentioned the circumstance of finding them, though I have been 
down-stairs full half-an-hour. One or two recruits will be their 
first fruit, I predict ; and who shall say how many more, with 
Heaven’s blessing on your inspired exertions ! ” 

“Tt was a famous device in the beginning,” replied Lord 
George ; ‘an excellent device, and did good service in Scotland. 
It was quite worthy of you. You remind me not to be a sluggard, 
Gashford, when the vineyard is menaced with destruction, and 
may be trodden down by Papist feet. Let the horses be saddled 
in half-an-hour. We must be up and doing !” 

He said this with a heightened colour, and in a tone of such 
enthusiasm, that the secretary deemed all further prompting need- 
less, and withdrew. 

“Dreamed he was a Jew,” he said thoughtfully, as he closed 
the bedroom door. ‘He may come to that before he dies. — It’s 
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like enough. Well! After a time, and provided I lost nothing 
by it, I don’t see why that religion shouldn’t suit me as well as 
any other. There are rich men among the Jews; shaving is very 
troublesome ;—yes, it would suit me well enough. For the 
present, though, we must be Christian to the core. Our prophetic 
motto will suit all creeds in their turn, that’s a comfort.” 
Reflecting on this source of consolation, he reached the sitting- 
room, and rang the bell for breakfast. 

Lord George was quickly dressed (for his plain toilet was easily 
made), and as he was no less frugal in his repasts than in his 
Puritan attire, his share of the meal was soon despatched. The 
secretary, however, more devoted to the good things of this world, 
or more intent on sustaining his strength and spirits for the sake 
of the Protestant cause, ate and drank to the last minute, and 
required indeed some three or four reminders from John Grueby, 
before he could resolve to tear himself away from Mr. Willet’s 
plentiful providing. 

At length he came down stairs, wiping his greasy mouth, and 
having paid John Willet’s bill, climbed into his saddle. Lord 
George, who had been walking up and down before the house 
talking to himself with earnest gestures, mounted his horse ; and 
returning old John Willet’s stately bow, as well as the parting 
salutation of a dozen idlers whom the rumour of a live lord being 
about to leave the Maypole had gathered round the porch, they 
rode away, with stout John Grueby in the rear. 

If Lord George Gordon had appeared in the eyes of Mr. Willet 
over-night, a nobleman of somewhat quaint and odd exterior, the 
impression was confirmed this morning and increased a hundred- 
fold. Sitting bolt upright upon his bony steed, with his long, 
straight hair, dangling about his face and fluttering in the wind ; 
his limbs all angular and rigid, his elbows stuck out on either side 
ungracefully, and his whole frame jogged and shaken at every 
motion of his horse’s feet; a more grotesque or more ungainly 
figure can hardly be conceived. In lieu of whip, he carried in his 
hand a great gold-headed cane, as large as any footman carries in 
these days; and his various modes of holding this unwieldy 
weapon—now upright before his face like the sabre of a horse- 
soldier, now over his shoulder like a musket, now between his 
finger and thumb, but always in some uncouth and awkward 
fashion—contributed in no small degree to the absurdity of his 
appearance. Stiff, lank, and solemn, dressed in an unusual 
manner, and ostentatiously exhibiting—whether by design or 
accident—all his peculiarities of carriage, gesture, and conduct ; 
all the qualities, natural and artificial, in which he differed from 
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other men; he might have moved the sternest looker-on to 
laughter, and fully provoked the smiles and whispered jests which 
greeted his departure from the Maypole Inn. 

Quite unconscious, however, of the effect he produced, he 
trotted on beside his secretary, talking to himself nearly all the 
way, until they came within a mile or two of London, when now 
and then some passenger went by who knew him by sight, and 
pointed him out to some one else, and perhaps stood looking after 
him, or cried in jest or earnest as it might be, ‘‘ Hurrah Geordie ! 
No Popery!” At which he would gravely pull off his hat, and 
bow. When they reached the town and rode along the streets, 
these notices became more frequent ; some laughed, some hissed, 
some turned their heads and smiled, some wondered who he was, 
some ran along the pavement by his side and cheered. When 
this happened in a crush of carts and chairs and coaches, he would 
make a dead stop, and pulling off his hat cry “Gentlemen, No 
Popery!” to which the gentlemen would respond with lusty 
voices, and with three times three; and then, on he would go 
again with a score or so of the raggedest, following at his horse’s 
heels, and shouting till their throats were parched. 

The old ladies too—there were a great many old ladies in the 
streets, and these all knew him. Some of them—not those of 
the highest rank, but such as sold fruit from baskets and carried 
burdens—clapped their shrivelled hands, and raised a weazen, 
piping, shrill ‘ Hurrah, my lord.” Others waved their hands or 
handkerchiefs, or shook their fans or parasols, or threw up 
windows and called in haste to those within, to come and see. 
All these marks of popular esteem, he received with profound 
gravity and respect ; bowing very low, and so frequently that his 
hat was more off his head than on; and looking up at the houses 
as he passed along, with the air of one who was making a public 
entry, and yet was not puffed-up or proud. 

So they rode (to the deep and unspeakable disgust of John 
Grueby) the whole length of Whitechapel, Leadenhall Street, and 
Cheapside, and into St, Paul’s Churchyard. Arriving close to the 
cathedral, he halted ; spoke to Gashford ; and looking upward at 
its lofty dome, shook his head, as though he said ‘The Church 
in Danger!” Then to be sure, the bystanders stretched their 
throats indeed ; and he went on again with mighty acclamations 
from the mob, and lower bows than ever. 

So along the Strand, up Swallow Street, into the Oxford Road, 
and thence to his house in Welbeck Street, near Cavendish Square, 
whither he was attended by a few dozen idlers; of whom he took 
leave on the steps with this brief parting, ““Gentlemen, No Popery. 
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Good day. God bless you.” This being rather a shorter address 
than they expected, was received with some displeasure, and cries 
of ‘A speech! a speech!” which might have been complied with, 
but that John Grueby, making a mad charge upon them with all 
three horses, on his way to the stables, caused them to disperse 
into the adjoining fields, where they presently fell to pitch and 
toss, chuck-farthing, odd or even, dog-fighting, and other Protestant 
recreations. 

In the afternoon Lord George came forth again, dressed in a 
black velvet coat, and trousers and waistcoat of the Gordon plaid, 
all of the same Quaker cut; and in this costume, which made him 
look a dozen times more strange and singular than before, went 
down on foot to Westminster. Gashford, meanwhile, bestirred 
himself in business matters; with which he was still engaged 
when, shortly after dusk, John Grueby entered and announced a 
visitor, 

“Let him come in,” said Gashford. 

“Here! come in!” growled John to somebody without ; 
‘You're a Protestant, an’t you!” 

«I should think so,” replied a deep, gruff voice. 

“You've the looks of it,” said John Grueby. ‘I'd have 
known you for one, anywhere.” With which remark he gave the 
visitor admission, retired, and shut the door. 

The man who now confronted Gashford, was a squat, thickset 
personage, with a low retreating forehead, a coarse shock head of 
hair, and eyes so small and near together, that his broken nose 
alone seemed to prevent their meeting and fusing into one of the 
usual size. A dingy handkerchief twisted like a cord about his 
neck, left its great veins exposed to view, and they were swoln 
and starting, as though with gulping down strong passions, malice, 
and ill-will, His dress was of threadbare velveteen—a faded, 
rusty, whitened black, like the ashes of a pipe or a coal fire after 
a day’s extinction; discoloured with the soils of many a stale 
debauch, and reeking yet with pot-house odours. In lieu of 
buckles at his knees, he wore unequal loops of packthread ; and 
in his grimy hands he held a knotted stick, the knob of which was 
carved into a rough likeness of his own vile face. Such was the 
visitor who doffed his three-cornered hat in Gashford’s presence, 
and waited, leering, for his notice. 

“Ah! Dennis!” cried the secretary. ‘Sit down.” 

“TI see my lord down yonder—” cried the man, with a jerk of 
his thumb towards the quarter that he spoke of, “and he says to 
me, says my lord, ‘If you’ve nothing to do, Dennis, go up to my 
house and talk with Muster Gashford.’ Of course ’d nothing to 
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do, you know. ‘These an’t my working hours. Haha! I was a 
taking the air when I see my lord, that’s what I was doing. I 
takes the air by night, as the howls does, Muster Gashford.” 

“ And sometimes in the day-time, eh?” said the secretary— 
“‘when you go out in state, you know.” 

“Ha ha!” roared the fellow, smiting his leg; “for a gentle- 
men as ’ull say a pleasant thing in a pleasant way, give me Muster 
Gashford agin’ all London and Westminster! My lord an’t a bad 
’un at that, but he’s a fool to you. Ah to be sure,—when I go 
out in state.” 

“And have your carriage,” said the secretary; “and your 
chaplain, eh? and all the rest of it?” 

“You'll be the death of me,” cried Dennis, with another roar, 
“you will, But what’s in the wind now, Muster Gashford,” he 
asked hoarsely, “Eh? Are we to be under orders to pull down 
one of them Popish chapels—or what?” 

“Hush!” said the secretary, suffering the faintest smile to 
play upon his face. “Hush! God bless me, Dennis! We 
associate, you know, for strictly peaceable and lawful purposes.” 

“I know, bless you,” returned the man, thrusting his tongue 
into his cheek ; ‘‘I entered a’ purpose, didn’t I!” 

“No doubt,” said Gashford, smiling as before. And when he 
said go, Dennis roared again, and smote his leg still harder, and 
falling into fits of laughter, wiped his eyes with the corner of his 
neckerchief, and cried ‘Muster Gashford again’ all England— 
hollow !” 

“Lord George and I were talking of you last night,” said 
Gashford, after a pause. “He says you are a very earnest fellow.” 

“So I am,” returned the hangman. 

“ And that you truly hate the Papists.” 

“So I do,” and he confirmed it with a good round oath. 
* Lookye here, Muster Gashford,” said the fellow, laying his hat 
and stick upon the floor, and slowly beating the palm of one hand 
with the fingers of the other; ‘‘Ob-serve. I’m a constitutional 
officer that works for my living, and does my work creditable. 
Do I, or do I not?” 

“ Unquestionably.” 

“Very good. Stop a minute. My work is sound, Protestant, 
constitutional, English work. Is it, or is it not?” 

““No man alive can doubt it.” 

“Nor dead neither. Parliament says this here—says Parlia- 
ment, ‘If any man, woman, or child, does anything which goes 
again a certain number of our acts’—how many hanging laws may 
there be at this present time, Muster Gashford? Fifty?” 
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“T don’t exactly know how many,” replied Gashford, leaning 
back in his chair and yawning ; “a great number though.” 

“Well, say fifty. Parliament says ‘If any man, woman, or 
child, does anything again any one of them fifty acts, that man, 
woman, or child, shall be worked off by Dennis.’ George the 
Third steps in when they number very strong at the end of a 
sessions, and says ‘These are too many for Dennis. T’ll have half 
for myself and Dennis shall have half for himself ;’ and sometimes 
he throws me in one over that I don’t expect, as he did three year 
ago, when I got Mary Jones, a.young woman of nineteen who 
come up to Tyburn with a infant at her breast, and was worked off 
for taking a piece of cloth off the counter of a shop in Ludgate Hill, 
and putting it down again when the shopman see her ; and who had 
never done any harm before, and only tried to do that, in conse- 
quence of her husband having been pressed three weeks previous, and 
she being left to beg, with two young children—as was proved upon 
the trial. Ha ha!—Well! That being the law and the practice 
of England, is the glory of England, an’t it, Muster Gashford ?” 

“Certainly,” said the secretary. 

** And in times to come,” pursued the hangman, “if our grand- 
sons should think of their grandfathers’ times, and find these 
things altered, they'll say ‘Those were days indeed, and we’ve 
been going down hill ever since.’—Won’t they, Muster Gashford ?” 

“T have no doubt they will,” said the secretary. 

“Well then, look here,” said the hangman. ‘If these Papists 
gets into power, and begins to boil and roast instead of hang, what 
becomes of my work! If they touch my work that’s a part of so 
many laws, what becomes of the laws in general, what becomes of 
the religion, what becomes of the country !—Did you ever go to 
church, Muster Gashford ?” 

“Ever!” repeated the secretary with some indignation; “of 
course.” 

“Well,” said the ruffian, ‘‘ ’ve been once—twice, counting the 
time I was christened—and when I heard the Parliament prayed 
for, and thought how many new hanging laws they made every 
sessions, I considered that J was prayed for. Now mind, Muster 
Gashford,” said the fellow, taking up his stick and shaking it with 
a ferocious air, “I mustn’t have my Protestant work touched, nor 
this here Protestant state of things altered in no degree, if I can 
help it; I mustn’t have no Papists interfering with me, unless 
they come to me to be worked off in course of law; I mustn't 
have no biling, no roasting, no frying—nothing but hanging. My 
lord may well call me an earnest fellow. In support of the great 
Protestant principle of having plenty of that, Dll,” and here he 
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beat his club upon the ground, “burn, fight, kill—do anything 
you bid me, so that it’s bold and devilish—though the end of it 
was, that I got hung myself.—There, Muster Gashford !” 

He appropriately followed up this frequent prostitution of a 
noble word to the vilest purposes, by pouring out in a kind of 
ecstasy at least a score of most tremendous oaths ; then wiped his 
heated face upon his neckerchief, and cried, ‘No Popery! Ima 
religious man, by G—!” 

Gashford had leant back in his chair, regarding him with eyes 
so sunken, and so shadowed by his heavy brows, that for aught 
the hangman saw of them, he might have been stone blind. He 
remained smiling in silence for a short time longer, and then said, 
slowly and distinctly : 

“You are indeed an earnest fellow, Dennis—a most valuable 
fellow—the staunchest man I know of in our ranks. But you 
must calm yourself; you must be peaceful, lawful, mild as any 
lamb. Iam sure you will be though.” 

“ Ay, ay, we shall see, Muster Gashford, we shall see. You 
won’t have to complain of me,” returned the other, shaking his head. 

“Tam sure I shall not,” said the secretary in the same mild 
tone, and with the same emphasis. ‘ We shall have, we think, 
about next month, or May, when this Papist Relief Bill comes 
before the house, to convene our whole body for the first time. 
My lord has thoughts of our walking in procession through the 
streets—just as an innocent display of strength—and accompanying 
our petition down to the door of the House of Commons.” 

“‘The sooner the better,” said Dennis, with another oath. 

“We shall have to draw up in divisions, our numbers being so 
large; and, I believe I may venture to say,” resumed Gashford, 
affecting not to hear the interruption, “though I have no direct 
instructions to that effect—that Lord George has thought of you 
as an excellent leader for one of these parties. I have no doubt 
you would be an admirable one.” 

“Try me,” said the fellow, with an ugly wink. 

“You would be cool, I know,” pursued the secretary, still 
smiling, and still managing his eyes so that he could watch him 
closely, and really not be seen in turn, “ obedient to orders, and 
perfectly temperate. You would lead your party into no danger, 
I am certain.” 

“Td lead them, Muster Gashford”—the hangman was begin- 
ning in a reckless way, when Gashford started forward, laid his 
finger on his lips, and feigned to write, just as the door was 
opened by John Grueby. 

“Oh!” said John, looking in; ‘“here’s another Protestant.” 
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“Some other room, John,” cried Gashford in his blandest 
voice. ‘I am engaged just now.” 

But John had brought this new visitor to the door, and he 
walked in unbidden, as the words were uttered; giving to view 
the form and features, rough attire, and reckless air, of Hugh. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-EIGHTH. 


THE secretary put his hand before his eyes to shade them from 
the glare of the lamp, and for some moments looked at Hugh with 
a frowning brow, as if he remembered to have see him lately, but 
could not call to mind where, or on what occasion. His un- 
certainty was very brief, for before Hugh had spoken a word, he 
said, as his countenance cleared up : 

“ Ay, ay, I recollect. It’s quite right, John, you needn’t wait. 
Don’t go, Dennis.” 

“Your servant, master,” said Hugh, as Grueby disappeared. 

“Yours, friend,” returned the secretary in his smoothest 
manner. ‘What brings you here? We left nothing behind us, 


I hope?” 
T 


274 BARNABY RUDGE. 


Hugh gave a short laugh, and thrusting his hand into his 
breast, produced one of the handbills, soiled and dirty from lying 
out of doors all night, which he laid upon the secretary’s desk 
after flattening it upon his knee, and smoothing out the wrinkles 
with his heavy palm. 

“ Nothing but that, master. It fell into good hands, you see.” 

‘What is this!” said Gashford, turning it over with an air of 
perfectly natural surprise. ‘‘ Where did you get it from, my good 
_ fellow; what does it mean? I don’t understand this at all.” 

A little disconcerted by this reception, Hugh looked from the 
secretary to Dennis, who had risen and was standing at the table 
too, observing the stranger by stealth, and seeming to derive the 
utmost satisfaction from his manners and appearance. Considering 
himself silently appealed to by this action, Mr. Dennis shook his 
head thrice, as if to say of Gashford, ““No. He don’t know any- 
thing at all about it. I know he don’t. Ill take my oath he 
don’t ;” and hiding his profile from Hugh with one long end of 
his frowsy neckerchief, nodded and chuckled behind this screen in 
extreme approval of the secretary’s proceedings. 

“Tt tells the man that finds it, to come here, don’t it?” asked 
Hugh. ‘I’m no scholar, myself, but I showed it to a friend, and 
he said it did.” 

“Tt certainly does,” said Gashford, opening his eyes to their 
utmost width; “really this is the most remarkable circumstance 
I have ever known. How did you come by this piece of paper, 
my good friend ?” 

“Muster Gashford,” wheezed the hangman under his breath, 
“agin all Newgate !” 

Whether Hugh heard him, or saw by his manner that he was 
being played upon, or perceived the secretary’s drift of himself, he 
came in his blunt way to the point at once. 

“Here!” he said, stretching out his hand and taking it back ; 
“never mind the bill, or what it says, or what it don’t say. You 
don’t know anything about it, master,—no more do I,—no more 
does he,” glancing at Dennis. ‘‘ None of us know what it means, 
or where it comes from: there’s an end of that. Now I want to 
make one against the Catholics, I’m a No-Popery man, and ready 
to be sworn in. That’s what I’ve come here for.” 

“Put him down on the roll, Muster Gashford,” said Dennis 
approvingly. “ That’s the way to go to work—right to the end at 
once, and no palaver.” 

“What’s the use of shooting wide of the mark, eh, old boy!” 
cried Hugh. 

“My sentiments all over!” rejoined the hangman. “This is 
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the sort of chap for my division, Muster Gashford. Down with 
him, Sir. Put him on the roll. I'd stand godfather to him, if he 
was to be christened in a bonfire, made of the ruins of the Bank of 
England.” 

With these and other expressions of confidence of the like flatter- 
ing kind, Mr, Dennis gave him a hearty slap on the back, which 
Hugh was not slow to return. 

‘“No Popery, brother !” cried the hangman. 

“No Property, brother!” responded Hugh. 

“‘Popery, Popery,” said the secretary with his usual mildness. 

“Tt’s all the same!” cried Dennis. “It’s all right. Down 
with him, Muster Gashford. Down with everybody, down with 
everything! Hurrah for the Protestant religion! That’s the 
time of day, Muster Gashford !” 

The secretary regarded them both with a very favourable ex- 
pression of countenance, while they gave loose to these and other 
demonstrations of their patriotic purpose ; and was about to make 
some remark aloud, when Dennis, stepping up to him, and shading 
his mouth with his hand, said, in a hoarse whisper, as he nudged 
him with his elbow : 

“Don’t split upon a constitutional officer’s profession, Muster 
Gashford. There are popular prejudices, you know, and he mightn’t 
like it. Wait till he comes to be more intimate with me. He’s a 
fine-built chap, an’t he?” 

* A powerful fellow indeed !” 

“Did you ever, Muster Gashford,” whispered Dennis, with a 
horrible kind of admiration, such as that with which a cannibal 
might regard his intimate friend, when hungry,—“ did you ever ”— 
and here he drew still closer to his ear, and fenced his mouth with 
both his open hands—“ see such a throat as his? Do but cast 
your eye upon it. There’s a neck for stretching, Muster Gashford !” 

The secretary assented to this proposition with the best grace 
he could assume—it is difficult to feign a true professional relish : 
which is eccentric sometimes—and after asking the candidate a few 
unimportant questions, proceeded to enrol him a member of the 
Great Protestant Association of England. If anything could have 
exceeded Mr. Dennis’s joy on the happy conclusion of this cere- 
mony, it would have been the rapture with which he received the 
announcement that the new member could neither read nor write : 
those two arts being (as Mr. Dennis swore) the greatest possible 
curse a civilised community could know, and militating more 
against the professional emoluments and usefulness of the great 
constitutional office he had the honour to hold, than any adverse 
circumstances that could present themselves to his imagination. 
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The enrolment being completed, and Hugh having been in- 
formed by Gashford, in his peculiar manner, of the peaceful and 
strictly lawful objects contemplated by the body to which he now 
belonged—during which recital Mr. Dennis nudged him very much 
with his elbow, and made divers remarkable faces—the secretary 
gave them both to understand that he desired to be alone. There- 
fore they took their leaves without delay, and came out of the 
house together. 

“ Are you walking, brother?” said Dennis. 

“ Ay!” returned Hugh. ‘ Where you will.” 

‘“‘That’s social,” said hig new friend. ‘‘ Which way shall we 
take? Shall we go and have a look at doors that we shall make 
a pretty good clattering at, before long—eh, brother?” 

Hugh answering in the affirmative, they went slowly down to 
Westminster, where both Houses of Parliament were then sitting. 
Mingling in the crowd of carriages, horses, servants, chairmen, 
link-boys, porters, and idlers of all kinds, they lounged about ; 
while Hugh’s new friend pointed out to him significantly the weak 
parts of the building, how easy it was to get into the lobby, and 
so to the very door of the House of Commons ; and how plainly, 
when they marched down there in grand array, their roars and 
shouts would be heard by the members inside ; with a great deal 
more to the same purpose, all of which Hugh received with mani- 
fest delight. 

He told him, too, who some of the Lords and Commons were, 
by name, as they came in and out; whether they were friendly to 
the Papists or otherwise ; and bade him take notice of their liveries 
and equipages, that he might be sure of them, in case of need. 
Sometimes he drew him close to the windows of a passing carriage, 
that he might see its master’s face by the light of the lamps ; and, 
both in respect of people and localities, he showed so much ac- 
quaintance with everything around, that it was plain he had often 
studied there before ; as indeed, when they grew a little more con- 
fidential, he confessed he had. 

Perhaps the most striking part of all this was, the number of 
people—never in groups of more than two or three together—who 
seemed to be skulking about the crowd for the same purpose. 
To the greater part of these, a slight nod or a look from Hugh’s 
companion was sufficient greeting ; but, now and then, some man 
would come and stand beside him in the throng, and, without turn- 
ing his head or appearing to communicate with him, would say a 
word or two in a low voice, which he would answer in the same 
cautious manner. Then they would part, like strangers. Some 
of these men often re-appeared again unexpectedly in the crowd 
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close to Hugh, and, as they passed by, pressed his hand, or looked 
him sternly in the face; but they never spoke to him, nor he to 
them ; no, not a word. 

It was remarkable, too, that whenever they happened to stand 
where there was any press of people, and Hugh chanced to be 
looking downward, he was sure to see an arm stretched out— 
under his own perhaps, or perhaps across him—which thrust some 
paper into the hand or pocket of a bystander, and was so suddenly 
withdrawn that it was impossible to tell from whom it came ; nor 
could he see in any face, on glancing quickly round, the least con- 
fusion or surprise. They often trod upon a paper like the one he 
carried in his breast, but his companion whispered him not to 
touch it or to take it up,—not even to look towards it,—so there 
they let them lie, and passed on. 

When they had paraded the street and all the avenues of the 
building in this manner for near two hours, they turned away, 
and his friend asked him what he thought of what he had seen, 
and whether he was prepared for a good hot piece of work if it 
should come to that. ‘The hotter the better,” said Hugh, ‘ ’m 
prepared for anything.” —‘‘So am I,” said his friend, “and so are 
many of us;” and they shook hands upon it with a great oath, 
and With many terrible imprecations on the Papists. 

As they were thirsty by this time, Dennis proposed that they 
should repair together to the Boot, where there was good company 
and strong liquor. Hugh yielding a ready assent, they bent their 
steps that way with no loss of time. 

This Boot was a lone house of public entertainment, situated in 
the fields at the back of the Foundling Hospital; a very solitary 
spot at that period, and quite deserted after dark. The tavern 
stood at some distance from any high road, and was approachable 
only by a dark and narrow lane ; so that Hugh was much surprised 
to find several people drinking there, and great merriment going 
on. He was still more surprised to find among them almost every 
face that had caught his attention in the crowd ; but his companion 
having whispered him outside the door, that it was not con- 
sidered good manners at the Boot to appear at all curious 
about the company, he kept his own counsel, and made no show 
of recognition. 

Before putting his lips to the liquor which was brought for 
them, Dennis drank in a loud voice the health of Lord George 
Gordon, President of the Great Protestant Association; which 
toast Hugh pledged likewise, with corresponding enthusiasm. A 
fiddler who was present, and who appeared to act as the appointed 
minstrel of the company, forthwith struck up a Scotch reel; and 
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that in tones so invigorating, that Hugh and his friend (who had 
both been drinking before) rose from their seats as by previous 
concert, and, to the great admiration of the assembled guests, per- 
formed an extemporaneous No-Popery Dance. 


CHAPTER THE THIRTY-NINTH. 


THE applause which the performance of Hugh and his new friend 
elicited from the company at the Boot, had not yet subsided, and 
the two dancers were still panting from their exertions, which had 
been of a rather extreme and violent character, when the party 
was reinforced by the arrival of some more guests, who, being 
a detachment of United Bull-dogs, were received with very flatter- 
ing marks of distinction and respect. 

The leader of this small party—for, including himself, they 
were but three in number—was our old acquaintance, Mr. Tappertit, 
who seemed, physically speaking, to have grown smaller with years 
(particularly as to his legs, which were stupendously little), but 
who, in a moral point of view, in personal dignity and self-esteem, 
had swelled into a giant. Nor was it by any means difficult for 
the most unobservant person to detect this state of feeling in the 
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quondam ’prentice, for it not only proclaimed itself impressively 
and beyond mistake in his majestic walk and kindling eye, but 
found a striking means of revelation in his turned-up nose, which 
scouted all things of earth with deep disdain, and sought com- 
munion with its kindred skies. 

Mr. Tappertit, as chief or captain of the Bull-dogs, was attended 
by his two lieutenants ; one, the tall comrade of his younger life ; 
the other, a ’Prentice Knight in days of yore—Mark Gilbert, bound 
in the olden time to Thomas Curzon of the Golden Fleece. These 
gentlemen, like himself, were now emancipated from their ’prentice 
thraldom, and served as journeymen; but they were, in humble 
emulation of his great example, bold and daring spirits, and aspired 
to a distinguished state in great political events. Hence their 
connexion with the Protestant Association of England, sanctioned 
by the name of Lord George Gordon; and hence their present visit 
to the Boot. 

“Gentlemen!” said Mr. Tappertit, taking off his hat as a 
great general might in addressing his troops. ‘‘ Well met. 
My lord does me and you the honour to send his compliments 
per self.” 

““You’ve seen my lord too, have you?” said Dennis. “‘J see 
him this afternoon.” 

“My duty called me to the Lobby when our shop shut up; 
and I saw him there, Sir,” Mr. Tappertit replied, as he and his 
lieutenants took their seats. ‘‘ How do you do?” 

‘Lively, master, lively,” said the fellow. ‘Here's a new 
brother, regularly put down in black and white by Muster Gash- 
ford; a credit to the cause; one of the stick-at-nothing sort; one 
arter my own heart. D’ye see him? Has he got the looks of a 
man that'll do, do you think?” he cried, as he slapped Hugh on 
the back. 

‘* Looks or no looks,” said Hugh, with a drunken flourish of his 
arm, “I’m the man you want. I hate the Papists, every one of 
’em. They hate me and I hate them. They do me all the harm 
they can, and [ll do them all the harm J can. Hurrah!” 

“Was there ever,” said Dennis, looking round the room, when 
the echo of his boisterous voice had died away; “‘ was there ever 
such a game boy! Why, I mean to say, brothers, that if Muster 
Gashford had gone a hundred mile and got together fifty men of 
the common run, they wouldn’t have been worth this one.” 

The greater part of the company implicitly subscribed to this 
opinion, and testified their faith in Hugh by nods and looks of great 
significance. Mr. Tappertit sat and contemplated him for a long 
time in silence, as if he suspended his judgment; then drew a 
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little nearer to him, and eyed him over more carefully ; then went 
close up to him, and took him apart into a dark corner. 

“T say,” he began, with a thoughtful brow, ‘‘haven’t I seen 
you before ?” 

_“Tt’s like you may,” said Hugh, in his careless way. ‘‘I don’t 
know ; shouldn’t wonder.” 

“No, but it’s very easily settled,” returned Sim. “Look at 
me. Did you ever see me before? You wouldn’t be likely to 
forget it, you know, if you ever did. Look at me. Don’t be 
afraid; I won’t do you any harm. Take a good look—steady 
now.” 


The encouraging way in which Mr, Tappertit made this request, 
and coupled it with an assurance that he needn’t be frightened, 
amused Hugh mightily—so much indeed, that he saw nothing at 
all of the small man before him, through closing his eyes in a fit 
of hearty laughter, which shook his great broad sides until they 
ached again. 

“Come!” said Mr. Tappertit, growing a little impatient under 
this disrespectful treatment. “Do you know me, feller?” 

“Not I,” cried Hugh. “Hahaha! Not I! But I should 
like to.” 

“And yet I’d have wagered a seven-shilling piece,” said Mr. 
Tappertit, folding his arms, and confronting him with his legs wide 
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apart and firmly planted on the ground, “that you once were 
hostler at the Maypole.” 

Hugh opened his eyes on hearing this, and looked at him in 
great surprise. 

“And so you were, too,” said Mr. Tappertit, pushing him 
away with a condescending playfulness. ‘‘ When did my eyes ever 
deceive—unless it was a young woman! Don’t you know me 
now 4” 

“ Why it an’t—” Hugh faltered. 

“ An’t it,” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘Are you sure of that? You 
remember G. Varden, don’t you?” 

Certainly Hugh did, and he remembered D. Varden too; but 
that he didn’t tell him. 

“You remember coming down there, before I was out of my 
time, to ask after a vagabond that had bolted off, and left his dis- 
consolate father a prey to the bitterest emotions, and all the rest 
of it—don’t you?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“Of course I do!” cried Hugh. ‘“ And I saw you there.” 

“Saw me there!” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘Yes, I should think 
you did see me there. The place would be troubled to go on with- 
out me. Don’t you remember my thinking you liked the vagabond, 
and on that account going to quarrel with you; and then finding 
you detested him worse than poison, going to drink with you? 
Don’t you remember that ?” 

“To be sure!” cried Hugh. 

“Well! and are you in the same mind now?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“Ves!” roared Hugh. 

“You speak like a man,” said Mr. Tappertit, “and Dll shake 
hands with you.” With these conciliatory expressions he suited 
the action to the word; and Hugh meeting his advances readily, 
they performed the ceremony with a show of great heartiness. 

“T find,” said Mr. Tappertit, looking round on the assembled 
guests, “that brother What’s-his-name and I are old acquaintance. 
—You never heard anything more of that rascal, I suppose, eh ?” 

“Not a syllable,” replied Hugh. “JI never want to. I don’t 
believe I ever shall. He’s dead long ago, I hope.” 

“Tt’s to be hoped, for the sake of mankind in general and the 
happiness of society, that he is,” said Mr. Tappertit, rubbing his 
palm upon his legs, and looking at it between whiles. ‘Is your 
other hand at all cleaner? Much the same. Well, I'll owe you 
another shake. We'll suppose it done, if you’ve no objection.” 

Hugh laughed again, and with such thorough abandonment to 
his mad humour, that his limbs seemed dislocated, and his whole 
frame in danger of tumbling to pieces; but Mr. Tappertit, so far 
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from receiving this extreme merriment with any irritation, was 
pleased to regard it with the utmost favour, and even to join in it, 
so far as one of his gravity and station could, with any regard to 
that decency and decorum which men in high places are expected to 
maintain. 

Mr. Tappertit did not stop here, as many public characters 
might have done, but calling up his brace of lieutenants, introduced 
Hugh to them with high commendation ; declaring him to be a 
man who, at such times as those in which they lived, could not be 
too much cherished. Further, he did him the honour to remark, 
that he would be an acquisition of which even the United Bull-dogs 
might be proud ; and finding, upon sounding him, that he was quite 
ready and willing to enter the society (for he was not at all par- 
ticular, and would have leagued himself that night with anything, 
or anybody, for any purpose whatsoever), caused the necessary 
preliminaries to be gone into upon the spot. This tribute to his 
great merit delighted no man more than Mr. Dennis, as he himself 
proclaimed with several rare and surprising oaths ; and indeed it 
gave unmingled satisfaction to the whole assembly. 

“Make anything you like of me!” cried Hugh, flourishing the 
can he had emptied more than once. ‘Put me on any duty you 
please. I’m your man. I'll doit. Here’s my captain—here’s my 
leader. Hahaha! Let him give me the word of command, and 
Pll fight the whole Parliament House single-handed, or set a lighted 
torch to the King’s Throne itself!” With that, he smote Mr. 
Tappertit on the back, with such violence that his little body 
seemed to shrink into a mere nothing; and roared again until the 
very foundlings near at hand were startled in their beds. 

In fact, a sense of something whimsical in their companionship 
seemed to have taken entire possession of his rude brain. The bare 
fact of being patronised by a great man whom he could have crushed 
with one hand, appeared in his eyes so eccentric and humorous, that 
a kind of ferocious merriment gained the mastery over him, and 
quite subdued his brutal nature. He roared and roared again ; 
toasted Mr. Tappertit a hundred times; declared himself a Bull- 
dog to the core ; and vowed to be faithful to him to the last drop 
of blood in his veins. 

All these compliments Mr. Tappertit received as matters of 
course—flattering enough in their way, but entirely attributable to 
his vast superiority. His dignified self-possession only delighted 
Hugh the more; and in a word, this giant and dwarf struck up a 
friendship which bade fair to be of long continuance, as the one 
held it to be his right to command, and the other considered it 
an exquisite pleasantry to obey. Nor was Hugh by any means a 
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passive follower, who scrupled to act without precise and definite 
orders ; for when Mr. Tappertit mounted on an empty cask which 
stood by way of rostrum in the room, and volunteered a speech 
upon the alarming crisis then at hand, he placed himself beside the 
orator, and though he grinned from ear to ear at every word he 
said, threw out such expressive hints to scoffers in the management 
of his cudgel, that those who were at first the most disposed to 
interrupt, became remarkably attentive, and were the loudest in 
their approbation. 

It was not all noise and jest, however, at the Boot, nor were 


the whole party listeners to the speech. There were some men at 
the other end of the room (which was a long, low-roofed chamber) 
in earnest conversation all the time ; and when any of this group 
went out, fresh people were sure to come in soon afterwards and sit 
down in their places, as though the others had relieved them on 
some watch or duty ; which it was pretty clear they did, for these 
changes took place by the clock, at intervals of half an hour. 
These persons whispered very much among themselves, and kept 
aloof, and often looked round, as jealous of their speech being over- 
heard; some two or three among them entered in books what 
seemed to be reports from the others; when they were not thus 
employed, one of them would turn to the newspapers which were 


284 BARNABY RUDGE. 


strewn upon the table, and from the St. James’s Chronicle, the 
Herald, Chronicle, or Public Advertiser, would read to the rest in 
a low voice some passage having reference to the topic in which 
they were all so deeply interested. But the great attraction was 
a pamphlet called The Thunderer, which espoused their own 
opinions, and was supposed at that time to emanate directly from 
the Association. This was always in request; and whether read 
aloud, to an eager knot of listeners, or by some solitary man, was 
certain to be followed by stormy talking and excited looks. 

In the midst of all his merriment, and admiration of his captain, 
Hugh was made sensible by these and other tokens, of the presence 
of an air of mystery, akin to that which had so much impressed 
him out of doors. It was impossible to discard a sense that some- 
thing serious was going on, and that under the noisy revel of the 
public-house, there lurked unseen and dangerous matter. Little 
affected by .this, however, he was perfectly satisfied with his 
quarters and would have remained there till morning, but that his 
conductor rose soon after midnight, to go home; Mr. Tappertit 
following his example, left him no excuse to stay. So they all three 
left the house together : roaring a No-Popery song until the fields 
resounded with the dismal noise. 

“Cheer up, captain!” cried Hugh, when they had roared them- 
selves out of breath. ‘‘ Another stave!” 

Mr, Tappertit, nothing loth, began again ; and so the three went 
staggering on, arm-in-arm, shouting like madmen, and defying the 
watch with great valour. Indeed this did not require any unusual 
bravery or boldness, as the watchmen of that time, being selected 
for the office on account of excessive age and extraordinary 
infirmity, had a custom of shutting themselves up tight in their 
boxes on the first symptoms of disturbance, and remaining there 
until they disappeared. In these proceedings, Mr. Dennis, who 
had a gruff voice and lungs of considerable power, distinguished 
himself very much, and acquired great credit with his two com- 
panions. 

“What a queer fellow you are!” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘“ You’re 
so precious sly and close. Why don’t you ever tell what trade 
youre of?” 

“Answer the captain instantly,” cried Hugh, beating his hat 
down on his head; ‘“‘why don’t you ever tell what trade you’re 
of 1” 

“Tm of as gen-teel a calling, brother, as any man in England 
—as light a business as any gentleman could desire.” 

“Was you ’prenticed to it?” asked Mr. Tappertit. 

“No. Natural genius,” said Mr. Dennis. ‘No ’prenticing. 
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It comes by natur’. Muster Gashford knows my calling. Look 
at that hand of mine—many and many a job that hand has done, 
with a neatness and dex-terity, never known afore. When I look 
at that hand,” said Mr. Dennis, shaking it in the air, “and 
remember the helegant bits of work it has turned off, I feel quite 
molloncholy to think it should ever grow old and feeble. But sich 
is life!” 

He heaved a deep sigh as he indulged in these reflections, and 
putting his fingers with an absent air on Hugh’s throat, and 
particularly under his left ear, as if he were studying the ana- 
tomical development of that part of his frame, shook his head in 
a despondent manner and actually shed tears. 

“You're a kind of artist, I suppose—eh?” said Mr Tappertit. 

“Yes,” rejoined Dennis ; ‘“‘ yes—I may call myself a artist—a 
fancy workman—art improves natur’—that’s my motto.” 

“And what do you call this?” said Mr. Tappertit taking his 
stick out of his hand. 

“That’s my portrait atop,” Dennis replied; “d’ye think it’s 
like?” 

“ Why—it’s a little too handsome,” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘ Who 
did it? You?” 

“1!” repeated Dennis, gazing fondly on his image. “I wish I 
had the talent. That was carved by a friend of mine, as is now 
no more. The very day afore he died, he cut that with his pocket- 
knife from memory! ‘I'll die game,’ says my friend, ‘and my last 
moments shall be dewoted to making Dennis’s picter.’ That’s it.” 

“That was a queer fancy, wasn’t it?” said Mr. Tappertit. 

“Tt was a queer fancy,” rejoined the other, breathing on his 
fictitious nose, and polishing it with the cuff of his coat, “but he 
was a queer subject altogether—a kind of gipsy—one of the finest, 
stand-up men, you ever see. Ah! He told me some things that 
would startle you a bit, did that friend of mine, on the morning 
when he died.” 

“You were with him at the time, were you?” said Mr. Tap- 
pertit. 

“Yes,” he answered with a curious look, ‘I was there. Oh! 
yes certainly, I was there. He wouldn’t have gone off half as 
comfortable without me. I had been with three or four of his 
family under the same circumstances. They were all fine fellows.” 

“They must have been fond of you,” remarked Mr. Tappertit, 
looking at him sideways. 

“T don’t know that they was exactly fond of me,” said Dennis, 
with a little hesitation, ‘‘ but they all had me near ’em when they 
departed, I come in for their wardrobes too, This very hankecher 
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that you see round my neck, belonged to him that I’ve been 
speaking of—him as did that likeness.” 

Mr. Tappertit glanced at the article referred to, and appeared 
to think that the deceased’s ideas of dress were of a peculiar and 
by no means an expensive kind. He made no remark upon the 
point, however, and suffered his mysterious companion to proceed 
without interruption. 

“These smalls,” said Dennis, rubbing his legs; ‘‘these very 
smalls—they belonged to a friend of mine that’s left off sich incum- 
brances for ever: this coat too—lI’ve often walked behind this coat, 
in the streets, and wondered whether it would ever come to me: this 
pair of shoes have danced a hornpipe for another man, afore my 
eyes, full half-a-dozen times at least: and as to my hat,” he said, 
taking it off, and twirling it round upon his fist—‘ Lord! DPve seen 
this hat go up Holborn on the box of a hackney-coach—ah, many 
and many a day!” 

‘“ Vou don’t mean to say their old wearers are all dead, I hope ?” 
said Mr. Tappertit, falling a little distance from him as he 
spoke. 

‘Every one of ’em,” replied Dennis. ‘‘ Every man Jack!” 

There was something so very ghastly in this circumstance, and 
it appeared to account, in such a very strange and dismal manner, 
for his faded dress—which, in this new aspect, seemed discoloured 
by the earth from graves—that Mr. Tappertit abruptly found he 
was going another way, and, stopping short, bade him good night 
with the utmost heartiness. As they happened to be near the Old 
Bailey, and Mr, Dennis knew there were turnkeys in the lodge 
with whom he could pass the night, and discuss professional sub- 
jects of common interest among them before a rousing fire, and over 
a social glass, he separated from his companions without any great 
regret, and warmly shaking hands with Hugh, and making an early 
appointment for their meeting at the Boot, left them to pursue their 
road. 

“That's a strange sort of man,” said Mr. Tappertit, watching 
the hackney-coachman’s hat as it went bobbing down the street. 
“T don’t know what to make of him. Why can’t he have his 
smalls made to order, or wear live clothes at any rate?” 

“‘He’s a lucky man, captain,” cried Hugh. ‘TI should like to 
have such friends as his.” 

“T hope he don’t get ’em to make their wills, and then knock 
em on the head,” said Mr. Tappertit, musing. “But come. The 
United B.’s expect me. On !—What’s the matter?” 

“T quite forgot,” said Hugh, who had started at the striking of 
a neighbouring clock, ‘I have somebody to see to-night—I must 
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turn back directly. The drinking and singing put it out of my 
head. It’s well I remembered it!” 

Mr. Tappertit looked at him as though he were about to give 
utterance to some very majestic sentiments in reference to this act 
of desertion, but as it was clear, from Hugh’s hasty manner, that 
the engagement was one of a pressing nature, he graciously forbore, 
and gave him his permission to depart immediately, which Hugh 
acknowledged with a roar of laughter. 

“Good night, captain!” he cried. ‘I am yours to the death, 
remember !” 

“ Farewell!” said Mr. Tappertit, waving his hand. “ Be bold 
and vigilant!” 

**No Popery, captain!” roared Hugh. 

“* England in blood first !” cried his desperate leader. Whereat 
Hugh cheered and laughed, and ran off like a greyhound. 

“That man will prove a credit to my corps,” said Simon, turning 
thoughtfully upon his heel. ‘And let me see. In an altered state 
of society—which must ensue if we break out and are victorious— 
when the locksmith’s child is mine, Miggs must be got rid of 
somehow, or she’ll poison the tea-kettle one evening when I’m out. 
He might marry Miggs, if he was drunk enough. It shall be done. 
Pll make a note of it.” 


CHAPTER THE FORTIETH. 


Littte thinking of the plan for his happy settlement in life 
which had suggested itself to the teeming brain of his provident 
commander, Hugh made no pause until Saint Dunstan’s giants 
struck the hour above him, when he worked the handle of a pump 
which stood hard by, with great vigour, and thrusting his head 
under the spout, let the water gush upon him until a little stream 
ran down from every uncombed hair, and he was wet to the waist. 
Considerably refreshed by this ablution, both in mind and body, 
and almost sobered for the time, he dried himself as he best could ; 
then crossed the road, and plied the knocker of the Middle Temple 
gate. 

The night-porter looked through a small grating in the portal 
with a surly eye, and cried “Halloa!” which greeting Hugh 
returned in kind, and bade him open quickly. 

“We don’t sell beer here,” cried the man; ‘what else do you 
want?” 

“To come in,” Hugh replied, with a kick at the door. 
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“ Where to go?” 

‘“* Paper Buildings.” 

‘** Whose chambers ?” 

‘Sir John Chester’s.” Each of which answers, he emphasised 
with another kick. 

After a little growling on the other side, the gate was opened, 
and he passed in: undergoing a close inspection from the porter as 
he did so, 

“ You wanting Sir John, at this time of night!” said the man. 

“Ay!” said Hugh. “I! What of that?” 

“Why, I must go with you and see that you do, for I don’t 
believe it.” 

* Come along then.” 

Eyeing him with suspicious looks, the man, with key and 
lantern, walked on at his side, and attended him to Sir John 
Chester’s door, at which Hugh gave one knock, that echoed 
through the dark staircase like a ghostly summons, and made the 
dull light tremble in the drowsy lamp. 

“Do you think he wants me now?” said Hugh. 

Before the man had time to answer, a footstep was heard 
within, a light appeared, and Sir John, in his dressing-gown and 
slippers, opened the door. 

“T ask your pardon, Sir John,” said the porter, pulling off his 
hat. ‘‘ Here’s a young man says he wants to speak to you. 
It’s late for strangers. I thought it best to see that all was 
right.” 

“Aha!” cried Sir John, raising his eyebrows. | “It’s you, 
messenger, is it? Go in. Quite right, friend, I commend your 
prudence highly. Thank you. God bless you. Good night.” 

To be commended, thanked, God-blessed, and bade good night 
by one who carried “Sir” before his name, and wrote himself 
M.P. to boot, was something for a porter. He withdrew with 
much humility and reverence. Sir John followed his late visitor 
into the dressing-room, and sitting in his easy-chair before the fire, 
and moving it so that he could see him as he stood, hat in hand, 
beside the door, looked at him from head to foot. 

The old face, calm and pleasant as ever ; the complexion, quite 
juvenile in its bloom and clearness ; the same smile ; the wonted 
precision and elegance of dress ; the white, well-ordered teeth ; the 
delicate hands ; the composed and quiet manner ; everything as it 
used to be : no marks of age or passion, envy, hate, or discontent : 
all unruffled and serene, and quite delightful to behold. 

He wrote himself M.P.—but how? Why, thus. It was a 
proud family—more proud, indeed, than wealthy, He had stood 
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in danger of arrest; of bailiffs, and a jail—a vulgar jail, to which 
the common people with small incomes went. Gentlemen of 
ancient houses have no privilege of exemption from such cruel 
laws—unless they are of one great House, and then they have. 
A proud man of his stock and kindred had the means of sending 
him there. He offered—unot indeed to pay his debts, but to let 
him sit for a close borough until his own son came of age, which, 
if he lived, would come to pass in twenty years. It was quite as 
good as an Insolvent Act, and infinitely more genteel. So Sir John 
Chester was a Member of Parliament. 

But how Sir John? Nothing so simple, or so easy. One 
touch with a sword of state, and the transformation is effected. 
John Chester, Esquire, M.P., attended Court—went up with an 
address—headed a deputation. Such elegance of manner, so 
many graces of deportment, such powers of conversation, could 
never pass unnoticed. Mr. was too common for such merit. A 
man so gentlemanly should have been—but Fortune is capricious 
—hborn a Duke: just as some dukes should have been born 
labourers. He caught the fancy of the King, knelt down a grub, 
and rose a butterfly. John Chester, Esquire, was knighted and 
became Sir John. 

*‘T thought when you left me this evening, my esteemed 
acquaintance,” said Sir John after a pretty long silence, “ that 
you intended to return with all despatch ?” 

“So I did, master.” 

** And so you have?” he retorted, glancing at his watch. ‘Is 
that what you would say ?” 

Instead of replying, Hugh changed the leg on which he leant, 
shuffled his cap from one hand to the other, looked at the ground, 
the wall, the ceiling, and finally at Sir John himself; before whose 
pleasant face he lowered his eyes again, and fixed them on the floor. 

“And how have you been employing yourself in the mean- 
while?” quoth Sir John, lazily crossing his legs. ‘‘ Where have 
you been? what harm have you been doing ?” 

* No harm at all, master,” growled Hugh, with humility. “I 
have only done as you ordered.” 

“As I what?” returned Sir John. 

‘Well then,” said Hugh uneasily, “as you advised, or said I 
ought, or said I might, or said that you would do, if you was me. 
Don’t be so hard upon me, master.” 

Something like an expression of triumph in the perfect control 
he had established over this rough instrument appeared in the 
knight’s face for an instant; but it vanished directly, as he said 
—paring his nails while speaking : 
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“When you say I ordered you, my good fellow, you imply that 
I directed you to do something for me—something I wanted done 
—something for my own ends and purposes—you see? Now I 
am sure I needn’t enlarge upon the extreme absurdity of such an 
idea, however unintentional ; so, please—” and here he turned his 
eyes upon him—‘ to be more guarded. Will you?” 

“T meant to give you no offence,” said Hugh. “TI don’t know 
what to say. You catch me up so very short.” 

“You will be caught up much shorter, my good friend—in- 
finitely shorter—one of these days, depend upon it,” replied his 
patron calmly. ‘‘ By-the-bye, instead of wondering why you have 
been so long, my wonder should be why you came at all. Why 
did you %” 

“You know, master,” said Hugh, ‘‘that I couldn’t read the 
bill I found, and that supposing it to be something particular from 
the way it was wrapped up, I brought it here.” 

“And could you ask no one else to read it, Bruin?” said Sir 
John, 

“No one that I could trust with secrets, master. Since 
Barnaby Rudge was lost sight of for good and all—and that’s 
five years ago—I haven’t talked with any one but you.” 

“You have done me honour I am sure.” 

‘*T have come to and fro, master, all through that time, when 
there was anything to tell, because I knew that you'd be angry 
with me if I stayed away,” said Hugh, blurting the words out, 
after an embarrassed silence; ‘“‘and because I wished to please 
you if I could, and not to have you go against me. There. That’s 
the true reason why I came to-night. You know that, master, I 
am sure.” 

“You are a specious fellow,” returned Sir John, fixing his eyes 
upon him, “and carry two faces under your hood, as well as the 
best. Didn’t you give me in this room, this evening, any other 
reason ; no dislike of anybody who has slighted you lately, on all 
occasions, abused you, treated you with rudeness; acted towards 
you, more as if you were a mongrel dog than a man like himself?” 

“To be sure I did!” cried Hugh, his passion rising, as the 
other meant it should; “and I say it all over now, again. I’d do 
anything to have some revenge on him—anything. And when 
you told me that he and all the Catholics would suffer from those 
who joined together under that handbill, I said I’d make one of 
’em, if their master was the Devil himself. I am one of ’em, 
See whether I am as good as my word and turn out to be among 
the foremost, or no. I mayn’t have much head, master, but I’ve 
head enough to remember those that use me ill. You shall see, 
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and so shall he, and so shall hundreds more, how my spirit backs 
me when the time comes. My bark is nothing to my bite. Some 
that I know had better have a wild lion about them than me, 
when I am fairly loose—they had !” 

The knight looked at him with a smile of far deeper meaning 
than ordinary ; and pointing to the old cupboard, followed him 
with his eyes while he filled and drank a glass of liquor; and 
smiled when his back was turned, with deeper meaning yet. 

“You are in a blustering mood, my friend,” he said, when 
Hugh confronted him again. 

“Not I, master!” cried Hugh. “I don’t say half I mean. I 
can’t. I haven’t got the gift. There are talkers enough among 
us ; T’ll be one of the doers.” 

“Oh! you have joined those fellows then ?” said Sir John, with 
an air of most profound indifference. 

“Yes. I went up to the house you told me of, and got put 
down upon the muster. There was another man there named 
Dennis—” 

** Dennis, eh!” cried Sir John, laughing. ‘ Ay, ay! a pleasant 
fellow, I believe ?” 

“A roaring dog, master—one after my own heart—hot upon 
the matter too—red hot.” 

“So I have heard,” replied Sir John carelessly. ‘‘ You don’t 
happen to know his trade, do you?” 

“He wouldn’t say,” cried Hugh. ‘“‘ He keeps it secret.” 

“Ha ha!” laughed Sir John. ‘A strange fancy—a weakness 
with some persons—you'll know it one day, I dare swear.” 

“We're intimate already,” said Hugh. 

“Quite natural! And have been drinking together, eh?” 
pursued Sir John. “Did you say what place you went to in 
company, when you left Lord George’s ?” 

Hugh had not said or thought of saying, but he told him ; and 
this inquiry being followed by a long train of questions, he related 
all that had passed both in and out of doors, the kind of people he 
had seen, their numbers, state of feeling, mode of conversation, 
apparent expectations and intentions. His questioning was so 
artfully contrived, that he seemed even in his own eyes to volunteer 
all this information rather than to have it wrested from him ; and 
he was brought to this state of feeling so naturally, that when Mr. 
Chester yawned at length and declared himself quite wearied out, 
he made a rough kind of excuse for having talked so much. 

“There—get you gone,” said Sir John, holding the door open in 
his hand. ‘‘ You have made a pretty evening’s work. I told you 
not to do this. You may get into trouble. Youll have an 
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opportunity of revenging yourself on your proud friend Haredale, 
though, and for that, you’d hazard anything I suppose ?” 

“T would,” retorted Hugh, stopping in his passage out and 
looking back ; “but what do Z risk! What do I stand a chance 
of losing, master? Friends, home? A fig for ’em all; I have 
none; they are nothing to me. Give me a good scuffle; let me 
pay off old scores in a bold riot where there are men to stand by 
me ; and then use me as you like—it don’t matter much to me 
what the end is!” 

*‘ What have you done with that paper?” said Sir John. 

‘*JT have it here, master.” 

“Drop it again as you go along; it’s as well not to keep such 
things about you.” 

Hugh nodded, and touching his cap with an air of as much respect 
as he could summon up, departed. 

Sir John, fastening the doors behind him, went back to his 
dressing-room, and sat down once again before the fire, at which 
he gazed for a long time, in earnest meditation. 

“This happens fortunately,” he said, breaking into a smile, 
“and promises well. Let mesee. My relative and I, who are the 
most Protestant fellows in the world, give our worst wishes to the 
Roman Catholic cause; and to Saville, who introduces their bill, 
I have a personal objection besides ; but as each of us has himself 
for the first article in his creed, we cannot commit ourselves by 
joining with a very extravagant madman, such as this Gordon most 
undoubtedly is. Now really, to foment his disturbances in secret, 
through the medium of such a very apt instrument as my savage 
friend here, may further our real ends; and to express at all be- 
coming seasons, in moderate and polite terms, a disapprobation of 
his proceedings, though we agree with him in principle, will 
certainly be to gain a character for honesty and uprightness of 
purpose, which cannot fail to do us infinite service, and to raise us 
into some importance. Good! So much for public grounds. As 
to private considerations, I confess that if these vagabonds would 
make some riotous demonstration (which does not appear impossible), 
and would inflict some little chastisement on Haredale as a not 
inactive man among his sect, it would be extremely agreeable 
to my feelings, and would amuse me beyond measure. Good 
again! Perhaps better !” 

When he came to this point, he took a pinch of snuff; then 
beginning slowly to undress, he resumed his meditations, by saying 
with a smile: 

““T fear, I do fear exceedingly, that my friend is following fast 
in the footsteps of his mother. His intimacy with Mr. Dennis is 
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very ominous. But I have no doubt he must have come to that 

end any way. If I lend him a helping hand, the only difference 

is, that he may, upon the whole, possibly drink a few gallons, or 

puncheons, or hogsheads, less in this life than he otherwise would. 

It’s no business of mine. It’s a matter of very small importance !” 
So he took another pinch of snuff, and went to bed. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIRST. 


From the workshop of the Golden Key, there issued forth a 
tinkling sound, so merry and good-humoured, that it suggested the 
idea of some one working blithely, and made quite pleasant music. 
No man who hammered on at a dull monotonous duty, could have 
brought such cheerful notes from steel and iron; none but a 
chirping, healthy, honest-hearted fellow, who made the best of 
everything, and felt kindly towards everybody, could have done it 
for an instant. He might have been a coppersmith, and still been 
musical, If he had sat in a jolting waggon, full of rods of iron, it 
seemed as if he would have brought some harmony out of it. 

Tink, tink, tink—clear as a silver bell, and audible at every 
pause of the streets’ harsher noises, as though it said, “I don’t 
care ; nothing puts me out; I am resolved to be happy.” Women 
scolded, children squalled, heavy carts went rumbling by, horrible 
cries proceeded from the lungs of hawkers ; still it struck in again, 
no higher, no lower, no louder, no softer ; not thrusting itself on 
people’s notice, 4 bit the more for having been outdone by louder 
sounds—tink, tink, tink, tink, tink. 

It was a perfect embodiment of the still small voice, free from 
all cold, hoarseness, huskiness, or unhealthiness of any kind ; foot- 
passengers slackened their pace, and were disposed to linger near 
it ; neighbours who had got up splenetic that morning, felt good- 
humour stealing on them as they heard it, and by degrees became 
quite sprightly ; mothers danced their babies to its ringing; still 
the same magical tink, tink, tink, came gaily from the workshop 
of the Golden Key. 

Who but the locksmith could have made such music! A gleam 
of sun shining through the unsashed window, and chequering the 
dark workshop with a broad patch of light, fell full upon him, as 
though attracted by his sunny heart. There he stood working at 
his anvil, his face all radiant with exercise and gladness, his sleeves 
turned up, his wig pushed off his shining forehead—the easiest, 
freest, happiest man in all the world. Beside him sat a sleek cat, 
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purring and winking in the light, and falling every now and then 
into an idle doze, as from excess of comfort. Toby looked on 
from a tall bench hard by; one beaming smile, from his broad 
nut-brown face down to the slack-baked buckles in his shoes. The 
very locks that hung around had something jovial in their rust, 
and seemed like gouty gentlemen of hearty natures, disposed to 
joke on their infirmities. There was nothing surly or severe in 
the whole scene. It seemed impossible that any one of the in- 
numerable keys could fit a churlish strong-box or a prison-door. 
Cellars of beer and wine, rooms where there were fires, books, 
gossip, and cheering laughter—these were their proper sphere of 
action. Places of distrust, and cruelty, and restraint, they would 
have left quadruple-locked for ever. 

Tink, tink, tink. The locksmith paused at last, and wiped his 
brow. The silence roused the cat, who, jumping softly down, 
crept to the door, and watched with tiger eyes a bird-cage in an 
opposite window. Gabriel lifted Toby to his mouth, and took a 
hearty draught. is 

Then, as he stood upright, with his head flung back, and his 
portly chest thrown out, you would have seen that Gabriel’s lower 
man was clothed in military gear. Glancing at the wall beyond, 
there might have been espied, hanging on their several pegs, a cap 
and feather, broad-sword, sash, and coat of scarlet; which any 
man learned in such matters would have known from their make 
and pattern to be the uniform of a serjeant in the Royal East 
London Volunteers. ; 

As the locksmith put his mug down, empty, on the bench 
whence it had smiled on him before, he glanced at these articles 
with a laughing eye, and looking at them with his head a little on 
one side, as though he would get them all into a focus, said, 
leaning on his hammer : 

“Time was, now, I remember, when I was like to run mad 
with the desire to wear a coat of that colour. If any one (except 
my father) had called me a fool for my pains, how I should have 
fired and fumed! But what a fool I must have been, sure-ly !” 

“Ah!” sighed Mrs, Varden, who had entered unobserved. 
“A fool indeed. A man at your time of life, Varden, should 
know better now.” 

“Why, what a ridiculous woman you are, Martha,” said the 
locksmith, turning round with a smile. 

“Certainly,” replied Mrs. V. with great demureness. ‘Of 
course Tam. I know that, Varden. Thank you.” 

“T mean—” began the locksmith. 

“Yes,” said his wife, “I know what you mean. You speak 
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quite plain enough to be understood, Varden. It’s very kind of 
you to adapt yourself to my capacity, I am sure,” 

“Tut, tut, Martha,” rejoined the locksmith; “don’t take 
offence at nothing. I mean, how strange it is of you to run down 
volunteering, when it’s done to defend you and all the other women, 
and our own fireside and everybody else’s, in case of need.” 

*Tt’s unchristian,” cried Mrs. Varden, shaking her head. 

“ Unchristian !” said the locksmith. ‘ Why, what the devil—” 

Mrs. Varden looked at the ceiling, as in expectation that the 
consequence of this profanity would be the immediate descent of 
the four-post bedstead on the second floor, together with the best 
sitting-room on the first; but no visible judgment occurring, she 
heaved a deep sigh, and begged her husband, in a tone of resigna- 
tion, to go on, and by all means to blaspheme as much as possible, 
because he knew she liked it. 

The locksmith did for a moment seem disposed to gratify her, 
but he gave a great gulp, and mildly rejoined : 

“T was going to say, what on earth do you call it unchristian 
for? Which would be most unchristian, Martha—to sit quietly 
down and let our houses be sacked by a foreign army, or to turn 
out like men and drive ’em off? Shouldn’t I be a nice sort of a 
Christian, if I crept into a corner of my own chimney and looked 
on while a parcel of whiskered savages bore off Dolly—or 
you?” 

When he said ‘“‘or you,” Mrs. Varden, despite herself, relaxed 
into a smile. There was something complimentary in the idea. 
“In such a state of things as that, indeed—” she simpered. 

“As that!” repeated the locksmith. ‘‘ Well, that would be 
the state of things directly. Even Miggs would go. Some black 
tambourine-player, with a great turban on, would be bearing her 
off, and, unless the tambourine-player was proof against kicking 
and scratching, it’s my belief he’d have the worst of it. Ha ha 
ha! Id forgive the tambourine-player. I wouldn’t have him 
interfered with on any account, poor fellow.” And here the lock- 
smith laughed again so heartily, that tears came into his eyes— 
much to Mrs. Varden’s indignation, who thought the capture of 
so sound a Protestant and estimable a private character as Miggs 
by a pagan negro, a circumstance too shocking and awful for 
contemplation. 

The picture Gabriel had drawn, indeed, threatened serious 
consequences, and would indubitably have led to them, but luckily 
at that moment a light footstep crossed the threshold, and Dolly, 
running in, threw her arms round her old father’s neck and hugged 


him tight. 
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“Here she is at last!” cried Gabriel. ‘And how well you 
look, Doll, and how late you are, my darling !” 

How well she looked? Well? Why, if he had exhausted 
every laudatory adjective in the dictionary, it wouldn’t have been 
praise enough. When and where was there ever such a plump, 
roguish, comely, bright-eyed, enticing, bewitching, captivating, 
maddening little puss in all this world, as Dolly! What was the 
Dolly of five years ago, to the Dolly of that day! How many 
coach-makers, saddlers, cabinet-makers, and professors of other 
useful arts, had deserted their fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, 
and, most of all, their cousins, for the love of her! How many 
unknown gentlemen—supposed to be of mighty fortunes, if not 
titles—had waited round the corner after dark, and tempted 
Miggs the incorruptible, with golden guineas, to deliver offers of 
marriage folded up in love-letters! How many disconsolate 
fathers and substantial tradesmen had waited on the locksmith for 
the same purpose, with dismal tales of how their sons had lost 
their appetites, and taken to shut themselves up in dark bedrooms, 
and wandering in degolate suburbs with pale faces, and all because 
of Dolly Varden’s loveliness and cruelty! How many young men, 
in all previous times of unprecedented steadiness, had turned 
suddenly wild and wicked for the same reason, and, in an ecstasy 
of unrequited love, taken to wrench off door-knockers, and invert 
the boxes of rheumatic watchmen! How had she recruited the 
king’s service, both by sea and land, through rendering desperate 
his loving subjects between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five ! 
How many young ladies had publicly professed, with tears in their 
eyes, that for their tastes she was much too short, too tall, too 
bold, too cold, too stout, too thin, too fair, too dark—too every- 
thing but handsome! How many old ladies, taking counsel 
together, had thanked Heaven their daughters were not like her, 
and had hoped she might come to no harm, and had thought she 
would come to no good, and had wondered what people saw in her, 
and had arrived at the conclusion that she was ‘‘ going off” in her 
looks, or had never come on in them, and that she was a thorough 
imposition and a popular mistake ! 

And yet here was this same Dolly Varden, so whimsical and 
hard to please that she was Dolly Varden still, all smiles and 
dimples and pleasant looks, and caring no more for the fifty or 
sixty young fellows who at that very moment were breaking their 
hearts to marry her, than if so many oysters had been crossed in 
love and opened afterwards. 

Dolly hugged her father as has been already stated, and having 
hugged her mother also, accompanied both into the little parlour 
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where the cloth was already laid for dinner, and where Miss Miggs 
—a trifle more rigid and bony than of yore—received her with a 
sort of hysterical gasp, intended for a smile. Into the hands of 
that young virgin, she delivered her bonnet and walking-dress (all 
of a dreadful, artful, and designing kind), and then said with a 
laugh, which rivalled the locksmith’s music, “How glad I always 
am to be at home again !” 

“And how glad we always are, Doll,” said her father, putting 
back the dark hair from her sparkling eyes, ‘‘to have you at home. 
Give me a kiss.” 

If there had been anybody of the male kind there to see her do 
it—but there was not—it was a mercy. 

“JT don’t like your being at the Warren,” said the locksmith, 
“T can’t bear to have you out of my sight. And what is the 
news over yonder, Doll?” 

“What news there is, I think you know already,” replied his 
daughter. ‘J am sure you do though.” 

“Ay?” cried the locksmith. ‘ What’s that?” 

“Come, come,” said Dolly, “you know very well. I want you 
to tell me why Mr. Haredale—oh, how gruff he is again, to be 
sure !—has been away from home for some days past, and why he 
is travelling about (we know he is travelling, because of his letters) 
without telling his own niece why or wherefore.” 

“Miss Emma doesn’t want to know, I’ll swear,” returned the 
locksmith. 

“T don’t know that,” said Dolly ; “but Z do, at any rate. Do 
tell me. Why is he so secret, and what is this ghost story, which 
nobody is to tell Miss Emma, and which seems to be mixed up 
with his going away? Now I see you know, by your colouring so.” 

“ What the story means, or is, or has to do with it, I know no 
more than you, my dear,” returned the locksmith, “except that it’s 
some foolish fear of little Solomon’s—which has, indeed, no meaning 
in it, I suppose. As to Mr. Haredale’s journey, he goes, as I 
believe—” 

“ Yes,” said Dolly. 

“ As I believe,” resumed the locksmith, pinching her cheek, 
“on business, Doll. What it may be, is quite another matter. 
Read Blue Beard, and don’t be too curious, pet; it’s no business 
of yours or mine, depend upon that; and here’s dinner, which is 
much more to the purpose.” 

Dolly might have remonstrated against this summary dismissal 
of the subject, notwithstanding the appearance of dinner, but at 
the mention of Blue Beard Mrs. Varden interposed, protesting she 
could not find it in her conscience to sit tamely by, and hear her 
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child recommended to peruse the adventures of a Turk and 
Mussulman—far less of a fabulous Turk, which she considered that 
potentate to be. She held that, in such stirring and tremendous 
times as those in which they lived, it would be much more to the 
purpose if Dolly became a regular subscriber to the Thunderer, 
where she would have an opportunity of reading Lord George 
Gordon’s speeches word for word, which would be a greater 
comfort and solace to her, than a hundred and fifty Blue Beards 
ever could impart. She appealed in support of this proposition to 
Miss Miggs, then in waiting, who said that indeed the peace of 
mind she had derived from the perusal of that paper generally, 
but especially of one article of the very last week as ever was, 
entitled “Great Britain drenched in gore,” exceeded all belief; 
the same composition, she added, had also wrought such a com- 
forting effect on the mind of a married sister of hers, then resident 
at Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on 
the right-hand door-post, that, being in a delicate state of health, 
and in fact expecting an addition to her family, she had been 
seized with fits directly after its perusal, and had raved of the 
Inquisition ever since ; to the great improvement of her husband 
and friends. Miss Miggs went on to say that she would 
recommend all those whose hearts were hardened to hear Lord 
George themselves, whom she commended first, in respect of his 
steady Protestantism, then of his oratory, then of his eyes, then of 
his nose, then of his legs, and lastly of his figure generally, which 
she looked upon as fit for any statue, prince, or angel, to which 
sentiment Mrs. Varden fully subscribed. 

Mrs. Varden having cut in, looked at a box upon the mantel- 
shelf, painted in imitation of a very red-brick dwelling-house, with 
a yellow roof; having at top areal chimney, down which voluntary 
subscribers dropped their silver, gold, or pence, into the parlour ; 
and on the door the counterfeit presentment of a brass plate, 
whereon was legibly inscribed “ Protestant Association :”—and 
looking at it, said, that it was to her a source of poignant misery 
to think that Varden never had, of all his substance, dropped 
anything into that temple, save once in secret—as she afterwards 
discovered—two fragments of tobacco-pipe, which she hoped 
would not be put down to his last account. That Dolly, she was 
grieved to say, was no less backward in her contributions, better 
loving, as it seemed, to purchase ribbons and such gauds, than to 
encourage the great cause, then in such heavy tribulation; and 
that she did entreat her (her father she much feared could not be 
moved) not to despise, but imitate, the bright example of Miss 
Miggs, who flung her wages, as it were, into the very counte- 
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nance of the Pope, and bruised his features with her quarter’s 
money. 

“Oh, mim,” said Miggs, “don’t relude to that. I had no 
intentions, mim, that nobody should know. Such sacrifices as I 
can make, are quite a widder’s mite. It’s all I have,” cried 
Miggs with a great burst of tears—for with her they never came 
on by degrees—“ but it’s made up to me in other ways ; it’s well 
made up.” 

This was quite true, though not perhaps in the sense that 
Miggs intended. As she never failed to keep her self-denial full 
in Mrs. Varden’s view, it drew forth so many gifts of caps and 
gowns and other articles of dress, that upon the whole the red- 
brick house was perhaps the best investment for her small capital 
she could possibly have hit upon; returning her interest, at the 
rate of seven or eight per cent. in money, and fifty at least in 
personal repute and credit. 

“You needn’t cry, Miggs,” said Mrs. Varden, herself in tears ; 
“you needn’t be ashamed of it, though your poor mistress zs on 
the same side.” 

Miggs howled at this remark, in a peculiarly dismal way, and 
said she knowed that master hated her. That it was a dreadful 
thing to live in families and have dislikes, and not give satisfactions. 
That to make divisions was a thing she could not abear to think 
of, neither could her feelings let her do it. That if it was master’s 
wishes as she and him should part, it was best they should part, 
and she hoped he might be the happier for it, and always wished 
him well, and that he might find somebody as would meet his 
dispositions. It would be a hard trial, she said, to part from such 
a missis, but she could meet any suffering when her conscience 
told her she was in the rights, and therefore she was willing even 
to go that lengths. She did not think, she added, that she could 
long survive the separations, but, as she was hated and looked 
upon unpleasant, perhaps her dying as soon as possible would be 
the best endings for all parties. With this affecting conclusion, 
Miss Miggs shed more tears, and sobbed abundantly. 

“Can you bear this, Varden?” said his wife in a solemn voice, 
laying down her knife and fork. 

“Why, not very well, my dear,” rejoined the locksmith, ‘ but 
I try to keep my temper.” 

“Don’t let there be words on my account, mim,” sobbed Miggs. 
“It’s much the best that we should part. I wouldn’t stay—oh, 
gracious me !—and make dissensions, not for a annual gold mine, 
and found in tea and sugar.” 

Lest the reader should be at any loss to discover the cause of 
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Miss Miggs’s deep emotion, it may be whispered apart that, hap- 
pening to be listening, as her custom sometimes was, when Gabriel 
and his wife conversed together, she had heard the locksmith’s 
joke relative to the foreign black who played the tambourine, and 
bursting with the spiteful feelings which the taunt awoke in her 
fair breast, exploded in the manner we have witnessed. Matters 
having now arrived at a crisis, the locksmith as usual, and for the 
sake of peace and quietness, gave in. 

“What are you crying for, girl?” he said. ‘‘What’s the 
matter with you? What are you talking about hatred for? J 
don’t hate you; I don’t hate anybody. Dry your eyes and make 
yourself agreeable, in Heaven’s name, and let us all be happy 
while we can.” 

The allied powers deeming it good generalship to consider this 
a sufficient apology on the part of the enemy, and confession of 
having been in the wrong, did dry their eyes and take it in good 
part. Miss Miggs observed that she bore no malice, no not to her 
greatest foe, whom she rather loved the more indeed, the greater 
persecution she sustained. Mrs. Varden approved of this meek 
and forgiving spirit in high terms, and incidentally declared as a 
closing article of agreement, that Dolly should accompany her to 
the Clerkenwell branch of the Association, that very night. This 
was an extraordinary instance of her great prudence and policy ; 
having had this end in view from the first, and entertaining a 
secret misgiving that the locksmith (who was bold when Dolly 
was in question) would object, she had backed Miss Miggs up to 
this point, in order that she might have him at a disadvantage. 
The manceuvre succeeded so well that Gabriel only made a wry 
face, and with the warning he had just had, fresh in his mind, did 
not dare to say one word, 

The difference ended, therefore, in Miggs being presented with 
a gown by Mrs. Varden and half-a-crown by Dolly, as if she had 
eminently distinguished herself in the paths of morality and good- 
ness. Mrs. V., according to custom, expressed her hope that 
Varden would take a lesson from what had passed and learn more 
generous conduct for the time to come; and the dinner being now 
cold and nobody’s appetite very much improved by what had 
passed, they went on with it, as Mrs. Varden said, “like Christians.” 

As there was to be a grand parade of the Royal East London 
Volunteers that afternoon, the locksmith did no more work ; but 
sat down comfortably with his pipe in his mouth, and his arm 
round his pretty daughter’s waist, looking lovingly on Mrs. V., 
from time to time, and exhibiting from the crown of his head to 
the sole of his foot, one smiling surface of good humour, And to 
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be sure, when it was time to dress him in his regimentals, and 
Dolly, hanging about him in all kinds of graceful winning ways, 
helped to button and buckle and brush him up and get him into 
one of the tightest coats that ever was made by mortal tailor, he 
was the proudest father in ali England. 

“What a handy jade it is!” said the locksmith to Mrs. Varden, 
who stood by with folded hands—rather proud of her husband too 
—while Miggs held his cap and sword at arm’s length, as if mis- 
trusting that the latter might run some one through the body of 
its own accord; ‘but never marry a soldier, Doll, my dear.” 


Dolly didn’t ask why not, or say a word indeed, but stooped 
her head down very low to tie his sash. 

“T never wear this dress,” said honest Gabriel, ‘‘ but I think 
of poor Joe Willet. I loved Joe; he was always a favourite of 
mine. Poor Joe !—Dear heart, my girl, don’t tie me in so tight.” 

Dolly laughed—not like herself at all—the strangest little 
laugh that could be—and held her head down lower still. 

“Poor Joe!” resumed the locksmith, muttering to himself; 
*‘T always wish he had come to me. I might have made it up 
between them, if he had. Ah! old John made a great mistake 
in his way of acting by that lad—a great mistake-—Have you 
nearly tied that sash, my dear?” 

What an ill-made sash it was! There it was, loose again and 
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trailing on the ground. Dolly was obliged to kneel down, and 
recommence at the beginning. 

“Never mind young Willet, Varden,” said his wife frowning ; 
“you might find some one more deserving to talk about, I think.” 

Miss Miggs gave a great sniff to the same effect. 

“Nay, Martha,” cried the locksmith, “don’t let us bear too 
hard upon him. If the lad is dead indeed, we'll deal kindly by 
his memory.” 

“A runaway and a vagabond!” said Mrs. Varden. 

Miss Miggs expressed her concurrence as before. 

“A runaway, my dear, but not a vagabond,” returned the 
locksmith in a gentle tone. ‘He behaved himself well, did Joe 
—always—and was a handsome manly fellow. Don’t call him a 
vagabond, Martha.” 

Mrs. Varden coughed—and so did Miggs. 

“He tried hard to gain your good opinion, Martha, I can tell 
you,” said the locksmith smiling, and stroking his chin, “Ah! 
that he did. It seems but yesterday that he followed me out to 
the Maypole door one night, and begged me not to say how like 
a boy they used him—say here, at home, he meant, though at the 
time, I recollect, I didn’t understand. ‘And how’s Miss Dolly, 
Sir?’ says Joe,” pursued the locksmith, musing sorrowfully, “ Ah ! 
Poor Joe!” 

“Well, I declare,” cried Miggs. ‘Oh! Goodness gracious 
me!” 

‘“What’s the matter now?” said Gabriel, turning sharply to 
her. 

“Why, if here an’t Miss Dolly,” said the handmaid, stooping 
down to look into her face, ‘a giving way to floods of tears. Oh 
mim! oh Sir. Realy it’s give me such a turn,” cried the susceptible 
damsel, pressing her hand upon her side to quell the palpitation of 
her heart, “that you might knock me down with a feather.” 

The locksmith, after glancing at Miss Miggs as if he could have 
wished to have a feather brought straightway, looked on with a 
broad stare while Dolly hurried away, followed by that sympathis- 
ing young woman: then turning to his wife, stammered out, “Is 
Dolly ill? Have J done anything? Is it my fault?” 

“Your fault!” cried Mrs. V. reproachfully. ‘‘ There—you had 
better make haste out.” 

“What have I done?” said poor Gabriel. “It was agreed 
that Mr. Edward’s name was never to be mentioned, and I have 
not spoken of him, have I?” 

Mrs. Varden merely replied that she had no patience with him, 
and bounced off after the other two, The unfortunate locksmith 
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wound his sash about him, girded on his sword, put on his cap, 
and walked out. 

*T am not much of a dab at my exercise,” he said under his 
breath, ‘but I shall get into fewer scrapes at that work than at 
this. Every man came into the world for something ; my depart- 
ment seems to be to make every woman cry without meaning it. 
It’s rather hard!” 

But he forgot it before he reached the end of the street, and 
went on with a shining face, nodding to the neighbours, and 
showering about his friendly greetings like mild spring rain. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-SECOND. 


Tue Royal East London Volunteers made a brilliant sight that 
day: formed into lines, squares, circles, triangles, and what not, 
to the beating of drums and the streaming of flags ; and performed 
a vast number of complex evolutions, in all of which Serjeant 
Varden bore a conspicuous share. Having displayed their military 
prowess to the utmost in these warlike shows, they marched in 
glittering order to the Chelsea Bun-house, and regaled in the 
adjacent taverns until dark. Then at sound of drum they fell in 
again, and returned amidst the shouting of His Majesty’s lieges 
to the place from whence they came. 

The homeward march being somewhat tardy,—owing to the 
un-soldierlike behaviour of certain corporals, who, being gentlemen 
of sedentary pursuits in private life and excitable out of doors, 
broke several windows with their bayonets, and rendered it im- 
perative on the commanding officer to deliver them over to a 
strong guard, with whom they fought at intervals as they came 
along,—it was nine o’clock when the locksmith reached home. <A 
hackney-coach was waiting near his door ; and as he passed it, Mr. 
Haredale looked from the window and called him by his name, 

“The sight of you is good for sore eyes, Sir,” said the lock- 
smith, stepping up to him. “I wish you had walked in though, 
rather than waited here.” 

“There is nobody at home, I find,” Mr. Haredale answered ; 
“besides, I desired to be as private as I could.” 

“ Humph !” muttered the locksmith, looking round at his house. 
“Gone with Simon Tappertit to that precious Branch, no doubt. 

Mr. Haredale invited him to come into the coach, and, if he 
were not tired or anxious to go home, to ride with him a little 
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way that they might have some talk together. Gabriel cheerfully 
complied, and the coachman mounting his box drove off. 

“Varden,” said Mr. Haredale, after a minute’s pause, ‘you 
will be amazed to hear what errand I am on; it will seem a very 
strange one.” 

‘“‘T have no doubt it’s a reasonable one, Sir, and has a meaning 
in it,” replied the locksmith ; “or it would not be yours at all. 
Have you just come back to town, Sir?” 

“But half an hour ago.” 

“Bringing no news of Barnaby, or his mother?” said the lock- 
smith dubiously. ‘Ah! you needn’t shake your head, Sir. It 
was a wild-goose chase. I feared that, from the first. You ex- 
hausted all reasonable means of discovery when they went away. 
To begin again after so long a time has passed is hopeless, Sir— 
quite hopeless.” 

‘““Why, where are they?” he returned impatiently. ‘* Where 
can they be? Above ground ?” 

“God knows,” rejoined the locksmith, “many that I knew 
above it five years ago, have their beds under the grass now. 
And the world is a wide place. It’s a hopeless attempt, Sir, 
believe me. We must leave the discovery of this mystery, like all 
others, to time, and accident, and Heaven's pleasure.” 

“Varden, my good fellow,” said Mr. Haredale, “I have a 
deeper meaning in my present anxiety to find them out, than you 
can fathom. It is not a mere whim; it is not the casual revival 
of my old wishes and desires ; but an earnest, solemn purpose. My 
thoughts and dreams all tend to it, and fix itin my mind. I have 
no rest by day or night ; I have no peace or quiet ; I am haunted.” 

His voice was so altered from its usual tones, and his manner 
bespoke so much emotion, that Gabriel, in his wonder, could only 
sit and look towards him in the darkness, and fancy the expression 
of his face. 

“Do not ask me,” continued Mr. Haredale, ‘to explain myself. 
If I were to do so, you would think me the victim of some hideous 
fancy. It is enough that this is so, and that I cannot—no, I can 
not—lie quietly in my bed, without doing what will seem to you 
incomprehensible.” 

“Since when, Sir,” said the locksmith after a pause, “has this 
uneasy feeling been upon you?” 

Mr. Haredale hesitated for some moments, and then replied : 
“Since the night of the storm. In short, since the last nineteenth 
of March.” 

As though he feared that Varden might express surprise, or 
reason with him, he hastily went on: 
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You will think, I know, I labour under some delusion, 
Perhaps I do. But it is not a morbid one; it is a wholesome 
action of the mind, reasoning on actual occurrences. You know 
the furniture remains in Mrs. Rudge’s house, and that it has been 
shut up, by my orders, since she went away, save once a-week or 
so, when an old neighbour visits it to scare away the rats. I am 
on my way there now.” 

“ For what purpose?” asked the locksmith. 

“To pass the night there,” he replied ; “and not to-night alone, 
but many nights. This is a secret which I trust to you in case of 
any unexpected emergency. You will not come, unless in case of 
strong necessity, to me; from dusk to broad day I shall be there. 
Emma, your daughter, and the rest, suppose me out of London, as 
I have been until within this hour. Do not undeceive them. 
This is the errand Iam bound upon. I know I may confide it to 
you, and I rely upon your questioning me no further at this 
time.” 

With that, as if to change the theme, he led the astounded 
locksmith back to the night of the Maypole highwayman, to the 
robbery of Edward Chester, to the reappearance of the man at 
Mrs, Rudge’s house, and to all the strange circumstances which 
afterwards occurred. He even asked him carelessly about the 
man’s height, his face, his figure, whether he was like any one he 
had ever seen—like Hugh, for instance, or any man he had known 
at any time—and put many questions of that sort, which the 
locksmith, considering them as mere devices to engage his attention 
and prevent his expressing the astonishment he felt, answered 
pretty much at random. 

At length they arrived at the corner of the street in which the 
house stood, where Mr. Haredale, alighting, dismissed the coach. 
“Tf you desire to see me safely lodged,” he said, turning to the 
locksmith with a gloomy smile, ‘‘ you can.” 

Gabriel, to whom all former marvels had been nothing in 
comparison with this, followed him along the narrow pavement in 
silence. When they reached the door, Mr. Haredale softly opened 
it with a key he had about him, and closing it when Varden 
entered, they were left in thorough darkness. 

They groped their way into the ground-floor room. Here Mr. 
Haredale struck a light, and kindled a pocket taper he had brought 
with him for the purpose. It was then, when the flame was full 
upon him, that the locksmith saw for the first time how haggard, 
pale, and changed he looked; how worn and thin he was; how 
perfectly his whole appearance coincided with all that he had said 
so strangely as they rode along. It was not an unnatural impulse 
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in Gabriel, after what he had heard, to note curiously the expres- 
sion of his eyes. It was perfectly collected and rational ;—so much 
so, indeed, that he felt. ashamed of his momentary suspicion, and 
drooped his own when Mr. Haredale looked towards him, as if he 
feared they would betray his thoughts. 

‘Will you walk through the house?” said Mr. Haredale, with a 
glance towards the window, the crazy shutters of which were 
closed and fastened. ‘Speak low.” 

There was a kind of awe about the place, which would have 
rendered it difficult to speak in any other manner. Gabriel 
whispered “ Yes,” and followed him up stairs. 

Everything was just as they had seen it last. There was a 
sense of closeness from the exclusion of fresh air, and a gloom and 
heaviness around, as though long imprisonment had made the very 
silence sad. The homely hangings of the beds and windows had 
begun to droop; the dust lay thick upon their dwindling folds ; 
and damps had made their way through ceiling, wall, and floor. 
The boards creaked beneath their tread as if resenting the un- 
accustomed intrusion; nimble spiders, paralysed by the taper’s 
glare, checked the motion of their hundred legs upon the wall, or 
dropped like lifeless things upon the ground; the death-watch 
ticked aloud; and the scampering feet of rats and mice rattled 
behind the wainscot. 

As they looked about them on the decaying furniture, it was 
strange to find how vividly it presented those to whom it had 
belonged, and with whom it was once familiar. Grip seemed to 
perch again upon his high-backed chair; Barnaby to crouch in his 
old favourite corner by the fire; the mother to resume her usual 
seat, and watch him as of old. Even when they could separate 
these objects from the phantoms of the mind which they invoked, 
the latter only glided out of sight, but lingered near them still ; 
for then they seemed to lurk in closets and behind the doors, ready 
to start out and suddenly accost them in their well-remembered tones. 

They went down stairs, and again into the room they had just 
now left. Mr. Haredale unbuckled his sword and laid it on the 
table, with a pair of pocket pistols; then told the locksmith he 
would light him to the door. 

“But this is a dull place, Sir,” said Gabriel, lingering ; “ may 
no one share your watch ?” 

He shook his head, and so plainly evinced his wish to be 
alone, that Gabriel could say no more, In another moment the 
locksmith was standing in the street, whence he could see that 
the light once more travelled up-stairs, and soon returning to the 
room below, shone brightly through the chinks in the shutters. 
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If ever man were sorely puzzled and perplexed, the locksmith 
was, that night. Even when snugly seated by his own fireside, with 
Mrs. Varden opposite in a night-cap and night-jacket, and Dolly 
beside him (in a most distracting dishabille) curling her hair, and 
smiling as if she had never cried in all her life and never could— 
even then, with Toby at his elbow and his pipe in his mouth, and 
Miggs (but that perhaps was not much) falling asleep in the back- 
ground, he could not quite discard his wonder and uneasiness. So, 
in his dreams—still there was Mr. Haredale, haggard and care- 
worn, listening in the solitary house to every sound that stirred, 
with the taper shining through the chinks until the day should 
turn it pale and end his lonely watching. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-THIRD. 


Next morning brought no satisfaction to the locksmith’s 
thoughts, nor next day, nor the next, nor many others. Often 
after nightfall he entered the street, and turned his eyes towards 
the well-known house; and as surely as he did so, there was the 
solitary light, still gleaming through the crevices of the window- 
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shutter, while all within was motionless, noiseless, cheerless, as a 
grave. Unwilling to hazard Mr. Haredale’s favour by disobeying 
his strict injunction, he never ventured to knock at the door or to 
make his presence known in any way. But whenever strong 
interest and curiosity attracted him to the spot—which was not 
seldom—the light was always there. 

If he could have known what passed within, the knowledge 
would have yielded him no clue to this mysterious vigil, At 
twilight, Mr. Haredale shut himself up, and at daybreak he came 
forth. He never missed a night, always came and went alone, 
and never varied his proceedings in the least degree. 

The manner of his watch was this. At dusk, he entered the 
house in the same way as when the locksmith bore him company, 
kindled a light, went through the rooms, and narrowly examined 
them, That done, he returned to the chamber on the ground- 
floor, and laying his sword and pistols on the table, sat by it until 
morning. 

He usually had a book with him, and often tried to read, but 
never fixed his eyes or thoughts upon it for five minutes together. 
The slightest noise without doors caught his ear; a step upon the 
pavement seemed to make his heart leap. 

He was not without some refreshment during the long lonely 
hours; generally carrying in his pocket a sandwich of bread 
and meat, and a small flask of wine. The latter, diluted with 
large quantities of water, he drank in a heated, feverish way, as 
though his throat were dried up; but he scarcely ever broke his 
fast, by so much as a crumb of bread. 

If this voluntary sacrifice of sleep and comfort had its origin, as 
the locksmith on consideration was disposed to think, in any 
superstitious expectation of the fulfilment of a dream or vision 
connected with the event on which he had brooded for so many 
years, and if he waited for some ghostly visitor who walked abroad 
when men lay sleeping in their beds, he showed no trace of fear or 
wavering. His stern features expressed the most inflexible resolu- 
tion ; his brows were puckered, and his lips compressed, with deep 
and settled purpose ; and when he started at a noise and listened, 
it was not with the start of fear but hope, and catching up his 
sword as though the hour had come at last, he would clutch it in 
his tight-clenched hand, and listen, with sparkling eyes and eager 
looks, until it died away. 

These disappointments were numerous, for they ensued on 
almost every sound, but his constancy was not shaken. Still, 
every night he was at his post, the same stern, sleepless sentinel ; and 
still night passed, and morning dawned, and he must watch again. 
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This went on for weeks; he had taken a lodging at Vauxhall 
in which to pass the day and rest himself; and from this place, 
when the tide served, he usually came to London Bridge from 
Westminster by water, in order that he might avoid the busy 
streets, 

One evening, shortly before twilight, he came his accustomed 
road upon the river’s bank, intending to pass through Westminster 
Hall into Palace Yard, and there take boat to London Bridge as 
usual, There was a pretty large concourse of people assembled 
round the Houses of Parliament, looking at the Members as they 
entered and departed, and giving vent to rather noisy demonstra- 
tions of approval or dislike, according to their known opinions. 
As he made his way among the throng, he heard once or twice 
the No-Popery cry, which was then becoming pretty familiar to 
the ears of most men; but holding it in very slight regard, and 
observing that the idlers were of the lowest grade, he neither 
thought nor cared about it, but made his way along, with perfect 
indifference. 

There were many little knots and groups of persons in West- 
minster Hall: some few looking upward at its noble ceiling, and 
at the rays of evening light, tinted by the setting sun, which 
streamed in aslant through its small windows, and growing dimmer 
by degrees, were quenched in the gathering gloom below; some, 
noisy passengers, mechanics going home from work, and otherwise, 
who hurried quickly through, waking the echoes with their voices, 
and soon darkening the small door in the distance, as they passed 
into the street beyond; some, in busy conference together on 
political or private matters, pacing slowly up and down with eyes 
that sought the ground, and seeming, by their attitudes, to listen 
earnestly from head to foot. Here, a dozen squabbling urchins 
made a very Babel in the air; there, a solitary man, half clerk, 
half mendicant, paced up and down with hungry dejection in his 
look and gait; at his elbow passed an errand-lad, swinging his 
basket round and round, and with his shrill whistle riving the 
very timbers of the roof; while a more observant schoolboy, half- 
way through, pocketed his ball, and eyed the distant beadle as he 
came looming on, It was that time of evening when, if you shut 
your eyes and open them again, the darkness of an hour appears 
to have gathered in a second. The smooth-worn pavement, dusty 
with footsteps, still called upon the lofty walls to reiterate the 
shuffle and the tread of feet unceasingly, save when the closing of 
some heavy door resounded through the building like a clap of 
thunder, and drowned all other noises in its rolling sound. 

Mr, Haredale, glancing only at such of these groups as he 
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passed nearest to, and then in a manner betokening that his 
thoughts were elsewhere, had nearly traversed the Hall, when two 
persons before him caught his attention. One of these, a gentle- 
man in elegant attire, carried in his hand a cane, which he twirled 
in a jaunty manner as he loitered on; the other, an obsequious, 
crouching, fawning figure, listened to what he said—at times 
throwing in an humble word himself—and, with his shoulders 
shrugged up to his ears, rubbed his hands submissively, or 
answered at intervals by an inclination of the head, half-way 
between a nod of acquiescence, and a bow of most profound 
respect. 


In the abstract there was nothing very remarkable in this pair 
for servility waiting on a handsome suit of clothes and a cane— 
not to speak of gold and silver sticks, or wands of office—is 
common enough. But there was that about the well-dressed man 
yes, and about the other likewise, which struck Mr. Haredale with 
no pleasant feeling. He hesitated, stopped, and would have 
sepa aside and turned out of his path, but at the moment, the 
sare Ne, Fi eeciony quickly, and stumbled upon him before he 

The gentleman with the cane lifted his hat and had begun to 
tender an apology, which Mr. Haredale had begun as hastily to 
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acknowledge and walk away, when he stopped short and cried, 
“ Haredale! Gad bless me, this is strange indeed !” 

“Tt is,” he returned impatiently ; ‘‘ yes—a—” 

“My dear friend,” cried the other, detaining him, “why such 
great speed? One minute, Haredale, for the sake of old 
acquaintance.” 

“T am in haste,” he said. ‘Neither of us has sought this 
meeting. Let it be a brief one. Good night!” 

“Fie, fie!” replied Sir John (for it was he), ‘how very 
churlish! We were speaking of you. Your name was on my 
lips—perhaps you heard me mention it? No? I am sorry for 
that. I am really sorry—You know our friend here, Haredale ? 
This is really a most remarkable meeting !” 

The friend, plainly very ill at ease, had made bold to press Sir 
John’s arm, and to give him other significant hints that he was 
desirous of avoiding this introduction. As it did not suit Sir 
John’s purpose, however, that it should be evaded, he appeared 
quite unconscious of these silent remonstrances, and inclined his 
hand towards him, as he spoke, to call attention to him more 
particularly. 

The friend, therefore, had nothing for it, but to muster up the 
pleasantest smile he could, and to make a conciliatory bow, as Mr. 
Haredale turned his eyes upon him. Seeing that he was recognised, 
he put out his hand in an awkward and embarrassed manner, 
which was not mended by its contemptuous rejection. 

“Mr. Gashford!” said Haredale, coldly. “It is as I have 
heard then. You have left the darkness for the light, Sir, and 
hate those whose opinions you formerly held, with all the bitter- 
ness of a renegade. You are an honour, Sir, to any cause. I 
wish the one you espouse at present, much joy of the acquisition 
it has made.” 

The secretary rubbed his hands and bowed, as though he would 
disarm his adversary by humbling himself before him. Sir John 
Chester again exclaimed, with an air of great gaiety, ‘Now, 
really, this is a most remarkable meeting!” and took a pinch of 
snuff with his usual self-possession. 

“Mr. Haredale,” said Gashford, stealthily raising his eyes, and 
letting them drop again when they met the other’s steady gaze, 
“ig too conscientious, too honourable, too manly, I am sure, to 
attach unworthy motives to an honest change of opinions, even 
though it implies a doubt of those he holds himself. Mr. Haredale 
is too just, too generous, too clear-sighted in his moral vision, to—” 

“Yes, Sir?” he rejoined with a sarcastic smile, finding that 
the secretary stopped, ‘‘ You were saying ”— 
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Gashford meekly shrugged his shoulders, and looking on the 
ground again, was silent. 

“No, but let us really,” interposed Sir John at this juncture, 
“let us really, for a moment, contemplate the very remarkable 
character of this meeting. Haredale, my dear friend, pardon me 
if I think you are not sufficiently impressed with its singularity. 
Here we stand, by no previous appointment or arrangement, three 
old schoolfellows, in Westminster Hall; three old boarders in a 
remarkably dull and shady seminary at Saint Omer’s, where you, 
being Catholics and of necessity educated out of England, were 
brought up; and where I, being a promising young Protestant at 
that time, was sent to learn the French tongue from a native of 
Paris !” 

“ Add to the singularity, Sir John,” said Mr. Haredale, “‘ that 
some of you Protestants of promise are at this moment leagued in 
yonder building, to prevent our having the surpassing and unheard- 
of privilege of teaching our children to read and write—here—in 
this land, where thousands of us enter your service every year, 
and to preserve the freedom of which, we die in bloody battles 
abroad, in heaps: and that others of you, to the number of some 
thousands as I learn, are led on to look on all men of my creed as 
wolves and beasts of prey, by this man Gashford. Add to it 
besides, the bare fact that this man lives in society, walks the 
streets in broad day—I was about to say, holds up his head, but 
that he does not—and it will be strange, and very strange, I 
erant you.” 

“Oh! you are hard upon our friend,” replied Sir John, with 
an engaging smile. ‘‘ You are really very hard upon our friend !” 

“Tet him go on, Sir John,” said Gashford, fumbling with his 
gloves. ‘‘Let him goon. I can make allowances, Sir John. I 
am honoured with your good opinion, and I can dispense with Mr. 
Haredale’s. Mr. Haredale is a sufferer from the penal laws, and 
I can’t expect his favour.” 

“You have so much of my favour, Sir,” retorted Mr. Haredale, 
with a bitter glance at the third party in their conversation, ‘that 
IT am glad to see you in such good company. You are the essence 
of your great Association, in yourselves,” 

“ Now, there you mistake,” said Sir John, in his most benignant 
way. ‘There—which is a most remarkable circumstance for a 
man of your punctuality and exactness, my dear Haredale—you 
fall into an error. I don’t belong to the body ; I have an immense 
respect for its members, but I don’t belong to it; although I am, 
it is certainly true, the conscientious opponent of your being 
relieved. I feel it my duty to be so; it is a most unfortunate 
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necessity ; and cost me a bitter struggle.—Will you try this box? 
If you don’t object to a trifling infusion of a very chaste scent, 
you'll find its flavour exquisite.” 

“T ask your pardon, Sir John,” said Mr. Haredale, declining 
the proffer with a motion of his hand, “for having ranked you 
among the humble instruments who are obvious and in all men’s 
sight. I should have done more justice to your genius. Men of 
your capacity plot in secrecy and safety, and leave exposed posts 
to the duller wits.” 

“Don’t apologise, for the world,” replied Sir John sweetly ; 
‘old friends like you and I may be allowed some freedoms, or the 
deuce is in it.” 

Gashford, who had been very restless all this time, but had not 
once looked up, now turned to Sir John, and ventured to mutter 
something to the effect that he must go, or my lord would perhaps 
be waiting. 

“Don’t distress yourself, good Sir,” said Mr. Haredale, “Tl 
take my leave, and put you at your ease—” which he was about 
to do without further ceremony, when he was stayed by a buzz and 
murmur at the upper end of the hall, and, looking in that direction, 
saw Lord George Gordon coming on, with a crowd of people 
round him. 

There was a lurking look of triumph, though very differently 
expressed, in the faces of his two companions, which made it a 
natural impulse on Mr. Haredale’s part not to give way before this 
leader, but to stand there while he passed. He drew himself up 
to his full height and, clasping his hands behind him, looked on 
with a proud and scornful aspect, while Lord George slowly 
advanced (for the press was great about him) towards the spot 
where they were standing. 

He had left the House of Commons but that moment, and had 
come straight down into the Hall, bringing with him, as his 
‘custom was, intelligence of what had been said that night in 
reference to the Papists, and what petitions had been presented in 
their favour, and who had supported them, and when the bill was 
to be brought in, and when it would be advisable to present their 
own Great Protestant petition. All this he told the persons about 
him in a loud voice, and with great abundance of ungainly gesture. 
Those who were nearest him made comments to each other, and 
vented threats and murmurings ; those who were outside the crowd 
cried, “Silence,” and “Stand back,” or closed in upon the rest, 
endeavouring to make a forcible exchange of places: and so they 
came driving on in a very disorderly and irregular way, as it is the 
manner of a crowd to do. 
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When they were very near to where the secretary, Sir John, 
and Mr, Haredale stood, Lord George turned round and, making a 
few remarks of a sufficiently violent and incoherent kind, concluded 
with the usual sentiment, and called for three cheers to back it. 
While these were in the act of being given with great energy, he 
extricated himself from the press, and stepped up to Gashford’s 
side. Both he and Sir John being well known to the populace, 
they fell back a little, and left the four standing together. 

“Mr. Haredale, Lord George,” said Sir John Chester, seeing 
that the nobleman regarded him with an inquisitive look “A 
Catholic gentleman unfortunately—most unhappily a Catholic— 
but an esteemed acquaintance of mine, and once of Mr. Gashford’s. 
My dear Haredale, this is Lord George Gordon.” 

“JT should have known that, had I been ignorant of his 
lordship’s person,” said Mr. Haredale. ‘I hope there is but one 
gentleman in England who, addressing an ignorant and excited 
throng, would speak of a large body of his fellow-subjects in such 
injurious language as I heard this moment. For shame, my 
lord, for shame !” 

“‘T cannot talk to you, Sir,” replied Lord George in a loud 
voice, and waving his hand in a disturbed and agitated manner ; 
“we have nothing in common.” 

“We have much in common—many things—all that the 
Almighty gave us,” said Mr. Haredale; “and common charity, 
my lord, not to say common sense and common decency, should 
teach you to refrain from these proceedings. If every one of those 
men had arms in their hands at this moment, as they have them 
in their heads, I would not leave this place without telling you 
that you disgrace your station.” 

“T don’t hear you, Sir,” he replied in the same manner as 
before ; “I can’t hear you. It is indifferent to me what you say. 
Don’t retort, Gashford,” for the secretary had made a show of 
wishing to do so; “I can hold no communion with the 
worshippers of idols.” 

As he said this, he glanced at Sir John, who lifted his hands 
and eyebrows, as if deploring the intemperate conduct of Mr. 
Haredale, and smiled in admiration of the crowd, and of their 
leader. 

“ He retort!” cried Haredale. ‘‘ Look you here, my lord. Do 
you know this man?” 

Lord George replied by laying his hand upon the shoulder of 
his cringing secretary, and viewing him with a smile of confidence. 

“This man,” said Mr. Haredale, eyeing him from top to toe, 
“who in his boyhood was a thief, and has been from that time to 
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this, a servile, false, and truckling knave: this man, who has 
crawled and crept through life, wounding the hands he licked, and 
biting those he fawned upon: this sycophant, who never knew 
what honour, truth, or courage meant ; who robbed his benefactor’s 
daughter of her virtue, and married her to break her heart, and 
did it, with stripes and cruelty: this creature, who has whined at 
kitchen windows for the broken food, and begged for halfpence at 
our chapel doors: this apostle of the faith, whose tender conscience 
cannot bear the altars where his vicious life was publicly denounced 
—Do you know this man, my lord?” 

“Oh, really—you are very, very hard upon our friend!” 
exclaimed Sir John. 

“Tet Mr. Haredale go on,” said Gashford, upon whose 
unwholesome face the perspiration had broken out during this 
speech, in blotches of wet; ‘“‘I don’t mind him, Sir John; it’s 
quite as indifferent to me what he says, as it is to my lord; if he 
reviles my lord, as you have heard, Sir John, how can J hope to 
escape ?” 

“Ts it not enough, my lord,” Mr. Haredale continued, “that I, 
as good a gentleman as you, must hold my property, such as it is, 
by a trick at which the State connives because of these hard laws ; 
and that we may not teach our youth in schools the common 
principles of right and wrong; but must we be denounced and 
ridden by such men as this! Here is a man to head your No- 
Popery cry, my lord! For shame. For shame!” 

The infatuated nobleman had glanced more than once at Sir 
John Chester, as if to inquire whether there was any truth in these 
statements concerning Gashford, and Sir John had as often plainly 
answered by a shrug or look, “Oh dear me! no.” He now said, 
in the same loud key, and in the same strange manner as before : 

“T have nothing to say, Sir, in reply, and no desire to hear 
anything more. I beg you won’t intrude your conversation, or 
these personal attacks, upon me any further. I shall not be 
deterred from doing my duty to my country and my countrymen, 
by any such attempts, whether they proceed from emissaries of the 
Pope or not, I assure you. Come, Gashford !” 

They had walked on a few paces while speaking, and were now 
at the Hall-door, through which they passed together. Mr. Hare- 
dale, without any leave-taking, turned away to the river-stairs, 
which were close at hand, and hailed the only boatman who 
remained there. 

But the throng of people—the foremost of whom had heard 
every word that Lord George Gordon said, and among all of whom 
the rumour had been rapidly dispersed that the stranger was a 
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Papist who was bearding him for his advocacy of the popular cause 
—came pouring out pell-mell, and, forcing the nobleman, his 
secretary, and Sir John Chester on before them, so that they 
appeared to be at their head, crowded to the top of the stairs where 
Mr. Haredale waited until the boat was ready, and there stood still, 
leaving him on a little clear space by himself. 

They were not silent, however, though inactive. At first some 
indistinct mutterings arose among them, which were followed by a 
hiss or two, and these swelled by degrees into a perfect storm. 
Then one voice said, “‘ Down with the Papists!” and there was a 
pretty general cheer, but nothing more. After a lull of a few 
moments, one man cried out, “‘ Stone him;” another, ‘‘ Duck him ;” 
another, in a stentorian voice, ‘No Popery!” This favourite cry 
the rest re-echoed, and the mob, which might have been two 
hundred strong, joined in a general shout. 

Mr. Haredale had stood calmly on the brink of the steps, until 
they made this demonstration, when he looked round contemptuously, 
and walked at a slow pace down the stairs. He was pretty near 
the boat, when Gashford, as if without intention, turned about, and 
directly afterwards a great stone was thrown by some hand in the 
crowd, which struck him on the head, and made him stagger like 
a drunken man. 

The blood sprang freely from the wound, and trickled down his 
coat. He turned directly, and rushing up the steps with a bold- 
ness and passion which made them all fall back, demanded : 

“Who did that? Show me the man who hit me.” 

Not a soul moved ; except some in the rear who slunk off, and, 
escaping to the other side of the way, looked on like indifferent 
spectators. 

“Who did that?” he repeated. ‘Show me the man who did 
it. Dog, was it you? It was your deed, if not your hand—I 
know you.” 

He threw himself on Gashford as he said the words, and hurled 
him to the ground, There was a sudden motion in the crowd, and 
some laid hands upon him, but his sword was out, and they fell off 
again, 

“My lord—Sir John ”—he cried, “draw, one of you—you are 
responsible for this outrage, and I look to you. Draw, if you are 
gentlemen.” With that he struck Sir John upon the breast with 
the flat of his weapon, and with a burning face and flashing eyes 
stood upon his guard; alone, before them all. 

For an instant, for the briefest space. of time the mind can 
readily conceive, there was a change in Sir John’s smooth face, such 
as no man ever saw there, The next moment, he stepped forward, 
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and laid one hand on Mr. Haredale’s arm, while with the other he 
endeavoured to appease the crowd. 

“My dear friend, my good Haredale, you are blinded with 
passion—it’s very natural, extremely natural—but you don’t know 
friends from foes.” 
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“T know them all, Sir, I can distinguish well—” he retorted, 
almost mad with rage. ‘‘Sir John, my lord—do you hear me% 
Are you cowards ?” 

“ Never mind, Sir,” said a man, forcing his way between and 
pushing him towards the stairs with friendly violence, “never mind 
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asking that. For God’s sake, get away. What can you do against 
this number? And there are as many more in the next street, 
who'll be round directly ”—indeed they began to pour in as he said 
the words—“ you'd be giddy from that cut, in the first heat of a 
scuffle. Now do retire, Sir, or take my word for it you'll be worse 
used than you would be if every man in the crowd was a woman, 
and that woman Bloody Mary. Come, Sir, make haste—as quick 
as you can.” 

Mr. Haredale, who began to turn faint and sick, felt how sen- 
sible this advice was, and descended the steps with his unknown 
friend’s assistance. John Grueby (for John it was) helped him 
into the boat, and giving her a shove off which sent her thirty feet 
into the tide, bade the waterman pull away like a Briton; and 
walked up again as composedly as if he had just landed. 

There was at first a slight disposition on the part of the mob to 
resent this interference ; but John looking particularly strong and 
cool, and wearing besides Lord George’s livery, they thought better 
of it, and contented themselves with sending a shower of small 
missiles after the boat, which plashed harmlessly in the water, for 
she had by this time cleared the bridge, and was darting swiftly 
down the centre of the stream. 

From this amusement, they proceeded to giving Protestant 
knocks at the doors of private houses, breaking a few lamps, and 
assaulting some stray constables. But it being whispered that a 
detachment of Life Guards had been sent for, they took to their 
heels with great expedition, and left the street quite clear. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-FOURTH. 


WueEn the concourse separated, and, dividing into chance 
clusters, drew off in various directions, there still remained upon 
the scene of the late disturbance, one man. This man was Gash- 
ford, who, bruised by his late fall, and hurt in a much greater 
degree by the indignity he had undergone, and the exposure of 
which he had been the victim, limped up and down, breathing 
curses and threats of vengeance. 

It was not the secretary’s nature to waste his wrath in words. 
While he vented the froth of his malevolence in those effusions, he 
kept a steady eye on two men, who, having disappeared with the 
rest when the alarm was spread, had since returned, and were now 
visible in the moonlight, at no great distance, as they walked to 
and fro, and talked together. 
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He made no move towards them, but waited patiently on the 
dark side of the street, until they were tired of strolling backwards 
and forwards and walked away in company. ‘Then he followed, 
but at some distance: keeping them in view, without appearing to 
have that object, or being seen by them. 

They went up Parliament Street, past Saint Martin’s Church, 
and away by Saint Giles’s to Tottenham Court Road, at the back 
of which, upon the western side, was then a place called the Green 
Lanes. This was a retired spot, not of the choicest kind, leading 
into the fields. Great heaps of ashes ; stagnant pools, overgrown 
with rank grass and duckweed ; broken turnstiles ; and the upright 
posts of palings long since carried off for firewood, which menaced 
all heedless walkers with their jagged and rusty nails; were the 
leading features of the landscape; while here and there a donkey, 
or a ragged horse, tethered to a stake, and cropping off a wretched 
meal from the coarse stunted turf, were quite in keeping with the 
scene, and would have suggested (if the houses had not done so 
sufficiently, of themselves) how very poor the people were who lived 
in the crazy huts adjacent, and how fool-hardy it might prove for 
one who carried money, or wore decent clothes, to walk that way 
alone, unless by daylight. 

Poverty has its whims and shows of taste, as wealth has. Some 
of these cabins were turreted, some had false windows painted on 
their rotten walls; one had a mimic clock, upon a crazy tower of 
four feet high, which screened the chimney ; each in its little patch 
of ground had a rude seat or arbour. The population dealt in 
bones, in rags, in broken glass, in old wheels, in birds, and dogs. 
These, in their several ways of stowage, filled the gardens; and 
shedding a perfume, not of the most delicious nature, in the air, 
filled it besides with yelps, and screams, and howling. 

Into this retreat, the secretary followed the two men whom he 
had held in sight; and here he saw them safely lodged, in one of 
the meanest houses, which was but a room, and that of small 
dimensions. He waited without, until the sound of their voices, 
joined in a discordant song, assured him they were making merry ; 
and then approaching the door, by means of a tottering plank 
which crossed the ditch in front, knocked at it with his hand. 

“Muster Gashford!” said the man who opened it, taking his 
pipe from his mouth, in evident surprise. “Why, who'd have 
thought of this here honour! Walk in, Muster Gashford—walk 
in, Sir.” 

eGashford required no second invitation, and entered with a 
gracious air. There was a fire in the rusty grate (for though the 
spring was pretty far advanced, the nights were cold), and on a 
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stool beside it Hugh sat smoking. Dennis placed a chair, his only 
one, for the secretary, in front of the hearth; and took his seat 
again upon the stool he had left when he rose to give the visitor 
admission. 

‘“‘What’s in the wind now, Muster Gashford?” he said, as he 
resumed his pipe, and looked at him askew. ‘‘ Any orders from 
head-quarters? Are we going to begin? What is it, Muster 
Gashford ?” 

“Oh, nothing, nothing,” rejoined the secretary, with a friendly 
nod to Hugh. ‘ We have broken the ice, though. We had a little 
spurt to-day—eh, Dennis ?” 

“A very little one,” growled the hangman. “ Not half enough 
for me.” 

“Nor me either!” cried Hugh. “Give us something to do 
with life in it—-with life in it, master. Ha, ha!” 

“Why, you wouldn’t,” said the secretary, with his worst 
expression of face, and in his mildest tones, ‘have anything to do, 
with—with death in it?” 

“T don’t know that,” replied Hugh. ‘I’m open to orders. I 
don’t care; not I.” 

“Nor I!” vociferated Dennis. 

‘“‘ Brave fellows !” said the secretary, in as pastor-like a voice as 
if he were commending them for some uncommon act of valour and 
generosity. ‘‘ By the bye””»—and here he stopped and warmed his 
hands: then suddenly looked up—“ who threw that stone to-day?” 

Mr. Dennis coughed and shook his head, as who should say, 
“A mystery indeed!” Hugh sat and smoked in silence. 

“Tt was well done!” said the secretary, warming his hands 
again. ‘I should like to know that man.” 

“Would you?” said Dennis, after looking at his face to assure 
himself that he was serious. ‘‘ Would you like to know that man, 
Muster Gashford ?” 

“T should indeed,” replied the secretary. 

“Why then, Lord love you,” said the hangman, in his hoarsest 
chuckle, as he pointed with his pipe to Hugh, “there he sets. 
That’s the man. My stars and halters, Muster Gashford,” he 
added in a whisper, as he drew his stool close to him and jogged 
him with his elbow, “‘ what an interesting blade he is! He wants 
as much holding in as a thorough-bred bulldog. If it hadn’t been 
for me to-day, he’d have had that ’ere Roman down, and made a riot 
of it, in another minute.” 

“And why not?” cried Hugh in a surly voice, as he overheard 
this last remark. ‘ Where’s the good of putting things off? Strike 
while the iron’s hot ; that’s what I say,” 
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“Ah!” retorted Dennis, shaking his head, with a kind of pity 
for his friend’s ingenuous youth: “but suppose the iron an’t hot, 
brother! You must get people’s blood up afore you strike, and 
have ’em in the humour. There wasn’t quite enough to provoke 
‘em to-day, I tell you. If you’d had your way, you'd have spoilt 
the fun to come, and ruined us.” 

“Dennis is quite right,” said Gashford, smoothly. ‘He is 
perfectly correct. Dennis has great knowledge of the world.” 

“T ought to have, Muster Gashford, seeing what a many people 
Tve helped out of it, eh?” grinned the hangman, whispering the 
words behind his hand. 

The secretary laughed at this jest as much as Dennis could 
desire, and when he had done, said, turning to Hugh; 

“Dennis’s policy was mine, as you may have observed. You 
saw, for instance, how I fell when I was set upon. I made no 
resistance. I did nothing to provoke an outbreak. Oh dear no!” 

“No, by the Lord Harry!” cried Dennis with a noisy laugh, 
“‘you went down very quiet, Muster Gashford—and very flat 
besides. I thinks to myself at the time ‘it’s all up with Muster 
Gashford !’ I never see a man lay flatter nor more still—with the 
life in him—than you did to-day. He’s a rough ’un to play with, 
is that ’ere Papist, and that’s the fact.” 

The secretary's face, as Dennis roared with laughter, and turned 
his wrinkled eyes on Hugh who did the like, might have furnished 
a study for the Devil’s picture. He sat quite silent until they were 
serious again, and then said, looking round : 

“We are very pleasant here ; so very pleasant, Dennis, that but 
for my lord’s particular desire that I should sup with him, and the 
time being very near at hand, I should be inclined to stop, until it 
would be hardly safe to go homeward. I come upon a little 
business—yes, I do—as you supposed. It’s very flattering to you ; 
being this. If we ever should be obliged—and we can’t tell, you 
know—this is a very uncertain world ”— 

“T believe you, Muster Gashford,” interposed the hangman 
with a grave nod. ‘The uncertainties as I’ve seen in reference to 
this here state of existence, the unexpected contingencies as have 
come about !—Oh my eye!” and feeling the subject much too vast 
for expression, he puffed at his pipe again, and looked the rest. 

“T gay,” resumed the secretary, in a slow, impressive way ; 
“we can’t tell what may come to pass; and if we should be 
obliged, against our wills, to have recourse to violence, my 
lord (who has suffered terribly to-day, as far as words can go) 
consigns to you two—bearing in mind my recommendation of you 
both, as good staunch men, beyond all doubt and suspicion—the 
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pleasant task of punishing this Haredale. You may do as you 
please with him, or his ; provided that you show no mercy, and no 
quarter, and leave no two beams of his house standing where the 
builder placed them. You may sack it, burn it, do with it as you 
like, but it must come down; it must be razed to the ground ; 
and he, and all belonging to him, left as shelterless as new-born 
infants whom their mothers have exposed. Do you understand 
me?” said Gashford, pausing, and pressing his hands together 
gently. 

“Understand you, master!” cried Hugh. “You speak plain 
now. Why, this zs hearty!” 

“TI knew you would like it,” said Gashford, shaking him by 
the hand; “I thought you would. Good night! Don’t rise, 
Dennis: I would rather find my way alone. I may have to 
make other visits here, and it’s pleasant to come and go without 
disturbing you. I can find my way perfectly well. Good 
night !” 

He was gone, and had shut the door behind him. They looked 
at each other, and nodded approvingly: Dennis stirred up the 
fire. 

“This looks a little more like business!” he said. 

“ Ay, indeed!” cried Hugh ; “this suits me!” 

“Tve heerd it said of Muster Gashford,” said the hangman, 
thoughtfully, “that he’d a surprising memory and wonderful 
firmness—that he never forgot, and never forgave.—Let’s drink 
his health !” 

Hugh readily complied ; pouring no liquor on the floor when 
he drank this toast; and they pledged the secretary as a man 
after their own hearts, in a bumper. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIFTH. 


WHILE the worst passions of the worst men were thus working 
in the dark, and the mantle of religion, assumed to cover the 
ugliest deformities, threatened to become the shroud of all that 
was good and peaceful in society, a circumstance occurred which 
once more altered the position of two persons from whom this 
history has long been separated, and to whom it must now 
return, 

In a small English country town, the inhabitants of which 
supported themselves by the labour of their hands in plaiting and 
preparing straw for those who made bonnets and other articles of 


BARNABY RUDGE. 323 


dress and ornament from that material,—concealed under an 
assumed name, and living in a quiet poverty which knew no 
change, no pleasures, and few cares but that of struggling on 
from day to day in the one great toil for bread,—dwelt Barnaby 
and his mother. Their poor cottage had known no stranger’s 
foot since they sought the shelter of its roof five years before ; 
nor had they in all that time held any commerce or communication 
with the old world from which they had fied. To labour in peace, 
and devote her labour and her life to her poor son, was all the 
widow sought. If happiness can be said at any time to be the 
lot of one on whom a secret sorrow preys, she was happy now. 
Tranquillity, resignation, and her strong love of him who needed 
it so much, formed the small circle of her quiet joys; and while 
that remained unbroken, she was contented. 

For Barnaby himself, the time which had flown by, had 
passed him like the wind. The daily suns of years had shed no 
brighter gleam of reason on his mind; no dawn had broken on 
his long, dark night. He would sit sometimes—often for days 
together—on a low seat by the fire or by the cottage door, busy 
at work (for he had learnt the art his mother plied), and listening, 
God help him, to the tales she would repeat, as a lure to keep 
him in her sight. He had no recollection of these little narratives ; 
the tale of yesterday was new upon the morrow; but he liked 
them at the moment; and when the humour held him, would 
remain patiently within doors, hearing her stories like a little 
child, and working cheerfully from sunrise until it was too dark 
to see. 

At other times,—and then their scanty earnings were barely 
sufficient to furnish them with food, though of the coarsest sort, 
—he would wander abroad from dawn of day until the twilight 
deepened into night. Few in that place, even of the children, 
could be idle, and he had no companions of his own kind. Indeed 
there were not many who could have kept up with him in his 
rambles, had there been a legion. But there were a score of 
vagabond dogs belonging to the neighbours, who served his 
purpose quite as well. With two or three of these, or sometimes 
with a full half-dozen barking at his heels, he would sally forth 
on some long expedition that consumed the day; and though, on 
their return at nightfall, the dogs would come home limping and 
sore-footed, and almost spent with their fatigue, Barnaby was up 
and off again at sunrise with some new attendants of the same 
class, with whom he would return in like manner. On all these 
travels, Grip, in his little basket at his master’s back, was a 
constant member of the party, and when they set off in fine 
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weather and in high spirits, no dog barked louder than the 
raven. : 

Their pleasures on these excursions were simple enough. A 
crust of bread and scrap of meat, with water from the brook or 
spring, sufficed for their repast. Barnaby’s enjoyments were, to 
walk, and run, and leap, till he was tired; then to lie down in 
the long grass, or by the growing corn, or in the shade of some 
tall tree, looking upward at the light clouds as they floated over 
the blue surface of the sky, and listening to the lark as she 
poured out her brilliant song. There were wild-flowers to pluck 
—the bright red poppy, the gentle harebell, the cowslip, and the 
rose. There were birds to watch; fish; ants; worms; hares 
or rabbits, as they darted across the distant pathway in the wood 
and so were gone: millions of living things to have an interest in, 
and lie in wait for, and clap hands and shout in memory of, when 
they had disappeared. In default of these, or when they wearied, 
there was the merry sunlight to hunt out, as it crept in aslant 
through leaves and boughs of trees, and hid far down—deep, deep, 
in hollow places—like a silver pool, where nodding branches 
seemed to bathe and sport; sweet scents of summer air breathing 
over fields of beans or clover ; the perfume of wet leaves or moss ; 
the life of waving trees, and shadows always changing. When 
these or any of them tired, or in excess of pleasing tempted him 
to shut his eyes, there was slumber in the midst of all these soft 
delights, with the gentle wind murmuring like music in his ears, 
and everything around melting into one delicious dream. 

Their hut—for it was little more—stood on the outskirts of 
the town, at a short distance from the high road, but in a secluded 
place, where few chance passengers strayed at any season of the 
year. It had a plot of garden-ground attached, which Barnaby, 
in fits and starts of working, trimmed, and kept in order. Within 
doors and without, his mother laboured for their common good ; 
and hail, rain, snow, or sunshine, found no difference in her. 

Though so far removed from the scenes of her past life, and 
with so little thought or hope of ever visiting them again, she 
seemed to have a strange desire to know what happened in the 
busy world. Any old newspaper, or scrap of intelligence from 
London, she caught at with avidity. The excitement it produced 
was not of a pleasurable kind, for her manner at such times expressed 
the keenest anxiety and dread; but it never faded in the least 
degree. Then, and in stormy winter nights, when the wind blew 
loud and strong, the old expression came into her face, and she 
would be seized with a fit of trembling, like one who had an ague. 
But Barnaby noted little of this; and putting a great constraint 
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upon herself, she usually recovered her accustomed manner before 
the change had caught his observation. 

Grip was by no means an idle or unprofitable member of the 
humble household. Partly by dint of Barnaby’s tuition, and 
partly by pursuing a species of self-instruction common to his 
tribe, and exerting his powers of observation to the utmost, he 
had acquired a degree of sagacity which rendered him famous for 
miles round. His conversational powers and surprising perform- 
ances were the universal theme: and as many persons came to 
see the wonderful raven, and none left his exertions unrewarded 


—when he condescended to exhibit, which was not always, for 
genius is capricious—his earnings formed an important item in 
the common stock. Indeed, the bird himself appeared to know 
his value well; for though he was perfectly free and unrestrained 
in the presence of Barnaby and his mother, he maintained in 
public an amazing gravity, and never stooped to any other 
gratuitous performances than biting the ankles of vagabond boys 
(an exercise in which he much delighted), killing a fowl or two 
occasionally, and swallowing the dinners of various neighbouring 
dogs, of whom the boldest held him in great awe and dread. 

Time had glided on in this way, and nothing had happened to. 
disturb or change their mode of life, when, one summer’s night 
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in June, they were in their little garden, resting from the labours 
of the day. The widow’s work was yet upon her knee, and 
strewn upon the ground about her; and Barnaby stood leaning on 
his spade, gazing at the brightness in the west, and singing softly 
to himself. 

“A brave evening, mother! If we had, chinking in our 
pockets, but a few specks of that gold which is piled up yonder 
in the sky, we should be rich for life.” 

“We are better as we are,” returned the widow with a quiet 
smile. ‘‘ Let us be contented, and we do not want and need not 
care to have it, though it lay shining at our feet.” 

“Ay!” said Barnaby, resting with crossed arms on his spade, 
and looking wistfully at the sunset, ‘that’s well enough, mother ; 
but gold’s a good thing to have. I wish that I knew where to 
find it. Grip and I could do much with gold, be sure of that.” 

*“ What would you do?” she asked. 

“What! A world of things. We'd dress finely—you and I, 
I mean; not Grip—keep horses, dogs, wear bright colours and 
feathers, do no more work, live delicately and at our ease. Oh, 
we'd find uses for it, mother, and uses that would do us good. I, 
would I knew where gold was buried. How hard Td “work to 
dig it up!” 

‘You do not know,” said his mother, rising from her seat and 
laying her hand upon his shoulder, ‘what men have done to win 
it, and how they have found, too late, that it glitters brightest at 
a distance, and turns quite dim and dull when handled.” 

“ Ay, ay; so you say; so you think,” he answered, still looking 
eagerly in the same direction. “For all that, mother, I should 
like to try.” 

“Do you not see,” she said, “how red it is? Nothing bears 
so many stains of blood, as gold. Avoid it. None have such 
cause to hate its name as we have. Do not so much as think of 
it, dear love. It has brought such misery and suffering on your 
head and mine as few have known, and God grant few may have 
to undergo. I would rather we were dead and laid down in our 
graves, than you should ever come to love it.” 

For a moment Barnaby withdrew his eyes and looked at her 
with wonder. Then, glancing from the redness in the sky to the 
mark upon his wrist as if he would compare the two, he seemed 
about to question her with earnestness, when a new object caught 
his wandering attention, and made him quite forgetful of his 
purpose, 

This was a man with dusty feet and garments, who stood, 
bareheaded, behind the hedge that divided their patch of garden 
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from the pathway, and leant meekly forward as if he sought to 
mingle with their conversation, and waited for his time to speak. 
His face was turned towards the brightness, too, but the light 
that fell upon it showed that he was blind, and saw it not. 

“A blessing on those voices!” said the wayfarer. “I feel the 
beauty of the night more keenly, when I hear them. They are 
like eyes to me. Will they speak again, and cheer the heart of 
a poor traveller?” 

“Have you no guide?” asked the widow, after a moment’s 
pause. 

“None but that,” he answered, pointing with his staff towards 
the sun; “‘and sometimes a milder one at night, but she is idle 
now.” 

“ Have you travelled far?” 

“A weary way and long,” rejoined the traveller as he shook 
his head. ‘A weary, weary, way. I struck my stick just now 
upon the bucket of your well—be pleased to let me have a draught 
of water, lady.” 

“Why do you call me lady?” she returned. ‘I am as poor 
as you.” 

“Your speech is soft and gentle, and I judge by that,” replied 
the man. ‘The coarsest stuffs and finest silks, are—apart from 
the sense of touch—alike to me. J cannot judge you by your 
dress.” 

‘*Come round this way,” said Barnaby, who had passed out 
at the garden gate and now stood close beside him. ‘Put your 
hand in mine. Yovw’re blind and always in the dark, eh? Are 
you frightened in the dark? Do you see great crowds of faces, 
now? Do they grin and chatter?” 

“Alas!” returned the other, “I see nothing. Waking or 
sleeping, nothing.” 

Barnaby looked curiously at his eyes, and touching them with 
his fingers, as an inquisitive child might do, led him towards the 
house. 

“You have come a long distance,” said the widow, meeting him 
at the door. ‘How have you found your way so far?” 

“Use and necessity are good teachers, as I have heard—the 
best of any,” said the blind man, sitting down upon the chair to 
which Barnaby had led him, and putting his hat and stick upon 
the red-tiled floor. ‘May neither you nor your son ever learn 
under them, They are rough masters.” 

“Vou have wandered from the road, too, 
a tone of pity. 

“Maybe, maybe,” returned the blind man with a sigh, and yet 


” said the widow, in 
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with something of a smile upon his face, ‘that’s likely. Hand- 
posts and milestones are dumb, indeed, to me. Thank you the 
more for this rest, and this refreshing drink !” 

As he spoke, he raised the mug of water to his mouth. It 
was clear, and cold, and sparkling, but not to his taste neverthe- 
less, or his thirst was not very great, for he only wetted his lips 
and put it down again. 

He wore, hanging with a long strap round his neck, a kind of 
scrip or wallet, in which to carry food. The widow set some 
bread and cheese before him, but he thanked her, and said that 
through the kindness of the charitable he had broken his fast 
once since morning, and was not hungry. When he had made 
her this reply, he opened his wallet, and took out a few pence, 
which was all it appeared to contain. 

“Might I make bold to ask,” he said, turning towards where 
Barnaby stood looking on, “that one who has the gift of sight, — 
would lay this out for mein bread to keep me on my way? 
Heaven’s blessing on the young feet that will bestir themselves 
in aid of one so helpless as a sightless man !” 

Barnaby looked at his mother, who nodded assent ; in another 
moment he was gone upon his charitable errand. The blind man 
sat listening with an attentive face, until long after the sound of 
his retreating footsteps was inaudible to the widow, and then said, 
suddenly, and in a very altered tone : 

“There are various degrees and kinds of blindness, widow. 
There is the connubial blindness, ma’am, which perhaps you may 
have observed in the course of your own experience, and which is 
a kind of wilful and self-bandaging blindness. There is the blind- 
ness of party, ma’am, and public men, which is the blindness of 
a mad bull in the midst of a regiment of soldiers clothed in red. 
There is the blind confidence of youth, which is the blindness of 
young kittens, whose eyes have not yet opened on the world ; and 
there is that physical blindness, ma’am, of which I am, contrairy 
to my own desire, a most illustrious example. Added to these, 
ma’am, is that blindness of the intellect, of which we have a 
Specimen in your interesting son, and which, having sometimes 
glimmerings and dawnings of the light, is scarcely to be trusted 
as a total darkness. Therefore, ma’am, I have taken the liberty 
to get him out of the way for a short time, while you and I confer 
together, and this precaution arising out of the delicacy of my 
sentiments towards yourself, you will excuse me, ma’am, I know.” 

Having delivered himself of this speech with many flourishes of 
manner, he drew from beneath his coat a flat stone bottle, and 
holding the cork between his teeth, qualified his mug of water 
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with a plentiful infusion of the liquor it contained. He politely 
drained the bumper to her health, and the ladies, and setting it 
down empty, smacked his lips with infinite relish. 

“T am a citizen of the world, ma’am,” said the blind man, 
corking his bottle, “and if I seem to conduct myself with freedom, 
it is the way of the world. You wonder who I am, ma’am, and 
what has brought me here. Such experience of human nature as 
I have, leads me to that conclusion, without the aid of eyes by 
which to read the movements of your soul as depicted in your 
feminine features. I will satisfy your curiosity immediately, 
ma’am; im-mediately.” With that he slapped his bottle on 
its broad back, and having put it under his garment as before, 
crossed his legs and folded his hands, and settled himself in his 
chair, previous to proceeding any further. 

The change in his manner was so unexpected, the craft and 
nakedness of his deportment were so much aggravated by his con- 
dition—for we are accustomed to see in those who have lost a 
human sense, something in its place almost divine—and this 
alteration bred so many fears in her whom he addressed, that she 
could not pronounce one word. After waiting, as it seemed, for 
some remark or answer, and waiting in vain, the visitor resumed : 

“Madam, my name is Stagg. A friend of mine who has 
desired the honour of meeting with you any time these five years 
past, has commissioned me to call upon you. I should be glad to 
whisper that gentleman’s name in your ear._—Zounds, ma’am, are 
you deaf? Do you hear me say that I should be glad to whisper 
my friend’s name in you ear?” 

“You need not repeat it,” said the widow, with a stifled groan ; 
“*T see too well from whom you come.” 

“But as a man of honour, ma’am,” said the blind man, striking 
himself on the breast, “whose credentials must not be disputed, 
I take leave to say that I will mention that gentleman’s name. 
Ay, ay,” he added, seeming to catch with his quick ear the very 
motion of her hand, ‘‘but not aloud. With your leave, ma’am, 
I desire the favour of a whisper.” 

She moved towards him, and stooped down. He muttered a 
word in her ear; and, wringing her hands, she paced up and down 
the room like one distracted. The blind man, with perfect com- 
posure, produced his bottle again, mixed another glass-full; put it 
up as before; and, drinking from time to time, followed her with 
his face in silence. 

“You are slow in conversation, widow,” he said after a time, 
pausing in his draught. “We shall have to talk before your 


son.” 
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“What would you have me do?” she answered. ‘‘ What do 
you want?” 

‘“We are poor, widow, we are poor,” he retorted, stretching 
out his right hand, and rubbing his thumb upon its palm. 

“Poor!” she cried. ‘And what am I?” 

“Comparisons are odious,” said the blind man. ‘“I don’t 
know, I don’t care. I say that we are poor. My friend’s circum- 
stances are indifferent, and so are mine. We must have our rights, 
widow, or we must be bought off. But you know that, as well as 
I, so where is the use of talking ?” 

She still walked wildly to and fro. At length, stopping 
abruptly before him, she said : 

‘“‘Ts he near here?” 

“He is. Close at hand.” 

“Then I am lost!” 

“ Not lost, widow,” said the blind man, calmly ; “only found. 
Shall I call him ?” 

“Not for the world,” she answered, with a shudder. 

“Very good,” he replied, crossing his legs again, for he had 
made as though he would rise and walk to the door. ‘‘As you 
please, widow. His presence is not necessary that I know of. 
But both he and I must live; to live, we must eat and drink ; 
to eat and drink, we must have money :—I say no more.” 

“Do you know how pinched and destitute Iam?” she retorted. 
“T do not think you do, or can. If you had eyes, and could look 
around you on this poor cabin, you would have pity on me. Oh! 
let your heart be softened by your own affliction, friend, and have 
some sympathy with mine.” 

The blind man snapped his fingers as he answered : 

‘“‘__Beside the question, ma’am, beside the question. I have 
the softest heart in the world, but I can’t live upon it. Many a 
gentleman lives well upon a soft head, who would find a heart of 
the same quality a very great drawback. Listen tome. This is 
a matter of business, with which sympathies and sentiments have 
nothing to do. As a mutual friend, I wish to arrange it in a 
satisfactory manner, if possible ; and thus the case stands.—If you 
are very poor now, it’s your own choice. You have friends who, 
in case of need, are always ready to help you. My friend is in a 
more destitute and desolate situation than most men, and, you 
and he being linked together in a common cause, he naturally 
looks to you to assist him. He has boarded and lodged with me 
a long time (for as I said just now, I am very soft-hearted), and I 
quite approve of his entertaining this opinion. You have always 
had a roof over your head ; he has always been an outcast. You 


BARNABY RUDGE. 331 


have your son to comfort and assist you; he has nobody at all. 
The advantages must not be all one side. You are in the same 
boat, and we must divide the ballast a little more equally.” 

She was about to speak, but he checked her, and went on. 

“The only way of doing this, is by making up a little purse 
now and then for my friend; and that’s what I advise. He bears 
you no malice that I know of, ma’am: so little, that although 
you have treated him harshly more than once, and driven him, I 
may say, out of doors, he has that regard for you that I believe 
even if you disappointed him now, he would consent to take 
charge of your son, and to make a man of him.” 


He laid a great stress on these latter words, and paused as if to 
find out what effect they had produced. She only answered by 
her tears. 

“He is a likely lad,” said the blind man, thoughtfully, “ for 
many purposes, and not ill-disposed to try his fortune in a little 
change and bustle, if I may judge from what I heard of his talk 
with you to-night.—Come. In a word, my friend has pressing 
necessity for twenty pounds. You, who can give up an annuity, 
can get that sum for him. It’s a pity you should be troubled. 
You seem very comfortable here, and it’s worth that much to 
remain so. Twenty pounds, widow, is a moderate demand. You 
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know where to apply for it; a post will bring it you.—Twenty 
pounds |” 

She was about to answer him again, but again he stopped her. 

“Don’t say anything hastily ; you might be sorry for it. Think 
of it a little while. Twenty pounds—of other people’s money— 
how easy! Turnit over in yourmind. [minnohurry. Night's 
coming on, and if I don’t sleep here, I shall not go far. Twenty 
pounds! Consider of it, ma’am, for twenty minutes; give each 
pound a minute; that’s a fair allowance. I'll enjoy the air the 
while, which is very mild and pleasant in these parts.” 

With these words he groped his way to the door, carrying his 
chair with him. Then seating himself, under a spreading honey- 
suckle, and stretching his legs across the threshold so that no 
person could pass in or out without his knowledge, he took from 
his pocket a pipe, flint, steel and tinder-box, and began to smoke. 
It was a lovely evening, of that gentle kind, and at that time of 
year, when the twilight is most beautiful. Pausing now and then 
to let his smoke curl slowly off, and to sniff the grateful fragrance 
of the flowers, he sat there at his ease—as though the cottage 
were his proper dwelling, and he had held undisputed possession 
of it all his life—-waiting for the widow’s answer and for Barnaby’s 
return. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-SIXTH. 


WHEN Barnaby returned with the bread, the sight of the pious 
old pilgrim smoking his pipe and making himself so thoroughly at 
home, appeared to surprise even him ; the more so as that worthy 
person, instead of putting up the loaf in his wallet as a scarce and 
precious article, tossed it carelessly on the table, and producing his 
bottle, bade him sit down and drink, 

“For I carry some comfort you see,” he said. ‘Taste that. 
Is it good ?” 

The water stood in Barnaby’s eyes as he coughed from the 
strength of the draught, and answered in the affirmative. 

“Drink some more,” said the blind man; “don’t be afraid of 
it. You don’t taste anything like that, often, ch?” 

“Often!” cried Barnaby. ‘‘ Never!” 

“Too poor?” returned the blind man with a sigh. ‘Ay. 
That’s bad. Your mother, poor soul, would be happier if she 
was richer, Barnaby.” 

“Why, so I tell her—the very thing I told her just before 
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you came to-night, when all that gold was in the sky,” said 
Barnaby, drawing his chair nearer to him, and looking eagerly in 
his face. “Tell me. Is there any way of being rich, that I 
could find out ?” 

“Any way! <A hundred ways.” 

“ Ay, ay?” he returned. ‘Do you say so? What are they? 
Nay, mother, it’s for your sake I ask; not mine ;—for yours, 
indeed. What are they?” 

The blind man turned his face, on which there was a smile 
of triumph, to where the widow stood in great distress; and 
answered, 

“Why, they are not to be found out by stay-at-homes, my 
good friend.” 

“ By stay-at-homes!” cried Barnaby, plucking at his sleeve. 
“But Iam not one. Now, there you mistake. I am often out 
before the sun, and travel home when he has gone to rest. I am 
away in the woods before the day has reached the shady places, 
and am often there when the bright moon is peeping through the 
boughs, and looking down upon the other moon that lives in the 
water. As I walk along, I try to find, among the grass and moss, 
some of that small money for which she works so hard and used 
to shed so many tears. As I lie asleep in the shade, I dream of 
it—dream of digging it up in heaps; and spying it out, hidden 
under bushes ; and seeing it sparkle, as the dew-drops do, among 
the leaves. But I never find it. Tell me where it is. Td go 
there, if the journey were a whole year long, because I know she 
would be happier when I came home and brought some with me. 
Speak again. I'll listen to you if you talk all night.” 

The blind man passed his hand lightly over the poor fellow’s 
face, and finding that his elbows were planted on the table, that 
his chin rested on his two hands, that he leaned eagerly forward, 
and that his whole manner expressed the utmost interest and 
anxiety, paused for a minute as though he desired the widow to 
observe this fully, and then made answer : 

“Ts in the world, bold Barnaby, the merry world; not in 
solitary places like those you pass your time in, but in crowds, 
and where there’s noise and rattle.” 

“Good! good!” cried Barnaby, rubbing his hands. “Yes! I 
love that. Grip loves it too. It suits us both. That’s brave!” 

“__The kind of places,” said the blind man, “that a young 
fellow likes, and in which a good son may do more for his mother, 
and himself to boot, in a month, than he could here in all his life 
—that is, if he had a friend, you know, and some one to advise 
with.” 
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“You hear this, mother?” cried Barnaby, turning to her with 
delight. “Never tell me we shouldn’t heed it, if it lay shining at 
our feet. Why do we heed it so much now? Why do you toil 
from morning until night?” 

“Surely,” said the blind man, “surely. Have you no answer, 
widow? Is your mind,” he slowly added, ‘“‘not made up yet?” 

“Tet me speak with you,” she answered, “apart.” 

“Lay your hand upon my sleeve,” said Stagg, arising from 
the table; “and lead me where you will. Courage, bold Barnaby. 
We'll talk more of this: I’ve a fancy for you. Wait there till I 
come back Now, widow.” 

She led him out at the door, and into the little garden, where 
they stopped. 

“You are a fit agent,” she said, in a half-breathless manner, 
“and well represent the man who sent you here.” 

“Tl tell him that you said so,” Stagg retorted. ‘He has a 
regard for you, and will respect me the more (if possible) for your 
praise. We must have our rights, widow.” 

“ Rights! Do you know,” she said, ‘that a word from me—” 

“Why do you stop?” returned the blind man calmly, after a 
long pause. ‘‘Do I know that a word from you would place my 
friend in the last position of the dance of life? Yes, Ido. What 
of that? It will never be spoken, widow.” 

“You are sure of that?” 

‘*Quite—so sure, that I don’t come here to discuss the question. 
I say we must have our rights, or we must be bought off. Keep 
to that point, or let me return to my young friend, for I have an 
interest in the lad, and desire to put him in the way of making 
his fortune. Bah! you needn’t speak,” he added hastily; “I 
know. what you would say: you have hinted at it once already. 
Have I no feeling for you, because Iam blind? No, I have not. 
Why do you expect me, being in darkness, to be better than men 
who have their sight—why should you? Is the hand of God 
more manifest in my having no eyes, than in your having two? 
It’s the cant of you folks to be horrified if a blind man robs, or 
lies, or steals; oh yes, it’s far worse in him, who can barely live 
on the few halfpence that are thrown to him in streets, than in 
you, who can see, and work, and are not dependent on the mercies 
of the world. A curse on you! You who have five senses may 
be wicked at your pleasure; we who have four, and want the 
most important, are to live and be moral on our affliction. The 
true charity and justice of rich to poor, all the world over!” 

He paused a moment when he had said these words, and caught 
the sound of money, jingling in her hand. 
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“Well?” he cried, quickly resuming his former manner. 
“That should lead to something. The point, widow ?” 

“First answer me one question,” she replied. ‘‘ You say he is 
close at hand. Has he left London?” 

“Being close at hand, widow, it would seem he has,” returned 
the blind man. 

“T mean, for good? You know that.” 

“Yes, for good. The truth is, widow, that his making a 
longer stay there might have had disagreeable consequences. He 
has come away for that reason.” 

“Listen,” said the widow, telling some money out, upon a 
bench beside them. ‘“‘ Count.” 

“* Six,” said the blind man, listening attentively. ‘Any more?” 

“They are the savings,” she answered, “of five years. Six 
guineas.” 

He put out his hand for one of the coins; felt it carefully, put 
it between his teeth, rang it on the bench ; and nodded to her to 
proceed. 

“These have been scraped together and laid by, lest sickness 
or death should separate my son and me. They have been pur- 
chased at the price of much hunger, hard labour, and want of rest. 
If you can take them—do—on condition that you leave this place 
upon the instant, and enter no more into that room, where he sits 
now, expecting your return.” 

‘Six guineas,” said the blind man, shaking his head, “ though 
of the fullest weight that were ever coined, fall very far short of 
twenty pounds, widow.” 

“For such a sum, as you know, I must write to a distant part 
of the country. To do that, and receive an answer, I must have 
time.” 

“Two days?” said Stagg. 

** More,” 

“ Four days?” 

“A week. Return on this day week, at the same. hour, but 
not to the house. Wait at the corner of the lane.” 

‘Of course,” said the blind man, with a crafty look, “TI shall 
find you there?” 

‘““Where else can I take refuge? Is it not enough that you 
have made a beggar of me, and that I have sacrificed my whole 
store, so hardly earned, to preserve this home?” 

“Humph!” said the blind man, after some consideration. Set 
me with my face towards the point you speak of, and in the middle 
of the road. Is this the spot?” 

¢ Tids,” 
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‘On this day week at sunset. And think of him within doors. 
—For the present, good night.” 

She made him no answer, nor did he stop for any. He went 
slowly away, turning his head from time to time, and stopping to 
listen, as if he were curious to know whether he was watched by 
any one. The shadows of night were closing fast around, and he 
was soon lost in the gloom. It was not, however, until she had 
traversed the lane from end to end, and made sure that he was 
gone, that she re-entered the cottage, and hurriedly barred the 
door and window. 

“Mother!” said Barnaby. ‘‘ What is the matter? Where is 
the blind man ?” 

“ He is gone.” 

“Gone!” he cried, starting up. ‘‘I must have more talk with 
him. Which way did he take ?” 

“JT don’t know,” she answered, folding her arms about him. 
“You must not go out to-night. There are ghosts and dreams 
abroad.” 

“Ay?” said Barnaby, in a frightened whisper. 

“Tt is not safe to stir. We must leave this place to-morrow.” 

“This place! This cottage—and the little garden, mother!” 

“Yes! To-morrow morning at sunrise. We must travel to 
London ; lose ourselves in that wide place—there would be some 
trace of us in any other town—then travel on again, and find some 
new abode.” 

Little persuasion was required to reconcile Barnaby to anything 
that promised change. In another minute, he was wild with 
delight ; in another, full of grief at the prospect of parting with 
his friends the dogs; in another, wild again ; then he was fearful 
of what she had said to prevent his wandering abroad that night, 
and full of terrors and strange questions. His lightheartedness in 
the end surmounted all his other feelings, and lying down in his 
clothes to the end that he might be ready on the morrow, he soon 
fell fast asleep before the poor turf fire. 

His mother did not close her eyes, but sat beside him, watching. 
Livery breath of wind sounded in her ears like that dreaded foot- 
step at the door, or like that hand upon the latch, and made the 
calm summer night, a night of horror. At length the welcome 
day appeared. When she had made the little preparations which 
were needful for their journey, and had prayed upon her knees 
with many tears, she roused Barnaby, who jumped up gaily at her 
summons, 

His clothes were few enough, and to carry Grip was a labour 
of love. As the sun shed his earliest beams upon the earth, they 
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closed the door of their deserted home, and turned away. The 
sky was blue and bright. The air was fresh and filled with a 
thousand perfumes. Barnaby looked upward, and laughed with 
all his heart. 

But it was a day he usually devoted to a long ramble, and one 
of the dogs—the ugliest of them all—came bounding up, and 
jumping round him in the fulness of his joy. He had to bid him 
go back in a surly tone, and his heart smote him while he did so. 
The dog retreated ; turned with a half-incredulous, half-imploring 
look ; came a little back ; and stopped. 

It was the last appeal of an old companion and a faithful friend 
cast off. Barnaby could bear no more, and as he shook his 
head and waved his playmate home, he burst into tears. 

“Oh mother, mother, how mournful he will be when he 
scratches at the door, and finds it always shut !” 

There was such a sense of home in the thought, that though 
her own eyes overflowed she would not have obliterated the recol- 
lection of it, either from her own mind or from his, for the wealth 
of the whole wide world. 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-SEVENTH. 


In the exhaustless catalogue of Heaven’s mercies to mankind, 
the power we have of finding some germs of comfort in the 
hardest trials must ever occupy the foremost place; not only 
because it supports and upholds us when we most require to be 
sustained, but because in this source of consolation there is some- 
thing, we have reason to believe, of the divine spirit ; something 
of that goodness which detects amidst our own evil doings, a 
redeeming quality ; something which, even in our fallen nature, we 
possess in common with the angels; which had its being in the 
old time when they trod the earth, and lingers on it yet, in pity. 

How often, on their journey, did the widow remember with a 
grateful heart, that out of his deprivation Barnaby’s cheerfulness 
and affection sprang! How often did she call to mind that but 
for that, he might have been sullen, morose, unkind, far removed 
from her—vicious, perhaps, and cruel! How often had she cause 
for comfort, in his strength, and hope, and in his simple nature! 
Those feeble powers of mind which rendered him so soon forgetful 
of the past, save in brief gleams and flashes,—even they were a 
comfort now. The world to him was full of happiness ; in every 
tree, and plant, and flower, in every bird, and beast, and tiny 
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insect whom a breath of summer wind laid low upon the ground, 
he had delight. His delight was hers; and where many a wise 
son would have made her sorrowful, this poor light-hearted idiot 
filled her breast with thankfulness and love. 

Their stock of money was low, but from the hoard she had 
told into the blind man’s hand, the widow had withheld one 
guinea. This, with the few pence she possessed besides, was to 
two persons of their frugal habits, a goodly sum in bank. More- 
over they had Grip in company ; and when they must otherwise 
have changed the guinea, it was but to make him exhibit outside 
an alehouse door, or in a village street, or in the grounds or gardens 
of a mansion of the better sort, and scores who would have given 
nothing in charity, were ready to bargain for more amusement 
from the talking bird. 

One day—for they moved slowly, and although they had many 
rides in carts and waggons, were on the road a week—Barnaby, 
with Grip upon his shoulder and his mother following, begged 
permission at a trim lodge to go up to the great house, at the 
other end of the avenue, and show his raven. The man within 
was inclined to give them admittance, and was indeed about to 
do so, when a stout gentleman with a long whip in his hand, and 
a flushed face which seemed to indicate that he had had his 
morning’s draught, rode up to the gate, and called in a loud voice 
and with more oaths than the occasion seemed to warrant to have 
it opened directly. 

“Who hast thou got here?” said the gentleman angrily, as the 
man threw the gate wide open, and pulled off his hat, “who are 
these? Eh? art a beggar, woman ?” 

The widow answered with a curtsey, that they were poor 
travellers. 

“Vagrants,” said the gentleman, “vagrants and vagabonds. 
Thee wish to be made acquainted with the cage, dost thee—the 
cage, the stocks, and the whipping-post? Where dost come 
from ?” 

She told him in a timid manner,—for he was very loud, hoarse, 
and red-faced,—and besought him not to be angry, for they meant 
no harm and would go upon their way that moment. 

“Don’t be too sure of that,” replied the gentleman, ‘‘ we don’t 
allow vagrants to roam about this place. I know what thou 
want’st—stray linen drying on hedges, and stray poultry, eh? 
What hast got in that basket, lazy hound?” 

“Grip, Grip, Grip—Grip the clever, Grip the wicked, Grip the 
knowing—Grip, Grip, Grip,” cried the raven, whom Barnaby had 
shut up on the approach of this stern personage. ‘I’m a devil 
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Pm a devil Pm a devil, Never say die Hurrah Bow wow wow, 
Polly put the kettle on we'll all have tea.” 

“Take the vermin out, scoundrel,” said the gentleman, “and 
let me see him.” 

Barnaby, thus condescendingly addressed, produced his bird, 
but not without much fear and trembling, and set him down 
upon the ground; which he had no sooner done than Grip drew 
fifty corks at least, and then began to dance; at the same time 
eyeing the gentleman with surprising insolence of manner, and 
screwing his head so much on one side that he appeared desirous 
of screwing it off upon the spot. 

The cork-drawing seemed to make a greater impression on the 
gentleman’s mind, than the raven’s power of speech, and was indeed 
particularly adapted to his habits and capacity. He desired to 
have that done again, but despite his being very peremptory, and 
notwithstanding that Barnaby coaxed to the utmost, Grip turned 
a deaf ear to the request, and preserved a dead silence. 

“Bring him along,” said the gentleman, pointing to the house. 
But Grip, who had watched the action, anticipated his master, by 
hopping on before them ;—constantly flapping his wings, and 
screaming ‘‘cook!” meanwhile, as a hint perhaps that there was 
company coming, and a small collation would be acceptable. 

Barnaby and his mother walked on, on either side of the 
gentleman on horseback, who surveyed each of them from time 
to time in a proud and coarse manner, and occasionally thundered 
out some question, the tone of which alarmed Barnaby so much 
that he could find no answer, and, as a matter of course, could 
make him no reply. On one of these occasions, when the gentleman 
appeared disposed to exercise his horsewhip, the widow ventured 
to inform him in a low voice and with tears in her eyes, that her 
son was of weak mind. 

* An idiot, eh?” said the gentleman, looking at Barnaby as 
he spoke. ‘‘ And how long hast thou been an idiot ?” 

“She knows,” was Barnaby’s timid answer, pointing to his 
mother—‘ I—always, I believe.” 

“From his birth,” said the widow. 

“T don’t believe it,” cried the gentleman, “nota bit of it. It’s 
an excuse not to work. There’s nothing like flogging to cure that 
disorder. I’d make a difference in him in ten minutes, I'll be bound.” 

‘Heaven has made none in more than twice ten years, Sir,” 
said the widow mildly. 

“Then why don’t you shut him up? we pay enough for county 
institutions, damn ’em. But thowd rather drag him about to 
excite charity—of course. Ay, I know thee.” 
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Now, this gentleman had various endearing appellations among 
his intimate friends. By some he was called “a country gentleman 
of the true school,” by some “a fine old country gentleman,” by 
some “‘a sporting gentleman,” by some “a thorough-bred English- 
man,” by some “a genuine John Bull ;” but they all agreed in one 
respect, and that was, that it was a pity there were not more like 
him, and that because there were not, the country was going to 
rack and ruin every day. He was in the commission of the 
peace, and could write his name almost legibly ; but his greatest 
qualifications were, that he was more severe with poachers, was a 
better shot, a harder rider, had better horses, kept better dogs, 
could eat more solid food, drink more strong wine, go to bed every 
night more drunk and get up every morning more sober, than any 
man in the county. In knowledge of horseflesh he was almost equal 
to a farrier, in stable learning he surpassed his own head groom, 
and in gluttony not a pig on his estate was a match for him. He 
had no seat in Parliament himself, but he was extremely patriotic, 
and usually drove his voters up to the poll with his own hands. 
He was warmly attached to the Church, and never appointed to 
the living in his gift any but a three-bottle man and a first-rate 
fox-hunter. He mistrusted the honesty of all poor people who 
could read and write, and had a secret jealousy of his own wife (a 
young lady whom he had married for what his friends called ‘the 
good old English reason,” that her father’s property adjoined his 
own) for possessing those accomplishments in a greater degree than 
himself. In short, Barnaby being an idiot, and Grip a creature 
of mere brute instinct, it would be very hard to say what this 
gentleman was. 

He rode up to the door of a handsome house approached by a 
great flight of steps, where a man was waiting to take his horse, 
and led the way into a large hall, which, spacious as it was, was 
tainted with the fumes of last night’s stale debauch. Great-coats, 
riding-whips, bridles, top-boots, spurs, and such gear, were strewn 
about on all sides, and formed, with some huge stags’ antlers, 
and a few portraits of dogs and horses, its principal embellish- 
ments. 

Throwing himself into a great chair (in which, by the bye, he 
often snored away the night, when he had been, according to his 
admirers, a finer country gentleman than usual) he bade the man 
to tell his mistress to come down: and presently there appeared, 
a little flurried, as it seemed, by the unwonted summons, a lady 
much younger than himself, who had the appearance of being in 
delicate heath, and not too happy. 

“Here! Thou’st no delight in following the hounds as an 
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Englishwoman should have,” said the gentleman. “See to this 
here. That’ll please thee perhaps.” 

The lady smiled, sat down at a little distance from him, and 
glanced at Barnaby with a look of pity. 

“He’s an idiot, the woman says,” observed the gentleman, 
shaking his head; ‘I don’t believe it.” 

“* Are you his mother?” asked the lady. 

She answered yes. 

““What’s the use of asking her?” said the gentleman, thrusting 
his hands into his breeches pockets, ‘She'll tell thee so, of 
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course. Most likely he’s hired, at so much aday. There. Get 
on. Make him do something.” 

Grip having by this time recovered his urbanity, condescended, 
at Barnaby’s solicitation, to repeat his various phrases of speech, 
and to go through the whole of his performances with the utmost 
success. The corks, and the never say die, afforded the gentleman 
so much delight that he demanded the repetition of this part of 
the entertainment, until Grip got into his basket, and positively 
refused to say another word, good or bad. The lady too, was 
much amused with him; and the closing point of his obstinacy so 
delighted her husband that he burst into a roar of laughter, and 
demanded his price. 
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Barnaby looked as though he didn’t understand his meaning. 
Probably he did not. 

“His price,” said the gentleman, rattling the money in his 
pockets, “what dost want for him? How much?” 

“‘He’s not to be sold,” replied Barnaby, shutting up the basket 
in a great hurry, and throwing the strap over his shoulder. 
‘Mother, come away.” 

“Thou seest how much of an idiot he is, book-learner,” said 
the gentleman, looking scornfully at his wife. “He can make a 
bargain. What dost want for him, old woman?” 

“He is my son’s constant companion,” said the widow. “He 
is not to be sold, Sir, indeed.” 

“Not to be sold!” cried the gentleman, growing ten times 
redder, hoarser, and louder than before. ‘‘ Not to be sold!” 

“Tndeed no,” she answered. ‘‘We have never thought of 
parting with him, Sir, I do assure you.” 

He was evidently about to make a very passionate retort, when 
a few murmured words from his wife happening to catch his ear, 
he turned sharply round, and said, ‘Eh? What?” 

** We can hardly expect them to sell the bird, against their own 
desire,” she faltered. ‘‘If they prefer to keep him e 

“Prefer to keep him!” he echoed. ‘These people, who go 
tramping about the country, a pilfering and vagabondizing on all 
hands, prefer to keep a bird, when a landed proprietor and a 
justice asks his price! That old woman’s been to school. I 
know she has. Don’t tell me no,” he roared to the widow, ‘I 
say, yes.” 

Barnaby’s mother pleaded guilty to the accusation, and hoped 
there was no harm in it. 

“No harm!” said the gentleman. “No. No harm. No 
harm, ye old rebel, not a bit of harm. If my clerk was here, I’d 
set ye in the stocks, I would, or lay ye in jail for prowling up and 
down, on the look-out for petty larcenies, ye limb of a gipsy. 
Here, Simon, put these pilferers out, shove ’em into the road, out 
with ’em! Ye don’t want to sell the bird, ye that come here to 
beg, don’t ye. If they an’t out in double-quick, set the dogs 
upon ’em !” 

They waited for no further dismissal, but fled precipitately, 
leaving the gentleman to storm away by himself (for the poor 
lady had already retreated), and making a great many vain 
attempts to silence Grip, who, excited by the noise, drew corks 
enough for a city feast as they hurried down the avenue, and 
appeared to congratulate himself beyond measure on having been 
the cause of the disturbance, When they had nearly reached the 
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lodge, another servant, emerging from the shrubbery, feigned to 
be very active in ordering them off, but this man put a crown into 
the widow’s hand, and whispering that his lady sent it, thrust 
them gently from the gate. 

This incident only suggested to the widow’s mind, when they 
halted at an ale-house some miles further on, and heard the 
justice’s character as given by his friends, that perhaps something 
more than capacity of stomach and tastes for the kennel and the 
stable, were required to form either a perfect country gentleman, 
a thorough-bred Englishman, or a genuine John Bull; and that 
possibly the terms were sometimes misappropriated, not to say 
disgraced. She little thought then, that a circumstance so slight 
would ever influence their future fortunes ; but time and experience 
enlightened her in this respect. 

“Mother,” said Barnaby, as they were sitting next day in a 
waggon which was to take them to within ten miles of the capital, 
“we're going to London first, you said. Shall we see that blind 
man there ?” 

She was about to answer “ Heaven forbid!” but checked 
herself, and told him No, she thought not; why did he ask ? 

“He’s a wise man,” said Barnaby, with a thoughtful counte- 
nance. ‘I wish that we may meet with him again. What was it 
that he said of crowds? That gold was to be found where people 
crowded, and not among the trees and in such quiet places? He 
spoke as if he loved it; London is a crowded place; I think we 
shall meet him there.” 

“ But why do you desire to see him, love?” she asked. 

“ Because,” said Barnaby, looking wistfully at her, “he talked 
to me about gold, which is a rare thing, and say what you will, a 
thing you would like to have, I know. And because he came and 
went away so strangely—just as white-headed old men come 
sometimes to my bed’s foot in the night, and say what I can’t 
remember when the bright day returns. He told me he’d come 
back. I wonder why he broke his word !” 

“But you never thought of being rich or gay, before, dear 
Barnaby. You have always been contented.” 

He laughed and bade her say that again, then cried, “ Ay, ay 
oh yes,” and laughed once more. Then something passed that 
caught his fancy, and the topic wandered from his mind, and was 
succeeded by another just as fleeting. 

But it was plain from what he had said, and from his returning 
to the point more than once that day, and on the next, that the 
blind man’s visit, and indeed his words, had taken strong possession 
of his mind. Whether the idea of wealth had occurred to him 
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for the first time on looking at the golden clouds that evening— 
and images were often presented to his thoughts by outward 
objects quite as remote and distant; or whether their poor and 
humble way of life had suggested it, by contrast, long ago; or 
whether the accident (as he would deem it) of the blind man’s 
pursuing the current of his own remarks, had done so at the 
moment; or he had been impressed by the mere circumstance of 
the man being blind, and, therefore, unlike any one with whom he 
had talked before; it was impossible to tell. She tried every 
means to discover, but in vain; and the probability is that 
Barnaby himself was equally in the dark. 

It filled her with uneasiness to find him harping on this string, 
but all that she could do, was to lead him quickly to some other 
subject, and to dismiss it from his brain. ‘To caution him against 
their visitor, to show any fear or suspicion in reference to him, 
would only be, she feared, to increase that interest with which 
Barnaby regarded him, and to strengthen his desire to meet him 
once again, She hoped, by plunging into the crowd, to rid herself 
of her terrible pursuer, and then, by journeying to a distance and 
observing increased caution, if that were possible, to live again 
unknown, in secrecy and peace. 

They reached, in course of time, their halting-place within ten 
miles of London, and lay there for the night, after bargaining to 
be carried on for a trifle next day, in a light van which was 
returning empty, and was to start at five o’clock in the morning. 
The driver was punctual, the road good—save for the dust, the 
weather being very hot and dry—and at seven in the forenoon of 
Friday the second of June, one thousand seven hundred and eighty, 
they alighted at the foot of Westminster Bridge, bade their 
conductor farewell, and stood alone, together, on the scorching 
pavement. For the freshness which night sheds upon such busy 
thoroughfares had already departed, and the sun was shining with 
uncommon lustre, 


CHAPTER THE FORTY-EIGHTH. 


UNCERTAIN where to go next, and bewildered by the crowd of 
people who were already astir, they sat down in one of the recesses 
on the bridge, to rest. They soon became aware that the stream 
of life was all pouring one way, and that a vast throng of persons 
were crossing the river from the Middlesex to the Surrey shore, 
in unusual haste and evident excitement, They were, for the 
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most part, in knots of two or three, or sometimes half-a-dozen ; 
they spoke little together—many of them were quite silent; and 
hurried on as if they had one absorbing object in view, which was 
common to them all. 

They were surprised to see that nearly every man in this great 
concourse, which still came pouring past, without slackening in 
the least, wore in his hat a blue cockade; and that the chance 
passengers who were not so decorated, appeared timidly anxious to 
escape observation or attack, and gave them the wall as if they 
would conciliate them. This, however, was natural enough, 
considering their inferiority in point of numbers; for the pro- 
portion of those who wore blue cockades, to those who were dressed 
as usual, was at least forty or fifty to one. There was no 
quarrelling, however: the blue cockades went swarming on, 
passing each other when they could, and making all the speed 
that was possible in such a multitude; and exchanged nothing 
more than looks, and very often not even those, with such of the 
passers-by as were not of their number. 

At first, the current of people had been confined to the two 
pathways, and but a few more eager stragglers kept the road. 
But after half an hour or so, the passage was completely blocked 
up by the great press, which, being now closely wedged together, 
and impeded by the carts and coaches it encountered, moved but 
slowly, and was sometimes at a stand for five or ten minutes 
together. 

After the lapse of nearly two hours, the numbers began to 
diminish visibly, and gradually dwindling away, by little and 
little, left the bridge quite clear, save that, now and then, some 
hot and dusty man with the cockade'in his hat, and his coat 
thrown over his shoulder, went panting by, fearful of being too 
late, or stopped to ask which way his friends had taken, and being 
directed, hastened on again like one refreshed. In this com- 
parative solitude, which seemed quite strange and novel after the 
late crowd, the widow had for the first time an opportunity of 
inquiring of an old man who came and sat beside them, what was 
the meaning of that great assemblage. 

‘‘Why, where have you come from,” he returned, “that you 
haven’t heard of Lord George Gordon’s great association? This is 
the day that he presents the petition against the Catholics, God 
bless him !” 

“What have all these men to do with that?” she asked. 

“What have they to do with it!” the old man replied. 
“Why, how you talk! Don’t you know his lordship has declared 
he won’t present it to the House at all, unless it is attended to 
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the door by forty thousand good and true men at least? There’s 
a crowd for you!” 

“A crowd indeed!” said Barnaby. “Do you hear that, 
mother !” 

“And they’re mustering yonder, as I am told,” resumed the 
old man, “nigh upon a hundred thousand strong. Ah! Let 
Lord George alone. He knows his power. There'll be a good 
many faces inside them three windows over there,” and he pointed 
to where the House of Commons overlooked the river, “that'll 
turn pale when good Lord George gets up this afternoon, and with 
reason too. Ay, ay. Let his lordship alone. Let him alone. 
He knows!” And so, with much mumbling and chuckling and 
shaking of his forefinger, he rose, with the assistance of his stick, 
and tottered off. 

“Mother!” said Barnaby, “that’s a brave crowd he talks of. 
Come !” 

“Not to join it!” cried his mother. 

«Yes, yes,” he answered, plucking at her sleeve. ‘Why not? 
Come!” 

“You don’t know,” she urged, ‘‘ what mischief they may do, 
where they may lead you, what their meaning is. Dear Barnaby, 
for my sake—” 

“ For your sake!” he cried, patting her hand. “Well! It zs 
for your sake, mother. You remember what the blind man said, 
about the gold. Here’s a brave crowd! Come! Or wait till I 
come back—yes, yes, wait here.” 

She tried with all the earnestness her fears engendered, to turn 
him from his purpose, but in vain. He was stooping down to 
buckle on his shoe, when a hackney-coach passed them rather 
quickly, and a voice inside called to the driver to stop. 

“Young man,” said a voice within. 

““Who’s that?” cried Barnaby, looking up. 

“Do you wear this omament?” returned the stranger, holding 
out a blue cockade, 

“Tn Heaven’s name, no. Pray do not give it him!” exclaimed 
the widow. : 

“Speak for yourself, woman,” said the man within the coach, 
coldly. ‘‘ Leave the young man to his choice ; he’s old enough to 
make it, and to snap your apron-strings. He knows, without your 
telling, whether he wears the sign of a loyal Englishman or not.” 

Barnaby, trembling with impatience, cried “Yes! yes, yes, I 
do,” as he had eried a dozen times already. The man threw him 
a cockade, and crying ‘‘ Make haste to St. George’s Fields,” ordered 
the coachman to drive on fast; and left them. 
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With hands that trembled with his eagerness to fix the bauble 
in his hat, Barnaby was adjusting it as he best could, and hurriedly 
replying to the tears and entreaties of his mother, when two 
gentlemen passed on the opposite side of the way. Observing 
them, and seeing how Barnaby was occupied, they stopped, 
whispered together for an instant, turned back, and came over to 
them. 

“Why are you sitting here?” said one of them, who was 
dressed in a plain suit of black, wore long lank hair, and carried a 
great cane. ‘Why have you not gone with the rest?” 

“T am going, Sir,” replied Barnaby, finishing his task, and 


putting his hat on with an air of pride. “TI shall be there 
directly.” 

“Say ‘my lord,’ young man, when his lordship does you the 
honour of speaking to you,” said the second gentleman mildly. 
“Tf you don’t know Lord George Gordon when you see him, it’s 
high time you should.” 

“Nay, Gashford,” said Lord George, as Barnaby pulled off his 
hat again and made him a low bow, “it’s no great matter on a 
day like this, which every Englishman will remember with delight 
and pride. Put on your hat, friend, and follow us, for you lag 
behind and are late. It’s past ten now. Didn’t you know that 
the hour of assembling was ten o’clock ?” 
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Barnaby shook his head and looked vacantly from one to the other. 

“You might have known it, friend,” said Gashford, “it was 
perfectly understood. How came you to be so ill informed?” 

“ He cannot tell you, Sir,” the widow interposed. ‘It’s of no 
use to ask him. We are but this morning come from a long 
distance in the country, and know nothing of these matters.” 

“The cause has taken a deep root, and has spread its branches 
far and wide,” said Lord George to his secretary. ‘This is a 
pleasant hearing. I thank Heaven for it!” 

“ Amen!” cried Gashford with a solemn face. 

“You do not understand me, my lord,” said the widow. 
“Pardon me, but you cruelly mistake my meaning. We know 
nothing of these matters. We have no desire or right to join in 
what you are about to do, This is my son, my poor afflicted son, 
dearer to me than my own life. In mercy’s name, my lord, go 
your way alone, and do not tempt him into danger !” 

‘My good woman,” said Gashford, ‘how can you !—Dear me ! 
—wWhat do you mean by tempting, and by danger? Do you think 
his lordship is a roaring lion, going about and seeking whom he 
may devour? God bless me!” 

“No, no, my lord, forgive me,” implored the widow, laying 
both her hands upon his breast, and scarcely knowing what she 
did, or said, in the earnestness of her supplication, “ but there are 
reasons why you should hear my earnest, mother’s prayer, and 
leave my son with me. Ohdo. He is not in his right senses, he 
is not, indeed !” 

“Tt is a bad sign of the wickedness of these times,” said Lord 
George, evading her touch, and colouring deeply, ‘that those who 
cling to the truth and support the right cause, are set down as mad. 
Have you the heart to say this of your own son, unnatural mother !” 

*T am astonished at you!” said Gashford, with a kind of meek 
severity. ‘This is a very sad picture of female depravity.” 

“He has surely no appearance,” said Lord George, glancing at 
Barnaby, and whispering in his secretary’s ear, ‘of being deranged ? 
And even if he had, we must not construe any trifling peculiarity 
into madness. Which of us—” and here he turned red again— 
“would be safe, if that were made the law!” 

“Not one,” replied the secretary ; “in that case, the greater 
the zeal, the truth, and talent; the more direct the call from 
above ; the clearer would be the madness. With regard to this 
young man, my lord,” he added, with a lip that slightly curled as 
he looked at Barnaby, who stood twirling his hat, and stealthily 
beckoning them to come away, ‘‘he is as sensible and self-possessed 
as any one I ever saw.” 
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“And you desire to make one of this great body?” said Lord 
George, addressing him ; “and intended to make one, did you?” 

““VYes—yes,” said Barnaby, with sparkling eyes. ‘To be sure 
I did! I told her so myself.” 

“T see,” replied Lord George, with a reproachful glance at the 
unhappy mother. ‘“Ithoughtso. Follow me and this gentleman, 
and you shall have your wish.” 

Barnaby kissed his mother tenderly on the cheek, and bidding 
her be of good cheer, for their fortunes were both made now, did 
as he was desired. She, poor woman, followed too—with how 
much fear and grief it would be hard to tell. 

They passed quickly through the Bridge-road, where the shops 
were all shut up (for the passage of the great crowd and the 
expectation of their return had alarmed the tradesmen for their 
goods and windows), and where, in the upper stories, all the 
inhabitants were congregrated, looking down into the street below, 
with faces variously expressive of alarm, of interest, expectancy, 
and indignation. Some of these applauded, and some hissed ; but 
regardless of these interruptions—for the noise of a vast 
congregation of people at a little distance, sounded in his ears, like 
the roaring of the sea—Lord George Gordon quickened his pace, 
and presently arrived before St. George’s Fields. 

They were really fields at that time, and of considerable extent. 
Here an immense multitude was collected, bearing flags of various 
kinds and sizes, but all of the same colour—blue, like the cockades 
—some sections marching to and fro in military array, and others 
drawn up in circles, squares, and lines. <A large portion, both of 
the bodies which paraded the ground, and of those which remained 
stationary, were occupied in singing hymns or psalms. With 
whomsoever this originated, it was well done ; for the sound of so 
many thousand voices in the air must have stirred the heart of any 
man within him, and could not fail to have a wonderful effect upon 
enthusiasts, however mistaken. 

Scouts had been posted in advance of the great body, to give 
notice of their leader’s coming. These falling back, the word was 
quickly passed through the whole host, and for a short interval 
there ensued a profound and deathlike silence, during which the 
mass was so still and quiet, that the fluttering of a banner caught 
the eye, and became a circumstance of note. Then they burst into 
a tremendous shout, into another, and another ; and the air seemed 
rent and shaken, as if by the discharge of cannon. 

“Gashford!” cried Lord George, pressing his secretary's arm 
tight within his own, and speaking with as much emotion in his 
voice, as in his altered face, “I am called indeed, now. I feel 
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and know it. Iam the leader of a host. If they summoned me 
at this moment with one voice to lead them on to death, I’d do it 
—Yes, and fall first myself!” 

“Tt is a proud sight,” said the secretary. “It is a noble 
day for England, and for the great cause throughout the world. 
Such homage, my lord, as I, an humble but devoted man, can 
render—” 

“‘ What are you doing?” cried his master, catching him by both 
hands ; for he had made a show of kneeling at his feet. “‘ Do not 
unfit me, dear Gashford, for the solemn duty of this glorious 
day—” the tears stood in the eyes of the poor gentleman as he 
said the words.-—“‘ Let us go among them; we have to find a place 
in some division for this new recruit—give me your hand.” 

Gashford slid his cold insidious palm into his master’s grasp, 
and so, hand in hand, and followed still by Barnaby and by his 
mother too, they mingled with the concourse. 

They had by this time taken to their singing again, and as 
their leader passed between their ranks, they raised their voices to 
their utmost. Many of those who were banded together to support 
the religion of their country, even unto death, had never heard a 
hymn or psalm in all their lives. But these fellows having for the 
most part strong lungs, and being naturally fond of singing, chanted 
any ribaldry or nonsense that occurred to them, feeling pretty 
certain that it would not be detected in the general chorus, and 
not caring much if it were. Many of these voluntaries were sung 
under the very nose of Lord George Gordon, who, quite unconscious 
of their burden, passed on with his usual stiff and solemn 
deportment, very much edified and delighted by the pious conduct 
of his followers. 

So they went on and on, up this line, down that, round the 
exterior of this circle, and on every side of that hollow square ; 
and still there were lines, and squares, and circles out of number 
to review. The day being now intensely hot, and the sun striking 
down his fiercest rays upon the field, those who carried heavy 
banners began to grow faint and weary; most of the number 
assembled were fain to pull off their neckcloths, and throw their 
coats and waistcoats open; and some, towards the centre, quite 
overpowered by the excessive heat, which was of course rendered 
more unendurable by the multitude around them, lay down upon 
the grass, and offered all they had about them for a drink of water. 
Still, no man left the ground, not even of those who were so 
distressed ; still Lord George, streaming from every pore, went on 


with Gashford ; and still Barnaby and his mother followed close 
behind them. 
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They had arrived at the top of a long line of some eight hundred 
men in single file, and Lord George had turned his head to look 
back, when a loud cry of recognition—in that peculiar and half- 
stifled tone which a voice has, when it is raised in the open air 
and in the midst of a great concourse of persons—was heard, and 
aman stepped with a shout of laughter from the rank, and smote 
Barnaby on the shoulders with his heavy hand. 

“How now!” heeried. ‘Barnaby Rudge! Why, where have 
you been hiding for these hundred years ?” 

Barnaby had been thinking within himself that the smell of the 
trodden grass brought back his old days at cricket, when he was a 
young boy and played on Chigwell Green. Confused by this 
sudden and boisterous address, he stared in a bewildered manner 
at the man, and could scarcely say “ What! Hugh !” 

“ Hugh!” echoed the other ; “tay, Hugh—Maypole Hugh! You 
remember my dog? He’s alive now, and will know you, I warrant. 
What, you wear the colour, do you? Well done! Ha ha ha!” 

* You know this young man, I see,” said Lord George. 

“Know him, my lord! as well as I know my own right hand. 
My captain knows him. We all know him.” 

“Will you take him into your division?” 

‘Tt hasn’t in it a better, nor a nimbler, nor a more active man, 
than Barnaby Rudge,” said Hugh. ‘Show me the man who says 
it has! Fall in, Barnaby. He shall march, my lord, between me 
and Dennis; and he shall carry,” he added, taking a flag from the 
hand of a tired man who tendered it, “the gayest silken streamer 
in this valiant army.” 

“In the name of God, no!” shrieked the widow, darting 
forward. ‘“ Barnaby—my lord—gsee—he’ll come back—Barnaby 
—Barnaby !” 

‘Women in the field!” cried Hugh, stepping between them, 
and holding her off. ‘Holloa! My captain there !” 

“ What’s the matter here?” cried Simon Tappertit, bustling up 
in a great heat. ‘Do you call this order?” 

“Nothing like it, captain,” answered Hugh, still holding her 
back with his outstretched hand. ‘‘It’s against all orders. Ladies 
are carrying off our gallant soldiers from their duty. The word 
of command, captain! They’re filing off the ground. Quick!” 

“Olose!” cried Simon, with the whole power of his lungs, 
“ Form ! March!” 

She was thrown to the ground ; the whole field was in motion ; 
Barnaby was whirled away into the heart of a dense mass of men, 
and she saw him no more. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-NINTH. 


THE mob had been divided from its first assemblage into four 
divisions ; the London, the Westminster, the Southwark, and the 
Scotch. Each of these divisions being subdivided into various 
bodies, and these bodies being drawn up in various forms and 
figures, the general arrangement was, except to the few chiefs and 
leaders, as unintelligible as the plan of a great battle to the 
meanest soldier in the field. It was not without its method, 
however ; for, in a very short space of time after being put in motion, 
the crowd had resolved itself into three great parties, and were 
prepared, as had been arranged, to cross the river by different 
bridges, and make for the House of Commons in separate 
detachments. 

At the head of that division which had Westminster Bridge for 
its approach to the scene of action, Lord George Gordon took his 
post ; with Gashford at his right hand, and sundry ruffians, of 
most unpromising appearance, forming a kind of staff about him. 
The conduct of a second party, whose route lay by Blackfriars, 
was entrusted to a committee of management, including perhaps a 
dozen men: while the third, which was to go by London Bridge, 
and through the main streets, in order that their numbers and 
their serious intentions might be the better known and appreciated 
by the citizens, were led by Simon Tappertit (assisted by a few 
subalterns, selected from the Brotherhood of United Bull-dogs), 
Dennis the hangman, Hugh, and some others. 

The word of command being given, each of these great bodies 
took the road assigned to it, and departed on its way, in perfect 
order and profound silence. That which went through the City 
greatly exceeded the others in number, and was of such prodigious 
extent that when the rear began to move, the front was nearly 
four miles in advance, notwithstanding that the men marched 
three abreast and followed very close upon each other. 

At the head of this party, in the place where Hugh, in the 
madness of his humour, had stationed him, and walking between 
that dangerous companion and the hangman, went Barnaby ; as 
many a man among the thousands who looked on that day 
afterwards remembered well. Forgetful of all other things in the 
ecstasy of the moment, his face flushed and his eyes sparkling with 
delight, heedless of the weight of the great banner he carried, and 
mindful only of its flashing in the sun and rustling in the summer 
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breeze, on he went, proud, happy, elated past all telling :—the 
only light-hearted, undesigning creature, in the whole assembly. 

“What do you think of this?” asked Hugh, as they passed 
through the crowded streets, and looked up at the windows which 
were thronged with spectators. “They have all turned out to see 
our flags and streamers? Eh, Barnaby? Why, Barnaby’s the 
greatest man of all the pack! His flag’s the largest of the lot, 
the brightest too. There’s nothing in the show, like Barnaby. 
All eyes are turned on him. Ha ha ha!” 

“Don’t make that din, brother,” growled the hangman, glancing 
with no very approving eyes at Barnaby as he spoke: ‘I hope he 
don’t think there’s nothing to be done, but carrying that there piece 
of blue rag, like a boy at a breaking-up. You're ready for action 
I hope, eh? You, I mean,” he added, nudging Barnaby roughly 
with his elbow. ‘What are you staring at? Why don’t you 
speak ?” 

Barnaby had been gazing at his flag, and looked vacantly from 
his questioner to Hugh. 

“He don’t understand your way,” said the latter. ‘ Here, I'll 
explain it to him. Barnaby old boy, attend to me.” 

“Tl attend,” said Barnaby, looking anxiously round; “but I 
wish I could see her somewhere.” 

“See who?” demanded Dennis in a gruff tone. “ You an’t in 
love I hope, brother? That an’t the sort of thing for us, you know. 
We mustn’t have no love here.” 

“She would be proud indeed to see me now, eh Hugh?” said 
Barnaby. ‘‘ Wouldn’t it make her glad to see me at the head of 
this large show? She’d cry with joy, I know she would. Where 
can she be? She never sees me at my best, and what do I care to 
be gay and fine if she’s not by?” 

“Why, what palaver’s this?” asked Mr. Dennis with supreme 
disdain. ‘‘ We an’t got no sentimental members among us, I hope.” 

“ Don’t be uneasy, brother,” cried Hugh, “he’s only talking of 
his mother.” 

“Of his what?” said Mr. Dennis with a strong oath. 

‘“‘ His mother.” 

* And have I combined myself with this here section, and 
turned out on this here memorable day, to hear men talk about 
their mothers!” growled Mr. Dennis with extreme disgust. “The 
notion of a man’s sweetheart’s bad enough, but a man’s mother !” 
—and here his disgust was so extreme that he spat upon the 
ground, and could say no more, 

“ Barnaby’s right,” cried Hugh with a grin, “and I say it. 
Lookee, bold lad. If she’s not here to see, it’s because I’ve 

2A 
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provided for her, and sent half-a-dozen gentlemen, every one of ’em 
with a blue flag (but not half as fine as yours), to take her, in state, 
to a grand house all hung round with gold and silver banners, and 
everything else you please, where she’ll wait till you come, and want 
for nothing.” 

“ Ay!” said Barnaby, his face beaming with delight: ‘have 
you indeed? That’s a good hearing. That’s fine! Kind Hugh!” 

“But nothing to what will come, bless you,” retorted Hugh, 
with a wink at Dennis, who regarded his new companion-in-arms 
with great astonishment. 

“No, indeed?” cried Barnaby. 

“Nothing at all,’ said Hugh. ‘‘Money, cocked hats and 
feathers, red coats and gold lace ; all the fine things there are, ever 
were, or will be; will belong to us if we are true to that noble 
gentleman—the best man in the world, carry our flags for a few 
days, and keep ’em safe. That’s all we’ve got to do.” 

“Ts that all?” cried Barnaby with glistening eyes, as he clutched 
his pole the tighter; ‘I warrant you I keep this one safe, then. 
You have put it in good hands. You know me, Hugh. Nobody 
shall wrest this flag away.” 

“Well said!” cried Hugh. ‘‘Ha ha! Nobly said! That’s 
the old stout Barnaby, that I have climbed and leaped with, many 
and many a day—I knew I was not mistaken in Barnaby.—Don’t 
you see, man,” he added in a whisper, as he slipped to the other 
side of Dennis, ‘that the lad’s a natural, and can be got to do 
anything, if you take him the right way. Letting alone the fun 
he is, he’s worth a dozen men, in earnest, as you'd find if you tried 
a fall with him. Leave him to me. You shall soon see whether 
he’s of use or not.” 

Mr. Dennis received these explanatory remarks with many nods 
and winks, and softened his behaviour towards Barnaby from that 
moment. Hugh, laying his finger on his nose, stepped back into 
his former place, and they proceeded in silence. 

It was between two and three o’clock in the afternoon when the 
three great parties met at Westminster, and, uniting into one huge 
mass, raised a tremendous shout. This was not only done in token 
of their presence, but as a signal to those on whom the task 
devolved, that it was time to take possession of the lobbies of both 
Houses, and of the various avenues of approach, and of the gallery 
stairs. To the last-named place, Hugh and Dennis, still with their 
pupil between them, rushed straightway ; Barnaby having given 
his flag into the hands of one of their own party, who kept them 
at the outer door. Their followers pressing on behind, they were 
borne as on a great wave to the very doors of the gallery, whence 
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it was impossible to retreat, even if they had been so inclined, by 
reason of the throng which choked up the passages. It is a 
familiar expression in describing a great crowd, that a person 
might have walked upon the people’s heads. In this case it was 
actually done ; for a boy who had by some means got among the 
concourse, and was in imminent danger of suffocation, climbed to 
the shoulders of a man beside him and walked upon the people’s 
hats and heads into the open street ; traversing in his passage the 
whole length of two staircases and a long gallery. Nor was the 
swarm without less dense ; for a basket which had been tossed into 
the crowd, was jerked from head to head, and shoulder to shoulder, 
and went spinning and whirling on above them, until it was lost 
to view, without ever once falling in among them or coming near 
the ground. 

Through this vast throng, sprinkled doubtless here and there 
with honest zealots, but composed for the most part of the very 
scum and refuse of London, whose growth was fostered by bad 
criminal laws, bad prison regulations, and the worst conceivable 
police,—such of the members of both Houses of Parliament as had 
not taken the precaution to be already at their posts, were com- 
pelled to fight and force their way. ‘Their carriages were stopped 
and broken; the wheels wrenched off; the glasses shivered to 
atoms ; the panels beaten in; drivers, footmen, and masters, pulled 
from their seats and rolled in the mud. Lords, commoners, and 
reverend bishops, with little distinction of person or party, were 
kicked and pinched and hustled; passed from hand to hand 
through various stages of ill-usage; and sent to their fellow- 
senators at last with their clothes hanging in ribands about them, 
their bagwigs torn off, themselves speechless and breathless, and 
their persons covered with the powder which had been cuffed and 
beaten out of their hair. One lord was so long in the hands of the 
populace, that the Peers as a body resolved to sally forth and 
rescue him, and were in the act of doing so, when he happily 
appeared among them covered with dirt and bruises, and hardly to 
be recognized by those who knew him best. The noise and uproar 
were on the increase every moment. The air was filled with 
execrations, hoots, and howlings. The mob raged and roared, like 
a mad monster as it was, unceasingly, and each new outrage served 
to swell its fury. 

Within doors, matters were even yet more threatening. Lord 
George—preceded by a man who carried the immense petition on a 
porter’s knot through the lobby to the door of the House of 
Commons, where it was received by two officers of the House who 
rolled it up to the table ready for presentation—had taken his seat 
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at an early hour, before the Speaker went to prayers. His 
followers pouring in at the same time, the lobby and all the 
avenues were immediately filled, as we have seen: thus the mem- 
bers were not only attacked in their passage through the streets, 
but were set upon within the very walls of Parliament ; while the 
tumult, both within and without, was so great, that those who 
attempted to speak could scarcely hear their own voices: far less 
consult upon the course it would be wise to take in such extremity, 
or animate each other to dignified and firm resistance. So sure as 
any member, just arrived, with dress disordered and dishevelled 
hair, came struggling through the crowd in the lobby, it yelled 
and screamed in triumph; and when the door of the House, 
partially and cautiously opened by those within for his admission, 
gave them a momentary glimpse of the interior, they grew more 
wild and savage, like beasts at the sight of prey, and made a rush 
against the portal which strained its locks and bolts in their 
staples, and shook the very beams. 

The Strangers’ Gallery, which was immediately above the door 
of the House, had been ordered to be closed on the first rumour of 
disturbance, and was empty ; save that now and then Lord George 
took his seat there, for the convenience of coming to the head of 
the stairs which led to it, and repeating to the people what had 
passed within. It was on these stairs that Barnaby, Hugh, and 
Dennis were posted. There were two flights, short, steep, and 
narrow, running parallel to each other, and leading to two little 
doors communicating with a low passage which opened on the 
gallery. Between them was a kind of well, or unglazed skylight, 
for the admission of light and air into the lobby, which might be 
some. eighteen or twenty feet below. 

Upon one of these little staircases—not that at the head of 
which Lord George appeared from time to time, but the other— 
Gashford stood with his elbow on the bannister, and his cheek 
resting on his hand, with his usual crafty aspect. Whenever he 
varied this attitude in the slightest degree—so much as by the 
gentlest motion of his arm—the uproar was certain to increase, not 
merely there, but in the lobby below ; from which place no doubt, 
some man who acted as fugleman to the rest, was constantly 
looking up and watching him. 

“Order!” cried Hugh, in a voice which made itself heard even 
above the roar and tumult, as Lord George appeared at the top of 
the staircase. ‘‘ News! News from my lord!” 

The noise continued, notwithstanding his appearance, until Gash- 
ford looked round. There was silence immediately—even among 
the people in the passages without, and on the other staircases, 
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who could neither see nor hear, but to whom, notwithstanding, the 
signal was conveyed with marvellous rapidity. 

“Gentlemen,” said Lord George, who was very pale and agitated, 
“we must be firm. They talk of delays, but we must have no 
delays. They talk of taking your petition into consideration next 


Tuesday, but we must have it considered now. Present appearances 
look bad for our success, but we must succeed and will!” 

‘“We must succeed and will!” echoed the crowd. And go 
among their shouts and cheers and other cries, he bowed to them 
and retired, and presently came back again. There was another 
gesture from Gashford, and a dead silence directly. 
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“T am afraid,” he said, this time, “that we have little reason, 
gentlemen, to hope for any redress from the proceedings of 
Parliament. But we must redress our own grievances, we must 
meet again, we must put our trust in Providence, and it will bless 
our endeavours.” 

This speech being a little more temperate than the last, was not 
so favourably received. When the noise and exasperation were at 
their height, he came back once more, and told them that the alarm 
had gone forth for many miles round ; that when the King heard 
of their assembling together in that great body, he had no doubt 
His Majesty would send down private orders to have their wishes 
complied with ; and—with the manner of his speech as childish, 
irresolute, and uncertain as his matter—was proceeding further, 
when two gentlemen suddenly appeared at the door where he stood, 
and pressing past him and coming a step or two lower down upon 
the stairs, confronted the people. 

The boldness of this action quite took them by surprise. They 
were not the less disconcerted, when one of the gentlemen, turning 
to Lord George, spoke thus—in a loud voice that they might hear 
him well, but quite coolly and collectedly. 

“You may tell these people, if you please, my lord, that I am 
General Conway of whom they have heard ; and that I oppose this 
petition, and all their proceedings, and yours. I am a soldier, you 
may tell them; and I will protect the freedom of this place with 
my sword. You see, my lord, that the members of this House are 
all in arms to-day ; you know that the entrance to it is a narrow 
one ; you cannot be ignorant that there are men within these walls 
who are determined to defend that pass to the last, and before 
whom many lives must fall if your adherents persevere. Have a 
care what you do,” 

‘‘And my Lord George,” said the other gentleman, addressing 
him in like manner, ‘‘I desire them to hear this, from me—Colonel 
Gordon—your near relation, If aman among this crowd, whose 
uproar strikes us deaf, crosses the threshold of the House of 
Commons, I swear to run my sword that moment—not into his, 
but into your body !” 

With that, they stepped back again, keeping their faces towards 
the crowd ; took each an arm of the misguided nobleman; drew 
him into the passage, and shut the door; which they directly 
locked and fastened on the inside. 

This was so quickly done, and the demeanour of both gentlemen 
—who were not young men either—was so gallant and resolute, 
that the crowd faltered and stared at each other with irresolute 
and timid looks, Many tried to turn towards the door; some of 
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the faintest-hearted cried they had best go back, and called to those 
behind to give way ; and the panic and confusion were increasing 
rapidly, when Gashford whispered Hugh. 

“What now!” Hugh roared aloud, turning towards them. 
“Why go back? Where can you do better than here, boys! One 
good rush against these doors and one below at the same time, will 
do the business. Rush on, then! As to the door below, let those 
stand back who are afraid. Let those who are not afraid, try who 
shall be the first to pass it. Here goes! Look out down there!” 

Without the delay of an instant, he threw himself headlong 
over the bannisters into the lobby below. He had hardly touched 
the ground when Barnaby was at his side. The chaplain’s assistant, 
and some members who were imploring the people to retire, 
immediately withdrew ; and then, with a great shout, both crowds 
threw themselves against the doors pell-mell, and besieged the 
House in earnest. 

At that moment, when a second onset must have brought them 
into collision with those who stood on the defensive within, in 
which case great loss of life and bloodshed would inevitably have 
ensued,—the hindmost portion of the crowd gave way, and the 
rumour spread from mouth to mouth that a messenger had been 
despatched by water for the military, who were forming in the 
street. Fearful of sustaining a charge in the narrow passages in 
which they were so closely wedged together, the throng poured out 
as impetuously as they had flocked in. As the whole stream 
turned at once, Barnaby and Hugh went with it: and so, fighting 
and struggling and trampling on fallen men and being trampled on 
in turn themselves, they and the whole mass floated by degrees 
into the open street, where a large detachment of the Guards, both 
horse and foot, came hurrying up; clearing the ground before them 
so rapidly that the people seemed to melt away as they advanced. 

The word of command to halt being given, the soldiers formed 
across the street ; the rioters, breathless and exhausted with their 
late exertions, formed likewise, though in a very irregular and dis- 
orderly manner. The commanding officer rode hastily into the 
open space between the two bodies, accompanied by a magistrate 
and an officer of the House of Commons, for whose accommodation 
a couple of troopers had hastily dismounted, The Riot Act was 
read, but not a man stirred. 

In the first rank of the insurgents, Barnaby and Hugh stood 
side by side. Somebody had thrust into Barnaby’s hands when he 
came out into the street, his precious flag ; which, being now rolled 
up and tied round the pole, looked like a giant quarter-staff as he 
grasped it firmly and stood upon his guard. If ever man believed 
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with his whole heart and soul that he was engaged in a just cause, 
and that he was bound to stand by his leader to the last, poor 
Barnaby believed it of himself and Lord George Gordon. 

After an ineffectual attempt to make himself heard, the magis- 
trate gave the word and the Horse Guards came riding in among 
the crowd. But even then he galloped here and there, exhorting the 
people to disperse ; and, although heavy stones were thrown at the 
men, and some were desperately cut and bruised, they had no 
orders but to make prisoners of such of the rioters as were the 
most active, and to drive the people back with the flat of their 
sabres. As the horses came in among them, the throng gave way 
at many points, and the Guards, following up their advantage, 
were rapidly clearing the ground, when two or three of the fore- 
most, who were in a manner cut off from the rest by the people 
closing round them, made straight towards Barnaby and Hugh, 
who had no doubt been pointed out as the two men who dropped 
into the lobby; laying about them now with some effect, and in- 
flicting on the more turbulent of their opponents, a few slight flesh 
wounds, under the influence of which a man dropped, here and 
there, into the arms of his fellows, amid much groaning and 
confusion. 

At the sight of gashed and bloody faces, seen for a moment in 
the crowd, then hidden by the press around them, Barnaby turned 
pale and sick. But he stood his ground, and grasping his pole 
more firmly yet, kept his eye fixed upon the nearest soldier— 
nodding his head meanwhile, as Hugh, with a scowling visage, 
whispered in his ear, 

The soldier came spurring on, making his horse rear as the 
people pressed about him, cutting at the hands of those who would 
have grasped his rein and forced his charger back, and waving to 
his comrades to follow—and still Barnaby, without retreating an 
inch, waited for his coming. Some called to him to fly, and some 
were in the very act of closing round him, to prevent his being 
taken, when the pole swept the air above the people’s heads, and 
the man’s saddle was empty in an instant. 

Then he and Hugh turned and fled, the crowd opening to let 
them pass, and closing up again so quickly that there was no clue 
to the course they had taken. Panting for breath, hot, dusty, and 
exhausted with fatigue, they reached the river-side in safety, and 
getting into a boat with all despatch were soon out of any 
immediate danger. 

As they glided down the river, they plainly heard the people 
cheering ; and supposing they might have forced the soldiers to 
retreat, lay upon their oars for a few minutes, uncertain whether 
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to return or not. But the crowd passing along Westminster 
Bridge, soon assured them that the populace were dispersing ; and 
Hugh rightly guessed from this, that they had cheered the magis- 
trate for offering to dismiss the military on condition of their 
immediate departure to their several homes; and that he and 
Barnaby were better where they were. He advised, therefore, that 
they should proceed to Blackfriars, and, going ashore at the bridge, 
make the best of their way to the Boot ; where there was not only 
good entertainment and safe lodging, but where they would cer- 
tainly be joined by many of their late companions. Barnaby 
assenting, they decided on this course of action, and pulled for 
Blackfriars accordingly. 

They landed at a critical time, and fortunately for themselves 
at the right moment. For, coming into Fleet Street, they found 
it in an unusual stir; and inquiring the cause, were told that a 
body of Horse Guards had just galloped past, and that they were 
escorting some rioters whom they had made prisoners, to Newgate 
for safety. Not at all ill-pleased to have so narrowly escaped the 
cavalcade, they lost no more time in asking questions, but hurried 
to the Boot with as much speed as Hugh considered it prudent to 
make, without appearing singular or attracting an inconvenient 
share of public notice. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTIETH. 


THEY were among the first to reach the tavern, but they had 
not been there many minutes, when several groups of men who 
had formed part of the crowd, came straggling in. Among them 
were Simon Tappertit and Mr. Dennis; both of whom, but especi- 
ally the latter, greeted Barnaby with the utmost warmth, and 
paid him many compliments on the prowess he had shown. 

“ Which,” said Dennis, with an oath, as he rested his bludgeon 
in a corner with his hat upon it, and took his seat at the same 
table with them, “it does me good to think of. There was a 
opportunity! But it led to nothing. For my part, I don’t know 
what would. There’s no spirit among the people in these here 
times. Bring something to eat and drink here, I’m disgusted 
with humanity.” 

“On what account?” asked Mr. Tappertit, who had been 
quenching his fiery face in a half-gallon can. “ Don’t you consider 
this a good beginning, mister?” 

‘Give me security that it an’t an ending,” rejoined the hang- 
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man. ‘When that soldier went down, we might have made 
London ours; but no ;—we stand, and gape, and look on—the 
justice (I wish he had had a bullet in each eye, as he would have 
had, if we’d gone to work my way) says ‘ My lads, if you'll give 
me your word to disperse, ’ll order off the military,’—our people 
set up a hurrah, throw up the game with the winning cards in 
their hands, and skulk away like a pack of tame curs as they are. 
Ah!” said the hangman, in a tone of deep disgust, “it makes me 
blush for my feller-creeturs. I wish I had been born a ox, I do!” 

“Youd have been quite as agreeable a character if you had 
been, I think,” returned Simon Tappertit, going out in a lofty 
mauner. 

“Don’t be too sure of that,” rejoined the hangman, calling 
after him; ‘if I was a horned animal at the present moment, with 
the smallest grain of sense, I’d toss every man in this company, 
excepting them two,” meaning Hugh and Barnaby, “for his 
manner of conducting himself this day.” 

With which mournful review of their proceedings, Mr. Dennis 
sought consolation in cold boiled beef and beer ; but without at all 
relaxing the grim and dissatisfied expression of his face, the gloom 
of which was rather deepened than dissipated by their grateful 
influence. 

The company who were thus libelled might have retaliated by 
strong words, if not by blows, but they were dispirited and worn 
out. The greater part of them had fasted since morning ; all had 
suffered extremely from the excessive heat ; and, between the day’s 
shouting, exertion, and excitement, many had quite lost their 
voices, and so much of their strength that they could hardly stand. 
Then they were uncertain what to do next, fearful of the conse- 
quences of what they had done already, and sensible that after all 
they had carried no point, but had indeed left matters worse than 
they had found them. Of those who had come to the Boot, many 
dropped off within an hour; such of them as were really honest 
and sincere, never, after the morning’s experience, to return, or to 
hold any communication with their late companions. Others re- 
mained but to refresh themselves, and then went home desponding ; 
others who had theretofore been regular in their attendance, 
avoided the place altogether. The half-dozen prisoners whom the 
Guards had taken, were magnified by report into half a hundred 
at least ; and their friends, being faint and sober, so slackened in 
their energy, and so drooped beneath these dispiriting influences, 
that by eight o’clock in the evening, Dennis, Hugh, and Barnaby, 
were left alone. Even they were fast asleep upon the benches, 
when Gashford’s entrance roused them, 
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“Oh! you ave here then?” said the secretary. ‘‘ Dear me!” 

“Why, where should we be, Muster Gashford ! ” Dennis rejoined 
as he rose into a sitting posture. 

“Oh nowhere, nowhere,” he returned with excessive mildness. 
“The streets are filled with blue cockades. I rather thought you 
might have been among them. I am glad you are not.” 

“You have orders for us, master, then?” said Hugh. 

“Oh dear, no. NotI. No orders, my good fellow. What 
orders should [ have? You are not in my service.” 

“Muster Gashford,” remonstrated Dennis, ‘‘we belong to the 
cause, don’t we ?” 

“The cause!” repeated the secretary, looking at him in a sort 
of abstraction. ‘‘ There is no cause. The cause is lost.” 

“Lost !” 

“Oh yes. You have heard, I suppose? The petition is re- 
jected by a hundred and ninety-two, to six. It’s quite final. We 
might have spared ourselves some trouble: that, and my lord’s 
vexation, are the only circumstances I regret. I am quite satisfied 
in all other respects.” 

As he said this, he took a penknife from his pocket, and putting 
his hat upon his knee, began to busy himself in ripping off the blue 
cockade which he had worn all day ; at the same time humming a 
psalm tune which had been very popular in the morning, and 
dwelling on it with a gentle regret. 

His two adherents looked at each other, and at him, as if they 
were at a loss how to pursue the subject. At length Hugh, after 
some elbowing and winking between himself and Mr. Dennis, ven- 
tured to stay his hand, and to ask him why he meddled with that 
riband in his hat. 

** Because,” said the secretary, looking up with something 
between a snarl and a smile, ‘ because to sit still and wear it, or fall 
asleep and wear it, or run away and wear it, is a mockery. That’s 
all, friend.” 

“What would you have us do, master?” cried Hugh. 

“Nothing,” returned Gashford, shrugging his shoulders ; 
“nothing. When my lord was reproached and threatened for 
standing by you, I, as a prudent man, would have had you do 
nothing. When the soldiers were trampling you under their 
horses’ feet, I would have had you do nothing. When one of them 
was struck down by a daring hand, and I saw confusion and dis- 
may in all their faces, I would have had you do nothing—just 
what you did, in short. This is the young man who had so little 
prudence and so much boldness. Ah! I am sorry for him.” 

“Sorry, master!” cried Hugh. 


364 BARNABY RUDGE. 


“Sorry, Muster Gashford !” echoed Dennis. 

“In case there should be a proclamation out to-morrow, offering 
five hundred pounds, or some such trifle, for his apprehension ; and 
in case it should include another man who dropped into the lobby 
from the stairs above,” said Gashford, coldly ; “still, do nothing.” 

“Fire and fury, master!” cried Hugh, starting up. “ What 
have we done, that you should talk to us like this!” 

“ Nothing,” returned Gashford with a sneer. ‘‘If you are cast 
into prison ; if the young man”—here he looked hard at Barnaby’s 
attentive face—‘is dragged from us and from his friends; per- 
haps from people whom he loves, and whom his death would kill ; 
is thrown into jail, brought out and hanged before their eyes ; still, 
do nothing. You'll find it your best policy, I have no doubt.” 

“Come on!” cried Hugh, striding towards the door. ‘‘ Dennis 
—Barnaby—come on!” 

“Where? To do what?” said Gashford, slipping past him, and 
standing with his back against it. 

“Anywhere! Anything!” cried Hugh. ‘Stand aside, master, 
or the window will serve our turn as well. Let us out!” 

‘Ha ha ha! You are of such—of such an impetuous nature,” 
said Gashford, changing his manner for one of the utmost good- 
fellowship and the pleasantest raillery ; ‘‘you are such an excitable 
creature—but you'll drink with me before you go?” 

“Oh, yes — certainly,” growled Dennis, drawing his sleeve 
across his thirsty lips. ‘‘ No malice, brother. Drink with Muster 
Gashford !” 

Hugh wiped his heated brow, and relaxed into a smile. The 
artful secretary laughed outright. 

“Some liquor here! Be quick, or he'll not stop, even for that. 
He is:a man of such desperate ardour!” said the smooth secretary, 
whom Mr. Dennis corroborated with sundry nods and muttered 
oaths—* Once roused, he is a fellow of such fierce determination !” 

Hugh poised his sturdy arm aloft, and clapping Barnaby on the 
back, bade him fear nothing. They shook hands together—poor 
Barnaby evidently possessed with the idea that he was among the 
most virtuous and disinterested heroes in the world—and Gashford 
laughed again. 

**T hear,” he said smoothly, as he stood among them with a 
great measure of liquor in his hand, and filled their glasses as 
quickly and as often as they chose, ‘I hear—but I cannot say 
whether it be true or false—that the men who are loitering in the 
streets to-night are half disposed to pull down a Romish chapel or 
two, and that they only want leaders. I even heard mention of 
those in Duke Street, Lincoln’s-Inn Fields, and in Warwick Street, 
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Golden - square ; but common report, you know—vYou are not 
going ?” 

—“ To do nothing, master, eh?” cried Hugh. ‘No jails and 
halter for Barnaby and me. They must be frightened out of that. 
Leaders are wanted, are they? Now boys!” 

“A most impetuous fellow!” cried the secretary. ‘Ha ha! 
A courageous, boisterous, most vehement fellow! A man who—” 

There was no need to finish the sentence, for they had rushed 
out of the house, and were far beyond hearing. He stopped in 
the middle of a laugh, listened, drew on his gloves, and, clasping 
his hands behind him, paced the deserted room for a long time, 
then bent his steps towards the busy town, and walked into the 
streets. ; 

They were filled with people, for the rumour of that day’s pro- 
ceedings had made a great noise. Those persons who did not care 
to leave home, were at their doors or windows, and one topic of 
discourse prevailed on every side. Some reported that the riots 
were effectually put down ; others that they had broken out again : 
some said that Lord George Gordon had been sent under a strong 
guard to the Tower ; others that an attempt had been made upon 
the King’s life, that the soldiers had been again called out, and 
that the noise of musketry in a distant part of the town had been 
plainly heard within an hour, As it grew darker, these stories 
became more direful and mysterious; and often, when some 
frightened passenger ran past with tidings that the rioters were 
not far off, and were coming up, the doors were shut and barred, 
lower windows made secure, and as much consternation engendered, 
as if the city were invaded by a foreign army. 

Gashford walked stealthily about, listening to all he heard, and 
diffusing or confirming, whenever he had an opportunity, such false 
intelligence as suited his own purpose; and, busily occupied in 
this way, turned into Holborn for the twentieth time, when a 
great many women and children came flying along the street— 
often panting and looking back—and the confused murmur of 
numerous voices struck upon his ear, Assured by these tokens, 
and by the red light which began to flash upon the houses on 
either side, that some of his friends were indeed approaching, he 
begged a moment’s shelter at a door which opened as he passed, 
and running with some other persons to an upper window, looked 
out upon the crowd. 

They had torches among them, and the chief faces were distinctly 
visible. That they had been engaged in the destruction of some 
building was sufficiently apparent, and that it was a Catholic place 
of worship was evident from the spoils they bore as trophies, which 
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were easily recognisable for the vestments of priests, and rich 
fragments of altar-furniture. Covered with soot, and dirt, and 
dust, and lime; their garments torn to rags; their hair hanging 
wildly about them ; their hands and faces jagged and bleeding with 
the wounds of rusty nails; Barnaby, Hugh, and Dennis hurried 
on before them all, like hideous madmen. After them, the dense 
throng came fighting on: some singing ; some shouting in triumph ; 
some quarrelling among themselves ; some menacing the spectators 
as they passed ; some with great wooden fragments, on which they 
spent their rage as if they had been alive, rending them limb 
from limb, and hurling the scattered morsels high into the air ; 
some in a drunken state, unconscious of the hurts they had 
received from falling bricks, and stones, and beams; one borne 
upon a shutter, in the very midst, covered with a dingy cloth, a 
senseless, ghastly heap. Thus—a vision of coarse faces, with here 
and there a blot of flaring, smoky light; a dream of demon heads 
and savage eyes, and sticks and iron bars uplifted in the air, and 
whirled about ; a bewildering horror, in which so much was seen, 
and yet so little, which seemed so long and yet so short, in which 
there were so many phantoms, not to be forgotten all through life, 
and yet so many things that could not be observed in that dis- 
tracting glimpse—it flitted onward, and was gone. 

As it passed away upon its work of wrath and ruin, a piercing 
scream was heard. <A knot of persons ran towards the spot; 
Gashford, who just then emerged into the street, among them. 
He was on the outskirts of the little concourse, and could not see 
or hear what passed within ; but one who had a better place, in- 
formed him that a widow woman had descried her son among the 
rioters. 

“Ts that all?” said the secretary, turning his face homewards. 
“Well! I think this looks a little more like business !” 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FIRST. 


PROMISING as these outrages were to Gashford’s view, and 
much like business as they looked, they extended that night no 
farther. The soldiers were again called out, again they took half- 
a-dozen prisoners, and again the crowd dispersed after a short and 
bloodless scuffle. Hot and drunken though they were, they had 
not yet broken all bounds and set all law and government at 
defiance. Something of their habitual deference to the authority 
erected by society for its own preservation yet remained among 
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them, and had its majesty been vindicated in time, the secretary 
would have had to digest a bitter disappointment. 

By midnight, the streets were clear and quiet, and, save that 
there stood in two parts of the town a heap of nodding walls and 
pile of rubbish, where there had been at sunset a rich and handsome 
building, everything wore its usual aspect. Even the Catholic 
gentry and tradesmen, of whom there were many resident in dif- 
ferent parts of the City and its suburbs, had no fear for their 
lives or property, and but little indignation for the wrong they 
had already sustained in the plunder and destruction of their temples 
of worship. An honest confidence in the government under whose 
protection they had lived for many years, and a well-founded 
reliance on the good feeling and right thinking of the great mass 
of the community, with whom, notwithstanding their religious 
differences, they were every day in habits of confidential, affection- 
ate, and friendly intercourse, re-assured them, even under the 
excesses that had been committed ; and convinced them that they 
who were Protestants in anything but the name, were no more to be 
considered as abettors of these disgraceful occurrences, than they 
themselves were chargeable with the uses of the block, the rack, 
the gibbet, and the stake, in cruel Mary’s reign. 

The clock was on the stroke of one, when Gabriel Varden, with 
his lady and Miss Miggs, sat waiting in the little parlour. This 
fact ; the toppling wicks of the dull, wasted candles; the silence 
that prevailed; and above all the nightcaps of both maid and 
matron, were sufficient evidence that they had been prepared for 
bed some time ago, and had some strong reason for sitting up so 
far beyond their usual hour. 

If any other corroborative testimony had been required, it would 
have been abundantly furnished in the actions of Miss Miggs, who, 
having arrived at that restless state and sensitive condition of the 
nervous system which are the result of long watching, did, by a 
constant rubbing and tweaking of her nose, a perpetual change of 
position (arising from the sudden growth of imaginary knots and 
knobs in her chair), a frequent friction of her eyebrows, the 
incessant recurrence of a small cough, a small groan, a gasp, a 
sigh, a sniff, a spasmodic start, and by other demonstrations of 
that nature, so file down and rasp, as it were, the patience of the 
locksmith, that after looking at her in silence for some time, he at 
last broke out into this apostrophe : 

“Miges, my good girl, go to bed—do go to bed. Yovrre really 
worse than the dripping of a hundred water-butts outside the 
window, or the scratching of as many mice behind the wainscot. 
I can’t bear it. Do go to bed, Miggs. ‘To oblige me—do,” 
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“You haven’t got nothing to untie, Sir,” returned Miss Miggs, 
‘“‘and therefore your requests does not surprise me. But missis 
has—and while you sit up, mim ”—she added, turning to the lock- 
smith’s wife, “I couldn’t, no, not if twenty times the quantity of 
cold water was aperiently running down my back at this moment, 
go to bed with a quiet spirit.” 

Having spoken these words, Miss Miggs made divers efforts to 
rub her shoulders in an impossible place, and shivered from head to 
foot ; thereby giving the beholders to understand that the imaginary 
cascade was still in full flow, but that a sense of duty upheld her 
under that and all other sufferings, and nerved her to endurance. 

Mrs. Varden being too sleepy to speak, and Miss Miggs having, 
as the phrase is, said her say, the locksmith had nothing for it but 
to sigh and be as quiet as he could. 

But to be quiet with such a basilisk before him was impossible. 
If he looked another way, it was worse to feel that she was 
rubbing her cheek, or twitching her ear, or winking her eye, or 
making all kinds of extraordinary shapes with her nose, than to 
see her do it. If she was for a moment free from any of these 
complaints, it was only because of her foot being asleep, or of her 
arm having got the fidgets, or of her leg being doubled up with 
the cramp, or of some other horrible disorder which racked her 
whole frame. If she did enjoy a moment’s ease, then with her 
eyes shut and her mouth wide open, she would be seen to sit 
very stiff and upright in her chair; then to nod a little way 
forward, and stop with a jerk; then to nod a little farther forward, 
and stop with another jerk; then to recover herself; then to 
come forward again—lower—lower—lower—by very slow degrees, 
until, just as it seemed impossible that she could preserve her 
balance for another instant, and the locksmith was about to call 
out in an agony, to save her from dashing down upon her forehead 
and fracturing her skull, then all of a sudden and without the 
smallest notice, she would come upright and rigid again with her 
eyes open, and in her countenance an expression of defiance, sleepy 
but yet most obstinate, which plainly said “ I’ve never once closed 
’em since [ looked at you last, and I'll take my oath of it!” 

At length, after the clock had struck two, there was a sound 
at the street door, as if somebody had fallen against the knocker 
by accident. Miss Miggs immediately jumping up and clapping 
her hands, cried with a drowsy mingling of the sacred and profane, 
“Ally Looyer, mim! there’s Simmuns’s knock !” 

“Who's there ?” said Gabriel. 

“Me!” cried the well-known voice of Mr. Tappertit. Gabriel 
opened the door, and gave him admission. 
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He did not cut a very insinuating figure, for a man of his 
stature suffers in a crowd; and having been active in yesterday 
moruing’s work, his dress was literally crushed from head to foot : 
his hat being beaten out of all shape, and his shoes trodden down 
at heel like slippers. His coat fluttered in strips about him, the 
buckles were torn away both from his knees and feet, half his 
neckerchief was gone, and the bosom of his shirt was rent to 
tatters. Yet notwithstanding all these personal disadvantages ; 
despite his being very weak from heat and fatigue ; and so begrimed 
with mud and dust that he might have been in a case, for anything 
of the real texture (either of his skin or apparel) that the eye 
could discern ; he stalked haughtily into the parlour, and throwing 
himself into a chair, and endeavouring to thrust his hands into 
the pockets of his small-clothes, which were turned inside out and 
displayed upon his legs, like tassels, surveyed the household with 
a gloomy dignity. 

“Simon,” said the locksmith gravely, “how comes it that you 
return home at this time of night, and in this condition? Give 
me an assurance that you have not been among the rioters, and I 
am satisfied.” 

“Sir,” replied Mr. Tappertit, with a contemptuous look, ‘I 
wonder at your assurance in making such demands.” 

“You have been drinking,” said the locksmith. 

“ As a general principle, and in the most offensive sense of the 
words, Sir,” returned his journeyman with great self-possession, 
“T consider you a liar. In that last observation you have un- 
intentionally—unintentionally, Sir—struck upon the truth.” 

“Martha,” said the locksmith, turning to his wife, and shaking 
his head sorrowfully, while a smile at the absurd figure before him 
still played upon his open face, “I trust it may turn out that this 
poor lad is not the victim of the knaves and fools we have so often 
had words about, and who have done so much harm this day. If 
he has been at Warwick Street or Duke Street to-night—” 

‘He has been at neither, Sir,” cried Mr. Tappertit in a loud 
voice, which he suddenly dropped into a whisper as he repeated, 
with eyes fixed upon the locksmith, “he has been at neither.” 

“JT am glad of it, with all my heart,” said the locksmith in a 
serious tone; “for if he had been, and it could be proved against 
him, Martha, your Great Association would have been to him the 
cart that draws men to the gallows and leaves them hanging in 
the air. It would, be as sure as we're alive!” 

Mrs. Varden was too much scared by Simon’s altered manner 
and appearance, and by the accounts of the rioters which had 
reached her ears that night, to offer any retort, or to have recourse 
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to her usual matrimonial policy. Miss Miggs wrung her hands, 
and wept. 

“He was not at Duke Street or at Warwick Street, G. Varden,” 
said Simon, sternly; “but he was at Westminster. Perhaps, Sir, 
he kicked a county member, perhaps, Sir, he tapped a lord—you 
may stare, Sir, I repeat it—blood flowed from noses, and perhaps 
he tapped alord. Who knows? This,” he added, putting his hand 
into his waistcoat-pocket, and taking out a large tooth, at sight 
of which both Miggs and Mrs. Varden screamed, ‘‘ this was a 
bishop’s. Beware, G. Varden!” 

“Now, I would rather,” said the locksmith hastily, “have paid 
five hundred pounds, than had this come to pass. You idiot, do 
you know what peril you stand in?” 

“T know it, Sir,” replied his journeyman, ‘‘and it is my glory. 
I was there, everybody saw me there. I was conspicuous, and 
prominent. I will abide the consequences.” 

The locksmith, really disturbed and agitated, paced to and fro 
in silence—glancing at his former ’prentice every now and then— 
and at length stopping before him, said : 

“Get to bed, and sleep for a couple of hours that you may 
wake penitent, and with some of your senses about you. Be 
sorry for what you have done, and we will try to save you. If I 
call him by five o’clock,” said Varden, turning hurriedly to his 
wife, ‘“‘and he washes himself clean and changes his dress, he may 
get to the Tower Stairs, and away by the Gravesend tide-boat, 
before any search is made for him. From there he can easily get 
on to Canterbury, where your cousin will give him work till this 
storm has blown over. I am not sure that I do right in screening 
him from the punishment he deserves, but he has lived in this 
house, man and boy, for a dozen years, and I should be sorry if for 
this one day’s work he made a miserable end. ‘Lock the front 
door, Miggs, and show no light towards the street when you go 
up stairs. Quick, Simon! Get to bed!” 

“And do you suppose, Sir,” retorted Mr. Tappertit, with a 
thickness and slowness of speech which contrasted forcibly with the 
rapidity and earnestness of his kind-hearted master—‘‘ and do you 
suppose, Sir, that I am base and mean enough to accept your 
servile proposition !—Miscreant !” 

“ Whatever you please, Sim, but get to bed. Every minute is 
of consequence. The light here, Miggs !” 

“Yes, yes, oh do! Go to bed directly,” cried the two women 
together. 

Mr. Tappertit stood upon his feet, and pushing his chair away 
to show that he needed no assistance, answered, swaying himself 
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to and fro, and managing his head as if it had no connexion what- 
ever with his body : 

“You spoke of Miggs, Sir—Miges may be smothered !” 

“Oh Simmun!” ejaculated that young lady in a faint voice. 
“Oh mim! Oh Sir! Oh goodness gracious, what a turn he has 
give me!” 

“This family may all be smothered, Sir,” returned Mr. 
Tappertit, after glancing at her with a smile of ineffable disdain, 
“excepting Mrs. V. I have come here, Sir, for her sake, this 
night. Mrs. Varden, take this piece of paper. It’s a protection, 
ma’am. You may need it.” 

With these words he held out at arm’s length, a dirty, crumpled 
scrap of writing. The locksmith took it from him, opened it, and 
read as follows: 


** All good friends to our cause, I hope will be particular, and 
do no injury to the property of any true Protestant. I am well 
assured that the proprietor of this house is a staunch and worthy 


friend to the cause. 
end t GEORGE GorDON.” 


“ What’s this!” said the locksmith, with an altered face. 

“Something that'll do you good service, young feller,” replied 
his journeyman, ‘as youll find. Keep that safe, and where you 
can lay your hand upon it in an instant. And chalk ‘No Popery’ 
on your door to-morrow night, and for a week to come—that’s all.” 

“This is a genuine document,” said the locksmith, “I know, 
for I have seen the hand before. What threat does it imply? 
What devil is abroad ?” 

“A fiery devil,” retorted Sim; ‘‘a flaming, furious devil. 
Don’t you put yourself in its way, or youre done for, my buck. 
Be warned in time, G. Varden, Farewell!” 

But here the two women threw themselves in his way— 
especially Miss Miggs, who fell upon him with such fervour that 
she pinned him against the wall—and conjured him in moving 
words not to go forth till he was sober; to listen to reason; to 
think of it; to take some rest, and then determine. 

“T tell you,” said Mr. Tappertit, “that my mind is made up. 
My bleeding country calls me, and I go! Miggs, if you don’t get 
out of the way, I'll pinch you.” 

Miss Miggs, still clinging to the rebel, screamed once 
vociferously—but whether in the distraction of her mind, or 
because of his having executed his threat, is uncertain. 

‘Release me,” said Simon, struggling to free himself from her 
chaste, but spider-like embrace. ‘‘Let me go! I have made 
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arrangements for you in an altered state of society, and mean 

to provide for you comfortably in life—there! Will that satisfy 
ou?” 

‘i “Oh Simmun!” cried Miss Miggs. ‘Oh my blessed Simmun ! 

Oh mim, what are my feelings at this conflicting moment !” 

Of a rather turbulent description, it would seem ; for her night- 
cap had been knocked off in the scuffle, and she was on her knees 
upon the floor, making a strange revelation of blue and yellow 
curl-papers, straggling locks of hair, tags of staylaces, and strings 
of it’s impossible to say what; panting for breath, clasping her 
hands, turning her eyes upwards, shedding abundance of tears, 
and exhibiting various other symptoms of the acutest mental 
suffering. 

“T leave,” said Simon, turning to his master, with an utter 
disregard of Miggs’s maidenly affliction, ‘‘a box of things up stairs. 
Do what you like with ’em. J don’t want ’em. I’m never coming 
back here, any more. Provide yourself, Sir, with a journeyman ; 
I’m my country’s journeyman; henceforward that’s my line of 
business,” 

“ Be what you like in two hours’ time, but now go up to bed,” 
returned the locksmith, planting himself in the doorway. ‘Do 
you hear me? Go to bed!” 

*‘T hear you, and defy you, Varden,” rejoined Simon Tappertit. 
“This night, Sir, I have been in the country, planning an expedi- 
tion which shall fill your bell-hanging soul with wonder and 
dismay. The plot demands my utmost energy. Let me pass!” 

“Tl knock you down if you come near the door” replied the 
locksmith. ‘You had better go to bed!” 

Simon made no answer, but gathering himself up as straight as 
he could, plunged head foremost at his old master, and the two 
went driving out into the workshop together, plying their hands 
and feet so briskly that they looked like half-a-dozen, while Miggs 
and Mrs. Varden screamed for twelve. 

It would have been easy for Varden to knock his old ’prentice 
down, and bind him hand and foot; but as he was loth to hurt 
him in his then defenceless state, he contented himself with 
parrying his blows when he could, taking them in perfect good 
part when he could not, and keeping between him and the door, 
until a favourable opportunity should present itself for forcing him 
to retreat up stairs, and shutting him up in his own room. But, 
in the goodness of his heart, he calculated too much upon his 
adversary’s weakness, and forgot that drunken men who have lost 
the power of walking steadily, can often run. Watching his time, 
Simon Tappertit made a cunning show of falling back, staggered 
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unexpectedly forward, brushed past him, opened the door (he knew 
the trick of that lock well), and darted down the street like a mad 
dog. The locksmith paused for a moment in the excess of his 
astonishment, and then gave chase. 

Tt was an excellent season for a run, for at that silent hour the 
streets were deserted, the air was cool, and the flying figure before 
him distinctly visible at a great distance, as it sped away, with a 
long gaunt shadow following at its heels. But the short-winded 
locksmith had no chance against a man of Sim’s youth and spare 
figure, though the day had been when he could have run him down 
in no time. The space between them rapidly increased, and as the 
rays of the rising sun streamed upon Simon in the act of turning 
a distant corner, Gabriel Varden was fain to give up, and sit down 
on a door-step to fetch his breath. Simon meanwhile, without 
once stopping, fled at the same degree of swiftness to the Boot, 
where, as he well knew, some of his company were lying, and at 
which respectable hostelry—for he had already acquired the dis- 
tinction of being in great peril of the law—a friendly watch had 
been expecting him all night, and was even now on the look-out 
for his coming. 

“Go thy ways, Sim, go thy ways,” said the locksmith, as soon 
as he could speak. ‘I have done my best for thee, poor lad, and 
would have saved thee, but the rope is round thy neck, I fear.” 

So saying, and shaking his head in a very sorrowful and discon- 
solate manner, he turned back, and soon re-entered his own house, 
where Mrs. Varden and the faithful Miggs had been anxiously 
expecting his return. 

Now Mrs. Varden (and by consequence Miss Miggs likewise) 
was impressed with a secret misgiving that she had done wrong ; 
that she had, to the utmost of her small means, aided and abetted 
the growth of disturbances, the end of which it was impossible to 
foresee ; that she had led remotely to the scene which had just 
passed ; and that the locksmith’s time for triumph and reproach 
had now arrived indeed. And so strongly did Mrs. Varden feel 
this, and so crestfallen was she in consequence, that while her 
husband was pursuing their lost journeyman, she secreted under 
her chair the little red-brick dwelling-house with the yellow roof, 
lest it should furnish new occasion for reference to the painful 
theme ; and now hid the same still further, with the skirts of her 
dress. 

But it happened that the locksmith had been thinking of this 
very article on his way home, and that, coming into the room and 
not seeing it, he at once demanded where it was. 

Mrs. Varden had no resource but to produce it, which she did 
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with many tears, and broken protestations that if she could have 
known— 

“Yes, yes,” said Varden, “of course—I know that. I don’t 
mean to reproach you, my dear. But recollect from this time that 
all good things perverted to evil purposes, are worse than those 
which are naturally bad. A thoroughly wicked woman, is wicked 
indeed. When religion goes wrong, she is very wrong, for the 
game reason. Let us say no more about it, my dear.” 

So he dropped the red-brick dwelling-house on the floor, and 
setting his heel upon it, crushed it into pieces. The halfpence, 
and sixpences, and other voluntary contributions, rolled about in 
all directions, but nobody offered to touch them, or to take 
them up. 

“That,” said the locksmith, “is easily disposed of, and I would 
to Heaven that everything growing out of the same society could 
be settled as easily.” 

‘“‘Tt happens very fortunately, Varden,” said his wife, with her 
handkerchief to her eyes, ‘“‘that in case any more disturbances 
should happen—which I hope not; I sincerely hope not—” 

“T hope so too, my dear.” 

“__That in case any should occur, we have the piece of paper 
which that poor misguided young man brought.” 

“ Ay, to be sure,” said the locksmith, turning quickly round. 
‘‘ Where is that piece of paper?” 

Mrs. Varden stood aghast as he took it from her outstretched 
hand, tore it into fragments, and threw them under the grate, 

“Not use it!” she said. 

“Use it!” cried the locksmith. ‘No! Let them come and 
pull the roof about our ears; let them burn us out of house and 
home; I’d neither have the protection of their leader, nor chalk 
their howl upon my door, though, for not doing it, they shot me 
on my own threshold. Use it! Let them come and do their 
worst. The first man who crosses my door-step on such an 
errand as theirs, had better be a hundred miles away. Let him 
look to it. The others may have their will. I wouldn’t beg or 
buy them off, if, instead of every pound of iron in the place, there 
was a hundred weight of gold. Get you to bed, Martha. I shall 
take down the shutters and go to work.” 

“So early!” said his wife. 

“Ay,” replied the locksmith cheerily, ‘‘so early, Come when 
they may, they shall not find us skulking and hiding, as if we 
feared to take our portion of the light of day, and left it all to 
them. So pleasant dreams to you, my dear, and cheerful sleep !” 

With that he gave his wife a hearty kiss, and bade her delay 
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no longer, or it would be time to rise before she lay down to rest, 
Mrs, Varden quite amiably and meekly walked up stairs, followed 
by Miggs, who, although a good deal subdued, could not refrain 
from sundry stimulative coughs and sniffs by the way, or from 
holding up her hands in astonishment at the daring conduct of 
master. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SECOND. 


A mos is usually a creature of very mysterious existence, 
particularly in a large city. Where it comes from or whither it 
goes, few men can tell. Assembling and dispersing with equal 
suddenness, it is as difficult to follow to its various sources as the 
sea itself; nor does the parallel stop here, for the ocean is not 
more fickle and uncertain, more terrible when roused, more 
unreasonable, or more cruel. 

The people who were boisterous at Westrninster upon the 
Friday morning, and were eagerly bent upon the work of devasta- 
tion in Duke Street and Warwick Street at night, were, in the 
mass, the same. Allowing for the chance accessions of which any 
crowd is morally sure in a town where there must always be a 
large number of idle and profligate persons, one and the same mob 
was at both places. Yet they spread themselves in various direc- 
tions when they dispersed in the afternoon, made no appointment 
for re-assembling, had no definite purpose or design, and indeed, for 
anything they knew, were scattered beyond the hope of future union. 

At the Boot, which, as has been shown, was in a manner the 
headquarters of the rioters, there were not, upon this Friday night, 
a dozen people. Some slept in the stable and outhouses, some in 
the common room, some two or three in beds. The rest were in 
their usual homes or haunts. Perhaps not a score in all lay in the 
adjacent fields and lanes, and under haystacks, or near the warmth 
of brick-kilns, who had not their accustomed place of rest beneath 
the open sky. As to the public ways within the town, they had 
their ordinary nightly occupants, and no others ; the usual amount 
of vice and wretchedness, but no more. 

The experience of one evening, however, had taught the reckless 
leaders of disturbance, that they had but to show themselves in 
the streets, to be immediately surrounded by materials which they 
could only have kept together when their aid was not required, at 
great risk, expense, and trouble. Once possessed of this secret, 
they were as confident as if twenty thousand men, devoted to their 
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will, had been encamped about them, and assumed a confidence 
which could not have been surpassed, though that had really been 
the case. All day, Saturday, they remained quiet. On Sunday, 
they rather studied how to keep their men within call, and in full 
hope, than to follow out, by any very fierce measure, their first 
day’s proceedings. 

“T hope,” said Dennis, as, with a loud yawn, he raised his 
body from a heap of straw on which he had been sleeping, and 
supporting his head upon his hand, appealed to Hugh on Sunday 
morning, “that Muster Gashford allows some rest? Perhaps he’d 
have us at work again already, eh ?” 
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“Tt’s not his way to let matters drop, you may be sure of that,” 
growled Hugh in answer. “I’m in no humour to stir yet, though. 
I'm as stiff as a dead body, and as full of ugly scratches as if I had 
been fighting all day yesterday with wild cats.” 

“You've so much enthusiasm, that’s it,” said Dennis, looking 
with great admiration at the uncombed head, matted beard and 
torn hands and face of the wild figure before him ; “you're such a 
devil of a fellow. You hurt yourself a hundred times more than 
you need, because you will be foremost in everything, and will do 
more than the rest.” 

“For the matter of that,” returned Hugh, shaking back his 
ragged hair and glancing towards the door of the stable in which 
they lay ; “there’s one yonder as good as me. What did I tell 
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you about him? Did I say he was worth a dozen, when you 
doubted him ?” 

Mr. Dennis rolled lazily over upon his breast, and resting his 
chin upon his hand in imitation of the attitude in which Hugh 
lay, said, as he too looked towards the door : 

“* Ay, ay, you knew him, brother, you knew him. But who’d 
suppose to look at that chap now, that he could be the man he is! 
Isn’t it a thousand cruel pities, brother, that instead of taking his 
nat’ral rest and qualifying himself for further exertions in this here 
honourable cause, he should be playing at soldiers like a boy? 
And his cleanliness too!” said Mr. Dennis, who certainly had no 
reason to entertain a fellow-feeling with anybody who was particular 
on that score; “what weaknesses he’s guilty of, with respect to 
his cleanliness! At five o’clock this morning, there he was at the 
pump, though any one would think he had gone through enough 
the day before yesterday, to be pretty fast asleep at that time. 
But no—when I woke for a minute or two, there he was at the 
pump, and if you'd seen him sticking them peacock’s feathers into 
his hat when he’d done washing—ah! I’m sorry he’s such a im- 
perfect character, but the best on us is incomplete in some pint of 
view or another.” 

The subject of this dialogue and of these concluding remarks, 
which were uttered in a tone of philosophical meditation, was, as 
the reader will have divined, no other than Barnaby, who, with 
his flag in his hand, stood sentry in the little patch of sunlight at 
the distant door, or walked to and fro outside, singing softly to 
himself, and keeping time to the music of some clear church bells. 
Whether he stood still, leaning with both hands on the flag-staff, 
or, bearing it upon his shoulder, paced slowly up and down, the 
careful arrangement of his poor dress, and his erect and lofty bear- 
ing, showed how high a sense he had of the great importance of 
his trust, and how happy and how proud it made him, To Hugh 
and his companion, who lay in a dark corner of the gloomy shed, 
he, and the sunlight, and the peaceful Sabbath sound to which he 
made response, seemed like a bright picture framed by the door, 
and set off by the stable’s blackness. The whole formed such a 
contrast to themselves, as they lay wallowing, like some obscene 
animals, in their squalor and wickedness on the two heaps of straw, 
that for a few moments they looked on without speaking, and felt 
almost ashamed. 

“Ah!” said Hugh at length, carrying it off with a laugh: 
“‘ He’s a rare fellow is Barnaby, and can do more, with less rest, or 
meat, or drink, than any of us. As to his soldiering, 7 put him on 
duty there.” 
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“Then there was a object in it, and a proper good one too, I'll 
be sworn,” retorted Dennis with a broad grin, and an oath of the 
same quality. ‘ What was it, brother?” 

“Why, you see,” said Hugh, crawling a little nearer to him, 
“that our noble captain yonder, came in yesterday morning rather 
the worse for liquor, and was—like you and me—ditto last night.” 

Dennis looked to where Simon Tappertit lay coiled upon a truss 
of hay, snoring profoundly, and nodded. 

“ And our noble captain,” continued Hugh with another laugh, 
“our noble captain and I, have planned for to-morrow a roaring 
expedition, with good profit in it.” 

“ Aoainst the Papists?” asked Dennis, rubbing his hands. 

“Ay, against the Papists—against one of ’em at least, that 
some of us, and I for one, owe a good heavy grudge to,” 

“Not Muster Gashford’s friend that he spoke to us about in 
my house, eh?” said Dennis, brimful of pleasant expectation. 

“The same man,” said Hugh, 

‘“‘That’s your sort,” cried Mr. Dennis, gaily shaking hands with 
him, ‘that’s the kind of game. Let’s have revenges and injuries, 
and all that, and we shall get on twice as fast. Now you talk, 
indeed !” 

“Ha ha ha! The captain,’ added Hugh, ‘‘has thoughts of 
carrying off a woman in the bustle, and—ha ha ha!—and so 
have I!” 

Mr. Dennis received this part of the scheme with a wry face, 
observing that as a general principle he objected to women alto- 
gether, as being unsafe and slippery persons on whom there was 
no calculating with any certainty, and who were never in the same 
mind for four-and-twenty hours at a stretch, He might have 
expatiated on this suggestive theme at much greater length, but 
that it occurred to him to ask what connexion existed between 
the proposed expedition and Barnaby’s being posted at the stable- 
door as sentry ; to which Hugh cautiously replied in these words : 

“Why, the people we mean to visit, were friends of his, once 
upon a time, and I know that much of him to feel pretty sure that 
if he thought we were going to do them any harm, he’d be no 
friend to our side, but would lend a ready hand to the other. So 
I’ve persuaded him (for I know him of old) that Lord George has 
picked him out to guard this place to-morrow while we’re away, 
and that it’s a great honour—and so he’s on duty now, and as 
proud of it as if he was a general. Haha! What do you say to 
me for a careful man as well as a devil of a one?” 

Mr. Dennis exhausted himself in compliments, and then added, 

“But about the expedition itself—” 
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“ About that,” said Hugh, “you shall hear all particulars from 
me and the great captain conjointly and both together—for see, 
he’s waking up. Rouse yourself, lion-heart. Haha! Put a good 
face upon it, and drink again. Another hair of the dog that bit 
you, captain! Call for drink! There’s enough of gold and silver 
cups and candlesticks buried underneath my bed,” he added, rolling 
back the straw, and pointing to where the ground was newly turned, 
“to pay for it, if it was a score of casks full, Drink, captain!” 

Mr. Tappertit received these jovial promptings with a very bad 
grace, being much the worse, both in mind and body, for his two 
nights of debauch, and but indifferently able to stand upon his 
legs. With Hugh’s assistance, however, he contrived to stagger 
to the pump; and having refreshed himself with an abundant 
draught of cold water, and a copious shower of the same refreshing 
liquid on his head and face, he ordered some rum and milk to be 
served ; and upon that innocent beverage and some biscuits and 
cheese made a pretty hearty meal. That done, he disposed him- 
self in an easy attitude on the ground beside his two companions 
(who were carousing after their own tastes), and proceeded to en- 
lighten Mr. Dennis in reference to to-morrow’s project. 

That their conversation was an interesting one, was rendered 
manifest by its length, and by the close attention of all three. 
That it was not of an oppressively grave character, but was en- 
livened by various pleasantries arising out of the subject, was clear 
from their loud and frequent roars of laughter, which startled 
Barnaby on his post, and made him wonder at their levity. But 
he was not summoned to join them, until they had eaten, and 
drunk, and slept, and talked together for some hours; not, indeed, 
until the twilight ; when they informed him that they were about 
to make a slight demonstration in the streets—just to keep the 
people’s hands in, as it was Sunday night, and the public might 
otherwise be disappointed—and that he was free to accompany 
them if he would. 

Without the slightest preparation, saving that they carried 
clubs and wore the blue cockade, they sallied out into the streets ; 
and, with no more settled design than that of doing as much mis- 
chief as they could, paraded them at random. Their numbers 
rapidly increasing, they soon divided into parties ; and agreeing to 
meet by-and-by, in the fields near Welbeck Street, scoured the 
town in various directions. The largest body, and that which 
augmented with the greatest rapidity, was the one to which Hugh 
and Barnaby belonged. This took its way towards Moorfields, 
where there was a rich chapel, and in which neighbourhood several 
Catholic families were known to reside. 
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Beginning with the private houses so occupied, they broke open 
the doors and windows; and while they destroyed the furniture 
and left but the bare walls, made a sharp search for tools and 
engines of destruction, such as hammers, pokers, axes, saws, and 
such like instruments. Many of the rioters made belts of cord, of 
handkerchiefs, or any material they found at hand, and wore these 
weapons as openly as pioneers upon a field-day. There was not the 
least disguise or concealment—indeed, on this night, very little 
excitement or hurry. From the chapels, they tore down and took 
away the very altars, benches, pulpits, pews, and flooring; from 
the dwelling-houses, the very wainscoting and stairs. This Sunday 
evenine’s recreation they pursued like mere workmen who had a 
certain task to do, and did it. Fifty resolute men might have 


turned them at any moment; a single company of soldiers could 
have scattered them like dust; but no man interposed, no authority 
restrained them, and, except by the terrified persons who fled 
from their approach, they were as little heeded as if they were 
pursuing their lawful occupations with the utmost sobriety and 
good conduct. 

In the same manner, they marched to the place of rendezvous 
agreed upon, made great fires in the fields, and reserving the most 
valuable of their spoils, burnt the rest. Priestly garments, images 
of saints, rich stuffs and ornaments, altar-furniture and household 
goods, were cast into the flames, and shed a glare on the whole 
country round; but they danced, and howled, and roared about 
these fires till they were tired, and were never for an instant 
checked. 


As the main body filed off from this scene of action, and passed 
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down Welbeck Street, they came upon Gashford, who had been a 
witness of their proceedings, and was walking stealthily along the 
pavement. Keeping up with him, and yet not seeming to speak, 
Hugh muttered in his ear: 

“Ts this better, master?” 

““No,” said Gashford. ‘It is not.” 

“What would you have?” said Hugh. “Fevers are never at 
their height at once. They must get on by degrees.” 

*T would have you,” said Gashford, pinching his arm with such 
malevolence that his nails seemed to meet in the skin; “I would 
have you put some meaning into your work. Fools! Can you 
make no better bonfires than of rags and scraps? Can you burn 
nothing whole ?” 


“A little patience, master,” said Hugh. ‘Wait but a few 
hours, and you shall see. Look for a redness in the sky, to-morrow 
night.” 


With that, he fell back into his place beside Barnaby ; and 
when the secretary looked after him, both were lost in the crowd. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-THIRD. 


THe next day was ushered in by merry peals of bells, and by 
the firing of the Tower guns; flags were hoisted on many of the 
church-steeples ; the usual demonstrations were made in honour of 
the anniversary of the King’s birthday; and every man went about 
his pleasure or business as if the city were in perfect order, and 
there were no half-smouldering embers in its secret places which 
on the approach of night would kindle up again, and scatter ruin 
and dismay abroad. The leaders of the riot, rendered still more 
daring by the success of last night and by the booty they had 
acquired, kept steadily together, and only thought of implicating 
the mass of their followers so deeply that no hope of pardon or 
reward might tempt them to betray their more notorious confeder- 
ates into the hands of justice. 

Indeed, the sense of having gone too far to be forgiven, held 
the timid together no less than the bold. Many, who would 
readily. have pointed out the foremost rioters and given evidence 
against them, felt that escape by that means was hopeless, when 
their every act had been observed by scores of people who had 
taken no part in the disturbances; who had suffered in their 
persons, peace, or property, by the outrages of the mob; who 
would be most willing witnesses; and whom the government 
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would, no doubt, prefer to any King’s evidence that might be 
offered. Many of this class had deserted their usual occupations 
on the Saturday morning ; some had been seen by their employers, 
active in the tumult; others knew they must be suspected, and 
that they would be discharged if they returned; others had been 
desperate from the beginning, and comforted themselves with the 
homely proverb, that, being hanged at all, they might as well be 
hanged for a sheep as a lamb, They all hoped and believed, in a 
greater or less degree, that the government they seemed to have 
paralysed, would, in its terror, come to terms with them in the 
end, and suffer them to make their own conditions. The least 
sanguine among them reasoned with himself that, at the worst, 
they were too many to be all punished, and that he had as good a 
chance of escape as any other man. The great mass never reasoned 
or thought at all, but were stimulated by their own headlong 
passions, by poverty, by ignorance, by the love of mischief, and the 
hope of plunder. 

One other circumstance is worthy of remark ; and that is, that 
from the moment of their first outbreak at Westminster, every 
symptom of order or preconcerted arrangement among them 
vanished, When they divided into parties and ran to different 
quarters of the town, it was on the spontaneous suggestion of the 
moment. Each party swelled as it went along, like rivers as they 
roll towards the sea; new leaders sprang up as they were wanted, 
disappeared when the necessity was over, and reappeared at the 
next crisis, Each tumult took shape and form from the cireum- 
stances of the moment; sober workmen, going home from their 
day’s labour, were seen to cast down their baskets of tools and 
become rioters in an instant; mere boys on errands did the like. 
In a word, a moral plague ran through the city. The noise, and 
hurry, and excitement, had for hundreds and hundreds an attrac- 
tion they had no firmness to resist. The contagion spread like a 
dread fever: an infectious madness, as yet not near its height, 
seized on new victims every hour, and society began to tremble at 
their ravings. 

It was between two and three o’clock in the afternoon when 
Gashford looked into the lair described in the last chapter, and 
seeing only Barnaby and Dennis there, inquired for Hugh. 

He was out, Barnaby told him; had gone out more than an 
hour ago; and had not yet returned. 

“Dennis!” said the smiling secretary, in his smoothest voice, 
as he sat down cross-legged on a barrel, “ Dennis!” 

The hangman struggled into a sitting posture directly, and with 
his eyes wide open, looked towards him. 
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“How do you do, Dennis?” said Gashford, nodding. ‘I hope 
you have suffered no inconvenience from your late exertions, 
Dennis ?” 

“T always will say of you, Muster Gashford,” returned the 
hangman, staring at him, “that that ’ere quiet way of yours might 
almost wake a dead man. It is,” he added, with a muttered oath 
—still staring at him in a thoughtful manner—“ so awful sly !” 

“So distinct, eh Dennis ?” 

Distinct !” he answered, scratching his head, and keeping his 
eyes upon the secretary’s face; “‘I seem to hear it, Muster Gash- 
ford, in my wery bones.” 

“T am very glad your sense of hearing is so sharp, and that I 
succeed in making myself so intelligible,” said Gashford, in his 
unvarying, even tone. ‘‘ Where is your friend ?” 

Mr. Dennis looked round as in expectation of beholding him 
asleep upon his bed of straw; then remembering that he had seen 
him go out, replied : 

‘I can’t say where he is, Muster Gashford, I expected him 
back afore now. I hope it isn’t time that we was busy, Muster 
Gashford ?” 

“Nay,” said the secretary, “who should know that as well as 
you? How can J tell you, Dennis? You are perfect master of 
your own actions, you know, and accountable to nobody—except 
sometimes to the law, eh?” 

Dennis, who was very much baffled by the cool matter-of-course 
manner of this reply, recovered his self-possession on his profes- 
sional pursuits being referred to, and pointing towards Barnaby, 
shook his head and frowned. 

“Hush!” cried Barnaby. 

“Ah! Do hush about that, Muster Gashford,” said the 
hangman in a low voice, ‘‘ pop’lar prejudices—you always forget— 
well, Barnaby, my lad, what’s the matter?” 

“‘T hear him coming,” he answered: “‘Hark! Do you mark 
that? That’s his foot! Bless you, I know his step, and his dog’s 
too. Tramp, tramp, pit-pat, on they come together, and, ha ha 
ha !—and here they are!” he cried joyfully, welcoming Hugh 
with both hands, and then patting him fondly on the back, as if 
instead of being the rough companion he was, he had been one of 
the most prepossessing of men. ‘‘ Here he is, and safe too! Iam 
glad to see him back again, old Hugh!” 

“Tm a Turk if he don’t give me a warmer welcome always 
than any man of sense,” said Hugh, shaking hands with him with 
a kind of ferocious friendship, strange enough to see. ‘‘ How are 
you, boy?” 
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“Hearty !” cried Barnaby, waving his hat. ‘Ha ha ha! 
And merry too, Hugh! And ready to do anything for the good 
cause, and the right, and to help the kind, mild, pale-faced gentle- 
man—the lord they use so ill—eh, Hugh?” 

“Ay!” returned his friend, dropping his hand, and looking at 
Gashford for an instant with a changed expression before he spoke 
to him. ‘Good day, master !” 

“ And good day to you,” replied the secretary, nursing his leg. 
“ And many good days—whole years of them, I hope. You are 
heated.” 

“So would you have been, master,” said Hugh, wiping his face, 
“if youd been running here as fast as I have.” 

“You know the news, then? Yes, I supposed you would 
have heard it.” 

“ News! what news?” 

“You don’t?” cried Gashford, raising his eyebrows with an 
exclamation of surprise. ‘Dear me! Come; then I am the first 
to make you acquainted with vour distinguished position, after all. 
Do you see the King’s Arms a-top?” he smilingly asked, as he 
took a large paper from his pocket, unfolded it, and held it out for 
Hugh’s inspection. 

“Well!” said Hugh. ‘‘ What’s that to me?” 

“Much. <A great deal,” replied the secretary. ‘‘ Read it.” 

“T told you, the first time I saw you, that I couldn’t read,” 
said Hugh, impatiently. ‘‘What in the Devil’s name ’s inside 
of it?” 

“Tt is a proclamation from the King in Council,” said Gash- 
ford, “‘dated to-day, and offering a reward of five hundred pounds 
—five hundred pounds is a great deal of money, and a large 
temptation to some people—to any one who will discover the 
person or persons most active in demolishing those chapels on 
Saturday night.” 

“Ts that all?” cried Hugh, with an indifferent air. ‘I knew 
of that.” 

“Truly I might have known you did,” said Gashford, smiling, 
and folding up the document again. ‘“‘ Your friend, I might have 
guessed—indeed I did guess—was sure to tell you.” 

“My friend!” stammered Hugh, with an unsuccessful effort 
to appear surprised. ‘‘ What friend?” 

“Tut tut—do you suppose I don’t know where you have been ?” 
retorted Gashford, rubbing his hands, and beating the back of one 
on the palm of the other, and looking at him with a cunning eye. 
“How dull you think me! Shall I say his name?” 

“No,” said Hugh, with a hasty glance towards Dennis. 
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“You have also heard from him, no doubt,” resumed the 
secretary, after a moment’s pause, “that the rioters who have 
been taken (poor fellows) are committed for trial, and that some 
very active witnesses have bad the temerity to appear against 
them. Among others—” and here he clenched his teeth, as if he 
would suppress, by force, some violent words that rose upon his 
tongue ; and spoke very slowly. ‘‘Among others, a gentleman 
who saw the work going on in Warwick Street ; a Catholic gentle- 
man ; one Haredale.” 

Hugh would have prevented his uttering the word, but it was 
out already. Hearing the name, Barnaby turned swiftly round. 

“Duty, duty, bold Barnaby!” cried Hugh, assuming his 
wildest and most rapid manner, and thrusting into his hand his 
staff and flag which leant against the wall. “Mount guard 
without loss of time, for we are off upon our expedition. Up, 
Dennis, and get ready. Take care that no one turns the straw 
upon my bed, brave Barnaby; we know what’s underneath it— 
eh? Now, master, quick! What you have to say, say speedily, 
for the little captain and a cluster of ’em are in the fields, and 
only waiting for us. Sharp’s the word, and strike’s the action. 
Quick !” 

Barnaby was not proof against this bustle and despatch. The 
look of mingled astonishment and anger which had appeared in 
his face when he turned towards them, faded from it as the words 
passed from his memory, like breath from a polished mirror; and 
grasping the weapon which Hugh forced upon him, he proudly 
took his station at the door, beyond their hearing. 

“You might have spoiled our plans, master,” said Hugh. 
* You, too, of all men!” 

**Who would have supposed that he would be so quick?” 
urged Gashford. 

“He's as quick sometimes—I don’t mean with his hands, for 
that you know, but with his head—as you or any man,” said 
Hugh. ‘Dennis, it’s time we were going; they’re waiting for 
us; I came to tell you. Reach me my stick and belt. Here! 
Lend a hand, master. Fling this over my shoulder, and buckle it 
behind, will you?” 

“ Brisk as ever!” said the secretary, adjusting it for him as he 
desired. 

“A man need be brisk to-day ; there’s brisk work a-foot.” 

“There is, is there?” said Gashford. He said it with such a 
provoking assumption of ignorance, that Hugh, looking over his 
shoulder and angrily down upon him, replied : 

“Ts there! You know there is! Who knows better than 
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you, master, that the first great step to be taken is to make 
examples of these witnesses, and frighten all men from appearing 
against us or any of our body, any more?” 

“'There’s one we know of,” returned Gashford, with an ex- 
pressive smile, “who is at least as well informed upon that 
subject as you or I.” 

“If we mean the same gentleman, as I suppose we do,” Hugh 
rejoined softly, ‘I tell you this—he’s as good and quick informa- 
tion about everything as—” here he paused and looked round, as if 
to make quite sure that the person in question was not within 
hearing—‘“‘as Old Nick himself. Have you done that, master ? 
How slow you are!” 

“Tt’s quite fast now,” said Gashford, rising. ‘‘I say—you 
didn’t find that your friend disapproved of to-day’s little expedi- 
tion? Ha ha ha! It is fortunate it jumps so well with the 
witness’ policy ; for, once planned, it must have been carried out. 
And now you are going, eh?” 

“Now we are going, master!” Hugh replied. ‘Any parting 
words ?” 

“Oh dear, no,” said Gashford sweetly. ‘‘ None!” 

“You're sure ?” cried Hugh, nudging the grinning Dennis. 

“Quite sure, eh, Muster Gashford ?” chuckled the hangman, 

Gashford paused a moment, struggling with his caution and 
his malice ; then putting himself between the two men, and laying 
a hand upon the arm of each, said, in a cramped whisper : 

“Do not, my good friends—I am sure you will not—forget our 
talk one night—in your house, Dennis—about this person. No 
mercy, no quarter, no two beams of his house to be left standing 
where the builder placed them! Fire, the saying goes, is a good 
servant, but a bad master. Make it Avs master; he deserves no 
better. But I am sure you will be firm, I am sure you will be 
very resolute, I am sure you will remember that he thirsts for 
your lives, and those of all your brave companions. If you ever 
acted like staunch fellows, you will do so to-day. Won’t you, 
Dennis—won’t you, Hugh?” 

The two looked at him, and at each other; then bursting 
into a roar of laughter, brandished their staves above their heads, 
shook hands, and hurried out. 

When they had been gone a little time, Gashford followed. 
They were yet in sight, and hastening to that part of the adjacent 
fields in which their fellows had already mustered; Hugh was 
looking back, and flourishing his hat to Barnaby, who, delighted 
with his trust, replied in the same manner, and then resumed his 
pacing up and down before the stable-door, where his feet had 
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worn a path already. And when Gashford himself was far distant, 
and looked back for the last time, he was still walking to and fro, 
with the same measured tread ; the most devoted and the blithest 
champion that ever maintained a post, and felt his heart lifted 
up with a brave sense of duty, and determination to defend it to the 
last. 

Smiling at the simplicity of the poor idiot, Gashford betook 
himself to Welbeck Street by a different path from that which he 
knew the rioters would take, and sitting down behind a curtain in 
one of the upper windows of Lord George Gordon’s house, waited 
impatiently for their coming. They were so long, that although 
he knew it had been settled they should come that way, he had a 
misgiving they must have changed their plans and taken some 
other route. But at length the roar of voices was heard in the 
neighbouring fields, and soon afterwards they came thronging past, 
in a great body. 

However, they were not all, nor nearly all, in one body, but 
were, as he soon found, divided into four parties, each of which 
stopped before the house to give three cheers, and then went on ; 
the leaders crying out in what direction they were going, and 
calling on the spectators to join them. The first detachment, 
carrying, by way of banners, some relics of the havoc they had 
made in Moorfields, proclaimed that they were on their way to 
Chelsea, whence they would return in the same order, to make of 
the spoil they bore, a great bonfire, near at hand. The second 
gave out that they were bound for Wapping, to destroy a chapel ; 
the third, that their place of destination was East Smithfield, and 
their object the same. All this was done in broad, bright, summer 
day. Gay carriages and chairs stopped to let them pass, or turned 
back to avoid them; people on foot stood aside in doorways, or 
perhaps knocked and begged permission to stand at a window, or 
in the hall, until the rioters had passed: but nobody interfered 
with them ; and directly they had gone by, everything went on as 
usual. 

There still remained the fourth body, and for that the secretary 
looked with a most intense eagerness. At last it came up. It 
was numerous, and composed of picked men; for as he gazed 
down among them, he recognised many upturned faces which he 
knew well—those of Simon Tappertit, Hugh, and Dennis in the 
front, of course. They halted and cheered, as the others had done ; 
but when they moved again, they did not, like them, proclaim 
what design they had. Hugh merely raised his hat upon the 
bludgeon he carried, and glancing at a spectator on the opposite 
side of the way, was gone. 
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Gashford followed the direction of his glance instinctively, and 
saw, standing on the pavement, and wearing the blue cockade, 
Sir John Chester. He held his hat an inch or two above his 
head, to propitiate the mob ; and, resting gracefully on his cane, 
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smiling pleasantly, and displaying his dress and person to the very 
best advantage, looked on in the most tranquil state imaginable. 
For all that, and quick and dexterous as he was, Gashford had 
seen him recognise Hugh with the air of a patron. He had no 
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longer any eyes for the crowd, but fixed his keen regards upon Sir 
John. 

He stood in the same place and posture, until the last man in 
the concourse had turned the corner of the street; then very 
deliberately took the blue cockade out of his hat ; put it carefully 
in his pocket, ready for the next emergency ; refreshed himself 
with a pinch of snuff; put up his box; and was walking slowly 
off, when a passing carriage stopped, and a lady’s hand let down 
the glass. Sir John’s hat was off again immediately. After a 
minute’s conversation at the carriage-window, in which it was 
apparent that he was vastly entertaining on the subject of the 
mob, he stepped lightly in, and was driven away. 

The secretary smiled, but he had other thoughts to dwell upon, 
and soon dismissed the topic. Dinner was brought him, but he 
sent it down untasted; and, in restless pacings up and down the 
room, and constant glances at the clock, and many futile efforts to 
sit down and read, or go to sleep, or look out of the window, 
consumed four weary hours. When the dial told him thus much 
time had crept away, he stole up stairs to the top of the house, 
and coming out upon the roof sat down, with his face towards the 
east. 

Heedless of the fresh air that blew upon his heated brow, of 
the pleasant meadows from which he turned, of the piles of roofs 
and chimneys upon which he looked, of the smoke and rising mist 
he vainly sought to pierce, of the shrill cries of children at their 
evening sports, the distant hum and turmoil of the town, the 
cheerful country breath that rustled past to meet it, and to droop, 
and die ; he watched, and watched, till it was dark—save for the 
specks of light that twinkled in the streets below and far away— 
and, as the darkness deepened, strained his gaze and grew more 
eager yet. 

“Nothing but gloom in that direction, still!” he muttered 
restlessly. ‘Dog! where is the redness in the sky, you promised 
me!” 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FOURTH. 


Rumoors of the prevailing disturbances had by this time begun 
to be pretty generally circulated through the towns and villages 
round London, and the tidings were everywhere received with that 
appetite for the marvellous and love of the terrible which have 
probably been among the natural characteristics of mankind since 
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the creation of the world. These accounts, however, appeared, to 
many persons at that day, as they would to us at the present, but 
that we know them to be matter of history, so monstrous and 
improbable, that a great number of those who were resident at a 
distance, and who were credulous enough on other points, were 
really unable to bring their minds to believe that such things 
could be; and rejected the intelligence they received on all hands, 
as wholly fabulous and absurd. 

Mr. Willet—not so much, perhaps, on account of his having 
argued and settled the matter with himself, as by reason of his 
constitutional obstinacy—was one of those who positively refused 
to entertain the current topic fora moment. On this very evening, 
and perhaps at the very time when Gashford kept his solitary 
watch, old John was so red in the face with perpetually shaking 
his head in contradiction of his three ancient cronies and pot 
companions, that he was quite a phenomenon to behold; and 
lighted up the Maypole porch wherein they sat together, like a 
monstrous carbuncle in a fairy tale. 

“Do you think, Sir,” said Mr. Willet, looking hard at Solomon 
Daisy—for it was his custom in cases of personal altercation to 
fasten upon the smallest man in the party—‘‘do you think, Sir, 
that ’'m a born fool?” 

“No, no, Johnny,” returned Solomon, looking round upon the 
little circle of which he formed a part: ‘‘ We all know better than 
that. You're no fool, Johnny. No, no!” 

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes shook their heads in unison, mutter- 
ing, “No, no, Johnny, not you!” But as such compliments had 
usually the effect of making Mr. Willet rather more dogged than 
before, he surveyed them with a look of deep disdain, and returned 
for answer : 

“Then what do you mean by coming here, and telling me that 
this evening yow’re a going to walk up to London together—you 
three—you—and have the evidence of your own senses? An’t,” 
said Mr. Willet, putting his pipe in his mouth with an air of 
solemn disgust, “an’t the evidence of my senses enough for you ?” 

“But we haven’t got it, Johnny,” pleaded Parkes, humbly. 

“You haven’t got it, Sir?” repeated Mr. Willet, eyeing him 
from top to toe. ‘You haven’t got it, Sir? You have got it, 
Sir. Don’t I tell you that His blessed Majesty King George the 
Third would no more stand a rioting and rollicking in his streets, 
than he’d stand being crowed over by his own Parliament ?” 

“Yes, Johnny, but that’s your sense—not your senses,” said 
the adventurous Mr. Parkes. 


“How do you know,” retorted John with great dignity. 
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“Youre a contradicting pretty free, you are, Sir. How do you 
know which it is? I’m not aware I ever told you, Sir.” 

Mr. Parkes, finding himself in the position of having got into 
metaphysics without exactly seeing his way out of them, stammered 
forth an apology and retreated from the argument. ‘There then 
ensued a silence of some ten minutes or quarter of an hour, at the 
expiration of which period Mr. Willet was observed to rumble and 
shake with laughter, and presently remarked, in reference to his 
late adversary, “‘that he hoped he had tackled him enough.” 
Thereupon Messrs. Cobb and Daisy laughed, and nodded, and 
Parkes was looked upon as thoroughly and effectually put down. 

“Do you suppose if all this was true, that Mr. Haredale would 
be constantly away from home, as he is?” said John, after another 
silence. ‘Do you think he wouldn’t be afraid to leave his house 
with them two young women in it, and only a couple of men, 
or so?” 

“ Ay, but then you know,” returned Solomon Daisy, “his house 
is a goodish way out of London, and they do say that the rioters 
won't go more than two mile, or three at the farthest, off the 
stones. Besides, you know, some of the Catholic gentlefolks have 
actually sent trinkets and such-like down here for safety—at least, 
so the story goes.” 

“The story goes!” said Mr. Willet testily. ‘‘ Yes, Sir. The 
story goes that you saw a ghost last March. But nobody believes 
Si 

“Well!” said Solomon, rising, to divert the attention of his 
two friends, who tittered at this retort: ‘believed or disbelieved, 
it’s true ; and true or not, if we mean to go to London, we must 
be going at once. So shake hands, Johnny, and good night.” 

“*T shall shake hands,” returned the landlord, putting his into 
his pockets, ‘‘ with no man as goes to London on such nonsensical 
errands.” 

The three cronies were therefore reduced to the necessity of 
shaking his elbows ; having performed that ceremony, and brought 
from the house their hats, and sticks, and great-coats, they bade 
him good night and departed; promising to bring him on the 
morrow full and true accounts of the real state of the city, and if 
it were quiet, to give him the full merit of his victory. 

John Willet looked after them, as they plodded along the road 
in the rich glow of a summer evening; and knocking the ashes 
out of his pipe, laughed inwardly at their folly, until his sides 
were sore. When he had quite exhausted himself—which took 
some time, for he laughed as slowly as he thought and spoke—he 
sat himself comfortably with his back to the house, put his legs 
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upon the bench, then his apron over his face, and fell sound 
asleep. 

How long he slept, matters not ; but it was for no brief space, 
for when he awoke, the rich light had faded, the sombre hues of 
night were falling fast upon the landscape, and a few bright stars 
were already twinkling over-head. The birds were all at roost, the 
daisies on the green had closed their fairy hoods, the honeysuckle 
twining round the porch exhaled its perfume in a twofold degree, 
as though it lost its coyness at that silent time and loved to shed 
its fragrance on the night; the ivy scarcely stirred its deep green 
leaves. How tranquil, and how beautiful it was ! 

Was there no sound in the air, besides the gentle rustling of 
the trees and the grasshopper’s merry chirp? Hark! Something 
very faint and distant, not unlike the murmuring in a sea-shell. 
Now it grew louder, fainter now, and now it altogether died away. 
Presently—it came again, subsided, came once more, grew louder, 
fainter—swelled into a roar. It was on the road, and varied with 
its windings. All at once it burst with a distinct sound—the 
voices, and the tramping feet of many men. 

It is questionable whether old John Willet, even then, would 
have thought of the rioters, but for the cries of his cook and 
housemaid, who ran screaming up stairs and locked themselves into 
one of the old garrets,—shrieking dismally when they had done 
so, by way of rendering their place of refuge perfectly secret and 
secure. These two females did afterwards depone that Mr. Willet 
in his consternation uttered but one word, and called that up the 
stairs in a stentorian voice, six distinct times. But as this word 
was a monosyllable, which, however inoffensive when applied to 
the quadruped it denotes, is highly reprehensible when used in 
connexion with females of unimpeachable character, many persons 
were inclined to believe that the young women laboured under 
some hallucination caused by excessive fear; and that their ears 
deceived them. 

Be this as it may, John Willet, in whom the very uttermost 
extent of dull-headed perplexity supplied the place of courage, 
stationed himself in the porch, and waited for their coming up. 
Once, it dimly occurred to him that there was a kind of door to 
the house, which had a lock and bolts; and at the same time 
some shadowy ideas of shutters to the lower windows, flitted 
through his brain. But he stood stock still, looking down the 
road in the direction in which the noise was rapidly advancing, 
and did not so much as take his hands out of his pockets. 

He had not to wait long. A dark mass, looming through a 
cloud of dust, soon became visible ; the mob quickened their pace : 
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shouting and whooping like savages, they came rushing on pell- 
mell ; and in a few seconds he was bandied from hand to hand, in 
the heart of a crowd of men. 

“Halloa!” cried a voice he knew, as the man who spoke came 
cleaving through the throng. ‘Where is he? Give him to me. 
Don’t hurt him. How now, old Jack! Ha haha!” 

Mr. Willet looked at him, and saw it was Hugh; but he said 
nothing, and thought nothing. 

“These lads are thirsty and must drink!” cried Hugh, thrust- 
ing him back towards the house. ‘Bustle, Jack, bustle. Show 


us the best—the very best—the over-proof that you keep for your 
own drinking, Jack !” 

John faintly articulated the words, ‘‘ Who’s to pay?” 

“He says ‘Who's to pay?’” cried Hugh, with a roar of 
laughter which was loudly echoed by the crowd. Then turning 
to John, he added, “Pay! Why, nobody.” 

John stared round at the mass of faces—some grinning, some 
fierce, some lighted up by torches, some indistinct, some dusky 
and shadowy: some looking at him, some at his house, some at 
each other—and while he was, as he thought, in the very act of 
doing so, found himself, without any consciousness of having 
moved, in the bar; sitting down in an arm-chair, and watching 


394 BARNABY RUDGE. 


the destruction of his property, as if it were some queer play or 
entertainment, of an astonishing and stupefying nature, but having 
no reference to himself—that he could make out—at all. 

Yes. Here was the bar—the bar that the boldest never 
entered without special invitation—the sanctuary, the mystery, 
the hallowed ground: here it was, crammed with men, clubs, 
sticks, torches, pistols; filled with a deafening noise, oaths, shouts, 
screams, hootings ; changed all at once into a bear-garden, a mad- 
house, an infernal temple: men darting in and out, by door and 
window, smashing the glass, turning the taps, drinking liquor out 
of china punchbowls, sitting astride of casks, smoking private and 
personal pipes, cutting down the sacred grove of lemons, hacking 
and hewing at the celebrated cheese, breaking open inviolable 
drawers, putting things in their pockets which didn’t belong to 
them, dividing his own money before his own eyes, wantonly 
wasting, breaking, pulling down and tearing up: nothing quiet, 
nothing private: men everywhere—above, below, overhead, in the 
bedrooms, in the kitchen, in the yard, in the stables—clambering 
in at windows when there were doors wide open ; dropping out of 
windows when the stairs were handy ; leaping over the bannisters 
into chasms of passages: new faces and figures presenting them- 
selves every instant—some yelling, some singing, some fighting, 
some breaking glass and crockery, some laying the dust with the 
liquor they couldn’t drink, some ringing the bells till they pulled 
them down, others beating them with pokers till they beat them 
into fragments : more men still—more, more, more—swarming on 
like insects: noise, smoke, light, darkness, frolic, anger, laughter, 
groans, plunder, fear, and ruin ! 

Nearly all the time while John looked on at this bewildering 
scene, Hugh kept near him; and though he was the loudest, 
wildest, most destructive villain there, he saved his old master’s 
bones a score of times. Nay, even when Mr. Tappertit, excited 
by liquor, came up, and in assertion of his prerogative politely 
kicked John Willet on the shins, Hugh bade him return the 
compliment ; and if old John had had sufficient presence of mind 
to understand this whispered direction, and to profit by it, he 
might no doubt, under Hugh’s protection, have done so with 
impunity. 

At length the band began to re-assemble outside the house, 
and to call to those within, to join them, for they were losing 
time. These murmurs increasing, and attaining a very high pitch, 
Hugh, and some of those who yet lingered in the bar, and who 
plainly were the leaders of the troop, took counsel together apart 
as to what was to be done with John, to keep him quiet until 
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their Chigwell work was over. Some proposed to set the house 
on fire and leave him in it; others, that he should be reduced to 
a state of temporary insensibility, by knocking on the head ; 
others, that he should be sworn to sit where he was until to- 
morrow at the same hour ; others again, that he should be gagged 
and taken off with them, under a sufficient guard. All these 
propositions being overruled, it was concluded, at last, to bind 
him in his chair, and the word was passed for Dennis. 

‘* Look’ee here, Jack!” said Hugh, striding up to him: “ We’re 
going to tie you, hand and foot, but otherwise you won’t be hurt. 
D’ye hear?” 

John Willet looked at another man, as if he didn’t know which 
was the speaker, and muttered something about an ordinary every 
Sunday at two o’clock. 

“You won’t be hurt I tell you, Jack—do you hear me?” roared 
Hugh, impressing the assurance upon him by means of a heavy 
blow on the back. ‘‘ He’s so dead scared, he’s wool-gathering, I 
think, Ha ha! Give him a drop of something to drink here. 
Hand over, one of you.” 

A glass of liquor being passed forward, Hugh poured the 
contents down old John’s throat. Mr. Willet feebly smacked his 
lips, thrust his hand into his pocket, and inquired what was to 
pay ; adding, as he looked vacantly round, that he believed there 
was a trifle of broken glass— 

“ He’s out of his senses for the time, it’s my belief,” said Hugh, 
after shaking him, without any visible effect upon his system, 
until his keys rattled in his pocket. 

“ Where’s that Dennis ?” 

The word was again passed, and presently Mr. Dennis, with a 
long cord bound about his middle, something after the manner of 
a friar, came hurrying in, attended by a body-guard of half-a-dozen 
of his men. 

“Come! Be alive here!” cried Hugh, stamping his foot upon 
the ground. ‘Make haste!” 

Dennis, with a wink and a nod, unwound the cord from about his 
person, and raising his eyes to the ceiling, looked all over it, and 
round the walls and cornice, with a curious eye; then shook his head. 

“ Move, man, can’t you!” cried Hugh, with another impatient 
stamp of his foot. “Are we to wait here till the cry has gone for 
ten miles round, and our work’s interrupted ?” 

“‘Tt’s all very fine talking, brother,” answered Dennis, stepping 
towards him ; ‘‘ but unless—” and here he whispered in his ear— 
“unless we do it over the door, it can’t be done at all in this here 
room.” 
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“What can’t?” Hugh demanded. 

“What can’t!” retorted Dennis. “Why, the old man can’t.” 

“Why, you weren’t going to hang him?” cried Hugh. 

‘“‘No, brother!” returned the hangman with a stare. “ What 
else 2” 

Hugh made no answer, but snatching the rope from his com- 
panion’s hand, proceeded to bind old John himself; but his very 
first move was so bungling and unskilful, that Mr. Dennis entreated, 
almost with tears in his eyes, that he might be permitted to per- 
form the duty. Hugh consenting, he achieved it in a twinkling. 

“There!” he said, looking mournfully at John Willet, who 
displayed no more emotion in his bonds than he had shown out of 
them. ‘That’s what I call pretty and workmanlike. He’s quite 
a picter now. But, brother, just a word with you—now that he’s 
ready trussed, as one may say, wouldn’t it be better for all parties 
if we was to work him off? It would read uncommon well in the 
newspapers, it would indeed. The public would think a great 
deal more on us!” 

Hugh, inferring what his companion meant, rather from his 
gestures than his technical mode of expressing himself (to which, 
as he was ignorant of his calling, he wanted the clue), rejected 
this proposition for the second time, and gave the word ‘‘ Forward !” 
which was echoed by a hundred voices from without. 

“To the Warren!” shouted Dennis as he ran out, followed by 
the rest. ‘‘ A witness’s house, my lads!” 

A loud yell followed, and the whole throng hurried off, mad 
for pillage and destruction. Hugh lingered behind for a few 
moments to stimulate himself with more drink, and to set all the 
taps running, a few of which had accidentally been spared ; then, 
glancing round the despoiled and plundered room, through whose 
shattered window the rioters had thrust the Maypole itself,—for 
even that had been sawn down,—lighted a torch, clapped the 
mute and motionless John Willet on the back, and waving it 
above his head, and uttering a fierce shout, hastened after his 
companions. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FIFTH. 


Joun WixxeET, left alone in his dismantled bar, continued to 
sit staring about him; awake as to his eyes, certainly, but with 
all his powers of reason and reflection in a sound and dreamless 
sleep. He looked round upon the room which had been for years, 
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and was within an hour ago, the pride of his heart; and not a 
muscle of his face was moved, The night, without, looked black 
and cold through the dreary gaps in the casement; the precious 
liquids, now nearly leaked away, dripped with a hollow sound upon 
the floor; the Maypole peered ruefully in through the broken 
window, like the bowsprit of a wrecked ship; the ground might 
have been the bottom of the sea, it was so strewn with precious 
fragments. Currents of air rushed in, as the old doors jarred and 
creaked upon their hinges ; the candles flickered and guttered down, 
and made long winding-sheets ; the cheery deep-red curtains flapped 
and fluttered idly in the wind; even the stout Dutch kegs, over- 
thrown and lying empty in dark corners, seemed the mere husks 
of good fellows whose jollity had departed, and who could kindle 
with a friendly glow no more. John saw this desolation, and yet 
saw it not. He was perfectly contented to sit there staring at it, 
and felt no more indignation or discomfort in his bonds than if 
they had been robes of honour. So far as he was personally con- 
cerned, old Time lay snoring, and the world stood still. 

Save for the dripping from the barrels, the rustling of such 
light fragments of destruction as the wind affected, and the dull 
creaking of the open doors, all was profoundly quiet: indeed these 
sounds, like the ticking of the death-watch in the night, only made 
the silence they invaded deeper and more apparent. But quiet or 
noisy, it was all one to John. If a train of heavy artillery could 
have come up and commenced ball practice outside the window, it 
would have been all the same to him. He was a long way beyond 
surprise. A ghost couldn’t have overtaken him. 

By and by he heard a footstep—a hurried, and yet cautious 
footstep—coming on towards the house. It stopped, advanced 
again, then seemed to go quite round it. Having done that, it 
came beneath the window, and a head looked in. 

It was strongly relieved against the darkness outside by the 
glare of the guttering candles. A pale, worn, withered face ; the 
eyes—but that was owing to its gaunt condition—unnaturally 
large and bright ; the hair a grizzled black. It gave a searching 
glance all round the room, and a deep voice said : 

“ Are you alone in this house ?” 

John made no sign, though the question was repeated twice, 
and he heard it distinctly. After a moment’s pause, the man got 
in at the window. John was not at all surprised at this, either. 
There had been so much getting in and out of window in the 
course of the last hour or so, that he had quite forgotten the door, 
and seemed to have lived among such exercises from infancy. 

The man wore a large, dark, faded cloak, and a slouched hat ; 
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he walked up close to John, and looked at him. John returned 
the compliment with interest. 

“ How long have you been sitting thus?” said the man, 

John considered, but nothing came of it. 

‘“‘Which way have the party gone?” 

Some wandering speculations relative to the fashion of the 
stranger’s boots, got into Mr. Willet’s mind by some accident or 
other, but they got out again in a hurry, and left him in his 
former state. 

“You would do well to speak,” said the man: ‘‘you may keep a 


whole skin, though you have nothing else left that can be hurt. 
Which way have the party gone?” 

“That!” said John, finding his voice all at once, and nodding 
with perfect good faith—he couldn’t point; he was so tightly 
bound—in exactly the opposite direction to the right one. 

“You lie!” said the man angrily, and with a threatening 
gesture. “TI came that way. You would betray me.” 

It was so evident that John’s imperturbability was not assumed, 
but was the result of the late proceedings under his roof, that the 


man stayed his hand in the very act of striking him, and turned 
away. 
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John looked after him without so much as a twitch in a single 
nerve of his face. He seized a glass, and holding it under one of 
the little casks until a few drops were collected, drank them 
greedily off; then dashing it down upon the floor impatiently, he 
took the vessel in his hands and drained it into his throat. Some 
scraps of bread and meat were scattered about, and on these he 
fell next ; eating them with great voracity, and pausing every now 
and then to listen for some fancied noise outside. When he had 
refreshed himself in this manner with violent haste, and raised 
another barrel to his lips, he pulled his hat upon his brow as 
though he were about to leave the house, and turned to John. 

‘‘ Where are your servants ?” 

Mr. Willet indistinctly remembered to have heard the rioters 
calling to them to throw the key of the room in which they were, 
out of window, for their keeping. He therefore replied, ‘‘ Locked 
up.” 

‘Well for them if they remain quiet, and well for you if you do 
the like,” said the man. ‘‘ Now show me the way the party went.” 

This time Mr, Willet indicated it correctly. The man was 
hurrying to the door, when suddenly there came towards them on 
the wind, the loud and rapid tolling of an alarm-bell, and then a 
bright and vivid glare streamed up, which illumined, not only the 
whole chamber, but all the country. 

It was not the sudden change from darkness to this dreadful 
light, it was not the sound of distant shrieks and shouts of 
triumph, it was not this dread invasion of the serenity and peace 
of night, that drove the man back as though a thunderbolt had 
struck him. It was the Bell. If the ghastliest shape the human 
mind has ever pictured in its wildest dreams had risen up before 
him, he could not have staggered backward from its touch, as he 
did from the first sound of that loud iron voice. With eyes that 
started from his head, his limbs convulsed, his face most horrible 
to see, he raised one arm high up into the air, and holding some- 
thing visionary, back and down, with his other hand, drove at it 
as though he held a knife and stabbed it to the heart. He 
clutched his hair, and stopped his ears, and travelled madly round 
and round; then gave a frightful cry, and with it rushed away: 
still, still, the Bell tolled on and seemed to follow him-—louder 
and louder, hotter and hotter yet. The glare grew brighter, the 
roar of voices deeper ; the crash of heavy bodies falling, shook the 
air; bright streams of sparks rose up into the sky; but louder 
than them all—rising faster far, to Heaven—a million times more 
fierce and furious—pouring forth dreadful secrets after its long 
silence—speaking the language of the dead—the Bell—the Bell! 
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What hunt of spectres could surpass that dread pursuit and 
flight! Had there been a legion of them on his track, he could 
have better borne it. They would have had a beginning and an 
end, but here all space was full. The one pursuing voice was 
everywhere: it sounded in the earth, the air; shook the long 
grass, and howled among the trembling trees. The echoes caught 
it up, the owls hooted as it flew upon the breeze, the nightingale 
was silent and hid herself among the thickest boughs: it seemed 
to goad and urge the angry fire, and lash it into madness; every- 
thing was steeped in one prevailing red ; the glow was everywhere ; 
nature was drenched in blood: still the remorseless crying of that 
awful voice—the Bell, the Bell! 

It ceased; but not in his ears. The knell was at his heart. 
No work of man had ever voice like that which sounded there, 
and warned him that it cried unceasingly to Heaven. Who could 
hear that bell, and not know what it said! There was murder in 
its every note—cruel, relentless, savage murder—the murder of a 
confiding man, by one who held his every trust. Its ringing 
summoned phantoms from their graves. What face was that, in 
which a friendly smile changed to a look of half incredulous horror, 
which stiffened for a moment into one of pain, then changed again 
into an imploring glance at Heaven, and so fell idly down with 
upturned eyes, like the dead stags he had often peeped at when a 
little child: shrinking and shuddering—there was a dreadful thing 
to think of now !—and clinging to an apron as he looked! He 
sank upon the ground, and grovelling down as if he would dig 
himself a place to hide in, covered his face and ears; but no, no, 
no—a hundred walls and roofs of brass would not shut out that 
bell, for in it spoke the wrathful voice of God, and from that, the 
whole wide universe could not afford a refuge ! 

While he rushed up and down, not knowing where to turn, 
and while he lay crouching there, the work went briskly on indeed. 
When they left the Maypole, the rioters formed into a solid body, 
and advanced at a quick pace to the Warren. Rumour of their 
approach having gone before, they found the garden doors fast 
closed, the windows made secure, and the house profoundly dark : 
not a light being visible in any portion of the building. After 
some fruitless ringing at the bells, and beating at the iron gates, 
they drew off a few paces to reconnoitre, and confer upon the 
course it would be best to take. 

Very little conference was needed, when all were bent upon one 
desperate purpose, infuriated with liquor, and flushed with suc- 
cessful riot. The word being given to surround the house, some 
climbed the gates, or dropped into the shallow trench and scaled 
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the garden wall, while others pulled down the solid iron fence, and 
while they made a breach to enter by, made deadly weapons of the 
bars. The house being completely encircled, a small number of 
men were despatched to break open a tool-shed in the garden; 
and during their absence on this errand, the remainder contented 
themselves with knocking violently at the doors, and calling to 
those within, to come down and open them on peril of their lives. 

No answer being returned to this repeated summons, and the 
detachment who had been sent away, coming back with an accession 
of pickaxes, spades, and hoes, they,—together with those who had 
such arms already, or carried (as many did) axes, poles, and crow- 
bars,—struggled into the foremost rank, ready to beset the doors 
and windows. They had not at this time more than a dozen 
lighted torches among them; but when these preparations were 
completed, flaming links were distributed and passed from hand to 
hand with such rapidity, that, in a minute’s time, at least two- 
thirds of the whole roaring mass bore, each man in his hand, a 
blazing brand. Whirling these about their heads they raised a 
loud shout, and fell to work upon the doors and windows. 

Amidst the clattering of heavy blows, the rattling of broken 
glass, the cries and execrations of the mob, and all the din and 
turmoil of the scene, Hugh and his friends kept together at the 
turret door where Mr. Haredale had last admitted him and old 
John Willet ; and spent their united force on that. It was a 
strong old oaken door, guarded by good bolts and a heavy bar, 
but it soon went crashing in upon the narrow stairs behind, and 
made, as it were, a platform to facilitate their tearing up into the 
rooms above. Almost at the same moment, a dozen other points 
were forced, and at every one the crowd poured in like water. 

A few armed servant-men were posted in the hall, and when 
the rioters forced an entrance there, they fired some half-a-dozen 
shots. But these taking no effect, and the concourse coming on 
like an army of devils, they only thought of consulting their own 
safety, and retreated, echoing their assailants’ cries, and hoping in 
the confusion to be taken for rioters themselves; in which stratagem 
they succeeded, with the exception of one old man who was never 
heard of again, and was said to have had his brains beaten out 
with an iron bar (one of his fellows reported that he had seen the 
old man fall), and to have been afterwards burnt in the flames. 

The besiegers being now in complete possession of the house, 
spread themselves over it from garret to cellar, and plied their 
demon labours fiercely. While some small parties kindled bonfires 
underneath the windows, others broke up the furniture and cast 
the fragments down to feed the flames below ; where the apertures 
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in the wall (windows no longer) were large enough, they hurled 
out tables, chests of drawers, beds, mirrors, pictures, and flung 
them whole into the fire ; while every fresh addition to the blazing 
masses was received with shouts, and howls, and yells, which added 
new and dismal terrors to the conflagration. Those who had axes 
and had spent their fury on the movables, chopped and tore down 
the doors and window-frames, broke up the flooring, hewed away 
the rafters, and buried men who lingered in the upper rooms, in 
heaps of ruins. Some searched the drawers, the chests, the boxes, 
writing-desks, and closets, for jewels, plate, and money; while 
others less mindful of gain and more mad for destruction, cast 
their whole contents into the court-yard without examination, and 
called to those below, to heap them on the blaze. Men who had 
been into the cellars, and had staved the casks, rushed to and fro 
stark mad, setting fire to all they saw—often to the dresses of their 
own friends—and kindling the building in so many parts that some 
had no time for escape, and were seen, with drooping hands and 
blackened faces, hanging senseless on the window-sills to which 
they had crawled, until they were sucked and drawn into the 
burning gulf. The more the fire crackled and raged, the wilder 
and more cruel the men grew; as though moving in that 
element they became fiends, and changed their earthly nature 
for the qualities that give delight in hell. 

The burning pile, revealing rooms and passages red hot, through 
gaps made in the crumbling walls ; the tributary fires that licked 
the outer bricks and stones, with their long-forked tongues, and 
ran up to meet the glowing mass within; the shining of the 
flames upon the villains who looked on and fed them ; the roaring 
of the angry blaze, so bright and high that it seemed in its 
rapacity to have swallowed up the very smoke; the living flakes 
the wind bore rapidly away and hurried on with, like a storm of 
fiery snow ; the noiseless breaking of great beams of wood, which 
fell like feathers on the heap of ashes, and crumbled in the very 
act to sparks and powder; the lurid tinge that overspread the 
sky, and the darkness, very deep by contrast, which prevailed 
around ; the exposure to the coarse, common gaze, of every little 
nook which usages of home had made a sacred place, and the 
destruction by rude hands of every little household favourite 
which old associations made a dear and precious thing: all this 
taking place—not among pitying looks and friendly murmurs of 
compassion, but brutal shouts and exultations, which seemed to 
make the very rats who stood by the old house too long, creatures 
with some claim upon the pity and regard of those its roof had 
sheltered :—combined to form a scene never to be forgotten by 
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those who saw it and were not actors in the work, so long as life 
endured. 

And who were they? The alarm-bell rang—and it was pulled 
by no faint or hesitating hands—for a long time; but not a soul 
was seen. Some of the insurgents said that when it ceased, they 
heard the shrieks of women, and saw some garments fluttering in 
the air, as a party of men bore away no unresisting burdens. No 
one could say that this was true or false, in such an uproar; but 
where was Hugh? Who among them had seen him, since the 
forcing of the doors? The cry spread through the body. Where 
was Hugh ? 

“Here!” he hoarsely cried, appearing from the darkness ; out 
of breath, and blackened with the smoke. ‘‘We have done all 
we can ; the fire is burning itself out ; and even the corners where 
it hasn’t spread, are nothing but heaps of ruins. Disperse, my 
lads, while the coast’s clear; get back by different ways; and 
meet as usual!” With that he disappeared again,—contrary to 
his wont, for he was always first to advance, and last to go away, 
—leaving them to follow homewards as they would. 

It was not an easy task to draw off such a throng. If Bedlam 
gates had been flung open wide, there would not have issued forth 
such maniacs as the frenzy of that night had made. There were 
men there, who danced and trampled on the beds of flowers as 
though they trod down human enemies, and wrenched them from 
the stalks, like savages who twisted human necks. There were 
men who cast their lighted torches in the air, and suffered them 
to fall upon their heads and faces, blistering the skin with deep 
unseemly burns. There were men who rushed up to the fire, and 
paddled in it with their hands as if in water ; and others who were 
restrained by force from plunging in, to gratify their deadly 
longing. On the skull of one drunken lad—not twenty, by his 
looks—who lay upon the ground with a bottle to his mouth, the 
lead from the roof came streaming down in a shower of liquid 
fire, white hot; melting his head like wax. When the scattered 
parties were collected, men—living yet, but singed as with hot 
irons—were plucked out of the cellars, and carried off upon the 
shoulders of others, who strove to wake them as they went along, 
with ribald jokes, and left them, dead, in the passages of hospitals. 
But of all the howling throng not one learnt mercy from, or 
sickened at, these sights; nor was the fierce, besotted, senseless 
rage of one man glutted. 

Slowly, and in small clusters, with hoarse hurrahs and 
repetitions of their usual cry, the assembly dropped away. The 
last few red-eyed stragglers reeled after those who had gone before ; 
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the distant noise of men calling to each other, and whistling for 
others whom they missed, grew fainter and fainter ; at length even 
these sounds died away, and silence reigned alone. 

Silence indeed! The glare of the flames had sunk into a 
fitful, flashing light; and the gentle stars, invisible till now, 
looked down upon the blackening heap. A dull smoke hung upon 
the ruin, as though to hide it from those eyes of Heaven; and 
the wind forbore to move it. Bare walls, roof open to the sky— 
chambers, where the beloved dead had, many and many a fair 
day, risen to new life and energy ; where so many dear ones had 
been sad and merry ; which were connected with so many thoughts 
and hopes, regrets and changes—all gone. Nothing left but a 
dull and dreary blank—a smouldering heap of dust and ashes— 
the silence and solitude of utter desolation. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SIXTH. 


THE Maypole cronies, little dreaming of the change so soon 
to come upon their favourite haunt, struck through the Forest path 
upon their way to London; and avoiding the main road, which 
was hot and dusty, kept to the by-paths and the fields. As they 
drew nearer to their destination, they began to make inquiries of 
the people whom they passed, concerning the riots, and the truth 
or falsehood of the stories they had heard. The answers went far 
beyond any intelligence that had spread to quiet Chigwell. One 
man told them that that afternoon the Guards, conveying to 
Newgate some rioters who had been re-examined, had been set 
upon by the mob and compelled to retreat; another, that the 
houses of two witnesses near Clare Market were about to be pulled 
down when he came away; another, that Sir George Saville’s 
house in Leicester Fields was to be burned that night, and that 
it would go hard with Sir George if he fell into the people’s hands, 
as it was he who had brought in the Catholic bill. All accounts 
agreed that the mob were out, in stronger numbers and more 
numerous parties than had yet appeared; that the streets were 
unsafe ; that no man’s house or life was worth an hour’s purchase ; 
that the public consternation was increasing every moment; and 
that many families had already fled the city. One fellow who 
wore the popular colour, damned them for not having cockades 
in their hats, and bade them set a good watch to-morrow night 
upon the prison doors, for the locks would have a straining ; another 
asked if they were fire-proof, that they walked abroad without 
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the distinguishing mark of all good and true men; and a third 
who rode on horseback, and was quite alone, ordered them to 
throw, each man a shilling, in his hat, towards the support of the 
rioters. Although they were afraid to refuse compliance with this 
demand, and were much alarmed by these reports, they agreed, 
having come so far, to go forward, and see the real state of things 
with their own eyes. So they pushed on quicker, as men do who 
are excited by portentous news; and ruminating on what they 
had heard, spoke little to each other. 

It was now night, and as they came nearer to the city they 
had dismal confirmation of this intelligence in three great fires, 
all close together, which burnt fiercely and were gloomily reflected 
in the sky. Arriving in the immediate suburbs, they found that 
almost every house had chalked upon its door in large characters 
“No Popery,” that the shops were shut, and that alarm and 
anxiety were depicted in every face they passed. 

Noting these things with a degree of apprehension which 
neither of the three cared to impart, in its full extent, to his 
companions, they same to a turnpike-gate, which was shut. They 
were passing through the turnstile on the path, when a horseman 
rode up from London at a hard gallop, and called to the toll- 
keeper in a voice of great agitation, to open quickly in the name 
of God, 

The adjuration was so earnest and vehement, that the man, 
with a lantern in his hand, came running out—toll-keeper though 
he was—and was about to throw the gate open, when happening 
to look behind him, he exclaimed, ‘Good Heaven, what’s that ! 
Another fire !” 

At this, the three turned their heads, and saw in the distance 
—straight in the direction whence they had come—a broad sheet 
of flame, casting a threatening light upon the clouds, which 
glimmered as though the conflagration were behind them, and 
showed like a wrathful sunset. 

“My mind misgives me,” said the horseman, ‘or I know from 
what far building those flames come. Don’t stand aghast, my 
good fellow. Open the gate!” 

“Sir,” cried the man, laying his hand upon his horse’s bridle 
as he let him through: ‘I know you now, Sir; be advised by me ; 
do not go on. I saw them pass, and know what kind of men 
they are. You will be murdered.” 

“So be it!” said the horseman, looking intently towards the 
fire, and not at him who spoke. 

“But Sir—Sir,” cried the man, grasping at his rein more 
tightly yet, “if you do go on, wear the blue riband. Here, Sir,” 
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he added, taking one from his own hat, and speaking so earnestly 
that the tears stood in his eyes: “‘it’s necessity, not choice, that 
makes me wear it; it’s love of life and home, Sir. Wear it for 
this one night, Sir; only for this one night.” 

“Do!” cried the three friends, pressing round his horse. 
“Mr. Haredale—worthy Sir—good gentleman—pray be per- 
suaded.” 

“Who’s that?” cried Mr. Haredale, stooping down to look. 
“Did I hear Daisy’s voice ?” 

“You did, Sir,” cried the little man. ‘Do be persuaded, Sir. 
This gentleman says very true. Your life may hang upon it.” 

“ Are you,” said Mr. Haredale abruptly, “afraid to come with 
me?” 

“T, Sir ?—N-n-no.” 

“Put that riband in your hat. If we meet the rioters, swear 
that I took you prisoner for wearing it. I will tell them so with my 
own lips; for as I hope for mercy when I die, I will take no 
quarter from them, nor shall they have quarter from me, if we 
come hand to hand to-night. Up here—behind me—quick ! 
Clasp me tight round the body, and fear nothing.” 

In an instant they were riding away, at full gallop, in a dense 
cloud of dust, and speeding on like hunters in a dream. 

It was well the good horse knew the road he traversed, for 
never once—no, never once in all the journey—did Mr. Haredale 
cast his eyes upon the ground, or turn them, for an instant, from 
the light towards which they sped so madly. Once he said in a 
low voice “It 2s my house,” but that was the only time he spoke. 
When they came to dark and doubtful places, he never forgot to 
put his hand upon the little man to hold him more securely on his 
seat, but he kept his head erect and his eyes fixed on the fire, 
then and always. 

The road was dangerous enough, for they went the nearest 
way—nheadlong—far from the highway—by lonely lanes and 
paths, where waggon-wheels had worn deep ruts; where hedge 
and ditch hemmed in the narrow strip of ground ; and tall trees, 
arching overhead, made it profoundly dark. But on, on, on, with 
neither stop nor stumble, till they reached the Maypole door, and 
could plainly see that the fire began to fade, as if for want of 
fuel. 

“ Down—for one moment—for but one moment,” said Mr. 
Haredale, helping Daisy to the ground, and following himself. 
“ Willet—Willet—where are my niece and servants—Willet !” 

Crying out to him distractedly, he rushed into the bar.—The 
landlord bound and fastened to his chair; the place dismantled, 
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stripped, and pulled about his ears j—nobody could have taken 
shelter here. 

He was a strong man, accustomed to restrain himself, and 
suppress his strong emotions; but this preparation for what was 
to follow—though he had seen that fire burning, and knew that 
his house must be razed to the ground—was more than he could 
bear. He covered his face with his hands for a moment, and 
turned away his head. 

“Johnny, Johnny,” said Solomon—and the simple-hearted 
fellow cried outright, and wrung his hands—“ Oh dear old Johnny, 
here’s a change! That the Maypole bar should come to this, 
and we should live to see it! The old Warren too, Johnny—Mr. 
Haredale—oh, Johnny, what a piteous sight this is!” 

Pointing to Mr. Haredale as he said these words, little Solomon 
Daisy put his elbows on the back of Mr. Willet’s chair, and fairly 
blubbered on his shoulder. 

While Solomon was speaking, old John sat, mute as a stock- 
fish, staring at him with an unearthly glare, and displaying, by 
every possible symptom, entire and most complete unconsciousness. 
But when Solomon was silent again, John followed, with his great 
round eyes, the direction of his looks, and did appear to have some 
dawning distant notion that somebody had come to see him. 

“You know us, don’t you, Johnny?” said the little clerk, 
rapping himself on the breast. ‘Daisy, you know—Chigwell 
Church—bell-ringer—little desk on Sundays—eh, Johnny ?” 

Mr. Willet reflected for a few moments, and then muttered, 
as it were mechanically: ‘Let us sing to the praise and 
glory of—” 

“Yes, to be sure,” cried the little man, hastily ; ‘that’s it— 
that’s me, Johnny. You're all right now, an’t you? Say youre 
all right, Jobnny.” 

* All right?” pondered Mr. Willet, as if that were a matter 
entirely between himself and his conscience. “ All right? Ah!” 

“They haven’t been misusing you with sticks, or pokers, or 
any other blunt instruments—have they, Johnny?” asked Solomon, 
with a very anxious glance at Mr. Willet’s head. “They didn’t 
beat you, did they?” 

John knitted his brow; looked downwards, as if he were 
mentally engaged in some arithmetical calculation ; then upwards, 
as if the total would not come at his call; then at Solomon Daisy, 
from his eyebrow to his shoe-buckle ; then very slowly round the 
bar. And then a great, round, leaden-looking, and not at all 
transparent tear, came rolling out of each eye, and he said, as he 
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“Tf they’d only had the goodness to murder me, I'd have 
thanked ’em kindly.” 

“No, no, no, don’t say that, Johnny,” whimpered his little 
friend. “It?s very—very bad, but not quite so bad as that. No, 
no!” 

‘“‘Look’ee here, Sir!” cried John, turning his rueful eyes on 
Mr. Haredale, who had dropped on one knee, and was _ hastily 
beginning to untie his bonds. ‘Look’ee here, Sir! The very 
Maypole—the old dumb Maypole—stares in at the winder, as if 
it said, ‘John Willet, John Willet, let’s go and pitch ourselves in 
the nighest pool of water as is deep enough to hold us; for our 
day is over !’” 

“Don’t, Johnny, don’t,” cried his friend: no less affected by 
this mournful effort of Mr. Willet’s imagination, than by the sepul- 
chral tone in which he had spoken for the Maypole. ‘“‘ Please 
don’t, Johnny !” 

‘Your loss is great, and your misfortune a heavy one,” said 
Mr. Haredale, looking restlessly towards the door: “and this is 
not a time to comfort you. If it were, I am in no condition to do 
so. Before I leave you, tell me one thing, and try to tell me truly 
and plainly, I implore you. Have you seen, or heard of Emma ?” 

“No!” said Mr. Willet. 

“Nor anyone but these bloodhounds ?” 

INO 

“They rode away, I trust in Heaven, before these dreadful 
scenes began,” said Mr. Haredale, who, between his agitation, his 
eagerness to mount his horse again, and the dexterity with which 
the cords were tied, had scarcely yet undone one knot. ‘A knife, 
Daisy !” 

“You didn’t,” said John, looking about, as though he had lost 
his pocket-handkerchief, or some such slight article—‘ either of 
you gentlemen—see a—a coffin anywheres, did you?” 

“ Willet!” cried Mr. Haredale. Solomon dropped the knife, 
and instantly becoming limp from head to foot, exclaimed “Good 
gracious !” 

“Because,” said John, not at all regarding them, ‘“‘a dead 
man called a little time ago, on his way yonder. I could have told 
you what name was on the plate, if he had brought his coffin with 
him, and left it behind. If he didn’t, it don’t signify.” 

His landlord, who had listened to these words with breathless 
attention, started that moment to his feet; and, without a word, 
drew Solomon Daisy to the door, mounted his horse, took him up 
behind again, and flew rather than galloped towards the pile of 
ruins, Which that day’s sun had shone upon, a stately house. Mr, 
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Willet stared after them, listened, looked down upon himself to 
make quite sure that he was still unbound, and, without any 
manifestation of impatience, disappointment, or surprise, gently 
relapsed into the condition from which he had so imperfectly 
recovered. 

Mr. Haredale tied his horse to the trunk of a tree, and grasping 
his companion’s arm, stole softly along the footpath, and into what 
had been the garden of his house. He stopped for an instant to 
look upon its smoking walls, and at the stars that shone through 
roof and floor upon the heap of crumbling ashes. Solomon 
glanced timidly in his face, but his lips were tightly pressed together, 
a resolute and stern expression sat upon his brow, and not a tear, 
a look, or gesture indicating grief, escaped him. 

He drew his sword ; felt for a moment in his breast, as though 
he carried other arms about him; then grasping Solomon by the 
wrist again, went with a cautious step all round the house. He 
looked into every doorway and gap in the wall ; retraced his steps 
at every rustling of the air among the leaves; and searched in 
every shadowed nook with outstretched hands. Thus they made 
the circuit of the building: but they returned to the spot from 
which they had set out, without encountering any human being, or 
finding the least trace of any concealed straggler. 

After a short pause, Mr. Haredale shouted twice or thrice. 
Then cried aloud, “ Is there any one in hiding here, who knows my 
voice! There is nothing to fear now. If any of my people are 
near, I entreat them to answer!” He called them all by name ; 
his voice was echoed in many mournful tones; then all was silent 
as before. 

They were standing near the foot of the turret, where the alarm- 
bell hung. The fire had raged there, and the floors had been sawn, 
and hewn, and beaten down, besides. It was open to the night ; 
but a part of the staircase still remained, winding upwards from a 
great mound of dust and cinders. Fragments of the jagged and 
broken steps offered an insecure and giddy footing here and there, 
and then were lost again, behind protruding angles of the wall, or 
in the deep shadows cast upon it by other portions of the ruin ; 
for by this time the moon had risen, and shone brightly. 

As they stood here, listening to the echoes as they died away, 
and hoping in vain to hear a voice they knew, some of the ashes in 
this turret slipped and rolled down. Startled by the least noise in 
that melancholy place, Solomon looked up at his companion’s face, 
and saw that he had turned towards the spot, and that he watched 
and listened keenly. 

He covered the little man’s mouth with his hand, and looked 
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again. Instantly, with kindling eyes, he bade him on his life keep 
still, and neither speak nor move. Then holding his breath, and 
stooping down, he stole into the turret, with his drawn sword in 
his hand, and disappeared. 

Terrified to be left there by himself, under such desolate circum- 
stances, and after all he had seen and heard that night, Solomon 
would have followed, but there had been something in Mr. Hare- 
dale’s manner and his look, the recollection of which held him 
spell-bound. He stood rooted to the spot ; and scarcely venturing 
to breathe, looked up with mingled fear and wonder. 


Again the ashes slipped and rolled—very, very softly—again— 
and then again, as though they crumbled underneath the tread of 
a stealthy foot. And now a figure was dimly visible; climbing 
very softly ; and often stopping to look down: now it pursued its 
difficult way ; and now it was hidden from the view again. 

It emerged once more, into the shadowy and uncertain light 
—higher now, but not much, for the way was steep and toilsome, 
and its progress very slow. What phantom of the brain did he 
pursue ; and why did he look down so constantly. He knew he 
was alone? Surely his mind was not affected by that night’s loss 
and agony, He was not about to throw himself headlong from the 
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summit of the tottering wall. Solomon turned sick, and clasped 
his hands. His limbs trembled beneath him, and a cold sweat 
broke out upon his palid face. 

If he complied with Mr. Haredale’s last injunction now, it was 
because he had not the power to speak or move. He strained his 
gaze, and fixed it on a patch of moonlight, into which, if he con- 
tinued to ascend, he must soon emerge. When he appeared there, 
he would try to call to him. 

Again the ashes slipped and crumbled ; some stones rolled down, 
and fell with a dull heavy sound upon the ground below. He kept 
his eyes upon the piece of moonlight. The figure was coming on, 
for its shadow was already thrown upon the wall. Now it appeared 
—and now looked round at him—and now— 

The horror-stricken clerk uttered a scream that pierced the air, 
and cried “ The ghost again! The ghost!” 

Long before the echo of that cry had died away, another form 
rushed out into the light, flung itself upon the foremost one, knelt 
down upon its breast, and clutched its throat with both hands. 

“Villain!” cried Mr. Haredale, in a terrible voice—for it was 
he. ‘Dead and buried, as all men supposed through your infernal 
arts, but reserved by Heaven for this—at last—at last—I have 
you. You, whose hands are red with my brother’s blood, and 
that of his faithful servant, shed to conceal your own atrocious 
guilt.—You, Rudge, double murderer and monster, I arrest you in 
the name of God, who has delivered you into my hands. Nay. 
Though you had the strength of twenty men,” he added, as he 
writhed and struggled, “you could not escape me or loosen my 
grasp to-night !” 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SEVENTH. 


BARNABY, armed as we have seen, continued to pace up and 
down before the stable-door ; glad to be alone again, and heartily 
rejoicing in the unaccustomed silence and tranquillity. After the 
whirl of noise and riot in which the last two days had been passed, 
the pleasures of solitude and peace were enhanced a thousandfold. 
He felt quite happy; and as he leaned upon his staff and mused, 
a bright smile overspread his face, and none but cheerful visions 
floated into his brain. 

Had he no thoughts of her, whose sole delight he was, and 
whom he had unconsciously plunged in such bitter sorrow and 
such deep affliction? Ob, yes. She was at the heart of all his 
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cheerful hopes and proud reflections. It was she whom all this 
honour and distinction were to gladden; the joy and profit were 
for her. What delight it gave her to hear of the bravery of her 
poor boy! Ah! He would have known that, without Hugh’s 
telling him. And what a precious thing it was to know she lived 
so happily, and heard with so much pride (he pictured to himself 
her look when they told her) that he was in such high esteem: 
bold among the boldest, and trusted before them all. And when 
these frays were over, and the good lord had conquered his 
enemies, and they were all at peace again, and he and she were 
rich, what happiness they would have in talking of these troubled 
times when he was a great soldier: and when they sat alone 
together in the tranquil twilight, and she had no longer reason to 
be anxious for the morrow, what pleasure would he have in the 
reflection that this was his doing—his—poor foolish Barnaby’s ; 
and in patting her on the cheek, and saying with a merry laugh, 
* Am I silly now, mother—am I silly now?” 

With a lighter heart and step, and eyes the brighter for the 
happy tear that dimmed them for a moment, Barnaby resumed 
his walk; and singing gaily to himself, kept guard upon his 
quiet post. 

His comrade Grip, the partner of his watch, though fond of 
basking in the sunshine, preferred to-day to walk about the 
stable ; having a great deal to do in the way of scattering the 
straw, hiding under it such small articles as had been casually 
left about, and haunting Hugh’s bed, to which he seemed to have 
taken a particular attachment. Sometimes Barnaby looked in and 
called him, and then he came hopping out ; but he merely did this 
as a concession to his master’s weakness, and soon returned again 
to ‘his own grave pursuits: peering into the straw with his bill, 
and rapidly covering up the place, as if he were whispering secrets 
to the earth and burying them; constantly busying himself upon 
the sly ; and affecting, whenever Barnaby came past, to look up 
in the clouds and have nothing whatever on his mind: in short, 
conducting himself, in many respects, in a more than usually 
thoughtful, deep, and mysterious manner. 

As the day crept on, Barnaby, who had no directions forbidding 
him to eat and drink upon his post, but had been, on the contrary, 
supplied with a bottle of beer and a basket of provisions, 
determined to break his fast, which he had not done since 
morning. To this end, he sat down on the ground before the 
door, and putting his staff across his knees in case of alarm or 
surprise, summoned Grip to dinner. 

This call, the bird obeyed with great alacrity ; crying, as he 
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sidled up to his master, ‘I’m a devil, I’m a devil, I’m a Polly, 
Pm a kettle, ’m a Protestant, No Popery!” Having learnt this 
latter sentiment from the gentry among whom he had lived of 
late, he delivered it with uncommon emphasis. 

“Well said, Grip!” cried his master, as he fed him with the 
daintiest bits. ‘‘ Well said, old boy !” 

“Never say die, bow wow wow, keep up your spirits, Grip 
Grip Grip. Holloa! We’ll all have tea, I’m a Protestant kettle, 
No Popery !” cried the raven. 

“Gordon for ever, Grip!” cried Barnaby. 

The raven, placing his head upon the ground, looked at his 
master sideways, as though he would have said, “Say that 
again!” Perfectly understanding his desire, Barnaby repeated 
the phrase a great many times. The bird listened with profound 
attention ; sometimes repeating the popular cry in a low voice, as 
if to compare the two, and try if it would at all help him to this 
new accomplishment ; sometimes flapping his wings, or barking ; 
and sometimes in a kind of desperation drawing a multitude of 
corks, with extraordinary viciousness. 

Barnaby was so intent upon his favourite, that he was not at 
first aware of the approach of two persons on horseback, who were 
riding at a foot-pace, and coming straight towards his post. 
When he perceived them, however, which he did when they were 
within some fifty yards of him, he jumped hastily up, and ordering 
Grip within doors, stood with both hands on his staff, waiting 
until he should know whether they were friends or foes. 

He had hardly done so, when he observed that those who 
advanced were a gentleman and his servant ; almost at the same 
moment, he recognised Lord George Gordon, before whom he 
stood uncovered, with his eyes turned towards the ground. 

“Good day!” said Lord George, not reining in his horse until 
he was close beside him, ‘‘ Well!” 

“ All quiet, Sir, all safe!” cried Barnaby. ‘The rest are 
away—they went by that path—that one. A grand party!” 

“Ay?” said Lord George, looking thoughtfully at him. 
“ And you!—” 

“Oh! They left me here to watch—to mount guard—to keep 
everything secure till they come back. Tl do it, Sir, for your 
sake. Youre a good gentleman; a kind gentleman—ay, you are. 
There are many against you, but we’ll be a match for them, never 
fear !” 

“‘What’s that?” said Lord George—pointing to the raven who 
was peeping out of the stable-door—but still looking thoughtfully, 
and in some perplexity, it seemed, at Barnaby. 
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“Why, don’t you know!” retorted Barnaby, with a wondering 
laugh. ‘Not know what he is! A bird, to be sure. My bird— 
my friend—Grip.” 

“A devil, a kettle, a Grip, a Polly, a Protestant, No Popery!” 
cried the raven. 

“Though, indeed,” added Barnaby, laying his hand upon the 
neck of Lord George’s horse, and speaking softly: ‘“‘you had good 
reason to ask me what he is, for sometimes it puzzles me—and I 
am used to him—to think he’s only a bird. Hahaha! He's 
my brother, Grip is—always with me—always talking—always 
merry—eh, Grip ?” 

The raven answered by an affectionate croak, and hopping on his 
master’s arm, which he held downward for that purpose, submitted 
with an air of perfect indifference to be fondled, and turned his 
restless, curious eye, now upon Lord George, and now upon his man. 

Lord George, biting his nails in a discomfited manner, regarded 
Barnaby for some time in silence ; then beckoning to his servant, 
said : 

‘Come hither, John.” 

John Grueby touched his hat, and came. 

“Have you ever seen this young man before?” his master 
asked, in a low voice. 

“Twice, my lord,” said John. “I saw him in the crowd last 
night and Saturday.” 

“ Did—did it seem to you that his manner was at all wild, or 
strange?” Lord George demanded, falteringly. 

“Mad,” said John, with emphatic brevity. 

“And why do you think him mad, Sir?” said his master, 
speaking in a peevish tone. ‘Don’t use that word too freely. 
Why do you think him mad ?” 

“My lord,” John Grueby answered, “look at his dress, look at 
his eyes, look at his restless way, hear him cry ‘No Popery!’ 
Mad, my lord.” 

“So because one man dresses unlike another,” returned his 
angry master, glancing at himself, “and happens to differ from 
other men in his carriage and manner, and to advocate a great 
cause which the corrupt and irreligious desert, he is to be accounted 
mad, is he?” 

“Stark, staring, raving mad, my lord,” returned the unmoved 
John. 

“Do you say this to my face?” cried his master, turning 
sharply upon him. 

“To any man, my lord, who asks me,” answered John. 

“Mr. Gashford, I find, was right,” said Lord George; “I 
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thought him prejudiced, though I ought to have known a man 
like him better than to have supposed it possible !” 

“{ shall never have Mr. Gashford’s good word, my lord,” 
replied John, touching his hat respectfully, “and I don’t covet it.” 

“You are an ill-conditioned, most ungrateful fellow,” said Lord 
George: “a spy, for anything I know. Mr. Gashford is perfectly 
correct, as I might have felt convinced he was. I have done 
wrong to retain you in my service. It is a tacit insult to him as 
my choice and confidential friend to do so, remembering the cause 
you sided with, on the day he was maligned at Westminster. 
You will leave me to-night—nay, as soon as we reach home. The 
sooner, the better.” 

“Tf it comes to that, I say so too, my lord. Let Mr. Gashford 
have his will. As to my being a spy, my lord, you know me 
better than to believe it, J am sure. I don’t know much about 
causes. My cause is the cause of one man against two hundred ; 
and I hope it always will be.” 

“You have said quite enough,” returned Lord George, motion- 
ing him to go back. ‘‘I desire to hear no more.” 

“Tf yowll let me add another word, my lord,” returned John 
Grueby, “Td give this silly fellow a caution not to stay here by 
himself. The proclamation is in a good many hands already, and 
it’s well known that he was concerned in the business it relates to. 
He had better get to a place of safety if he can, poor creature.” 

** You hear what this man says?” cried Lord George, addressing 
Barnaby, who had looked on and wondered while this dialogue 
passed. “He thinks you may be afraid to remain upon your post, 
and are kept here perhaps against your will. What do you say?” 

“TJ think, young man,” said John, in explanation, “that the 
soldiers may turn out and take you; and that if they do, you will 
certainly be hung by the neck till yowre dead—dead—dead. 
And I think you’d better go from here, as fast as you can. That’s 
what J think.” 

“ He’s a coward, Grip, a coward!” cried Barnaby, putting the 
raven on the ground, and shouldering his staff. ‘Let them come ! 
Gordon for ever! Let them come!” 

“Ay!” said Lord George, “let them! Let us see who will 
venture to attack a power like ours; the solemn league of a whole 
people. Zisa madman! You have said well, very well. I am 
proud to be the leader of such men as you.” 

Barnaby’s heart swelled within his bosom as he heard these 
words. He took Lord George’s hand and carried it to his lips; 
patted his horse’s crest, as if the affection and admiration he had 
conceived for the man extended to the animal he rode; then 
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unfurled his flag, and proudly waving it, resumed his pacing up 
and down. 

Lord George, with a kindling eye and glowing cheek, took off 
his hat, and flourishing it above his head, bade him exultingly 
Farewell !—then cantered off at a brisk pace; after glancing 
angrily round to see that his servant followed. Honest John set 
spurs to his horse and rode after his master, but not before he had 
again warned Barnaby to retreat, with many significant gestures, 
which indeed he continued to make, and Barnaby to resist, until 
the windings of the road concealed them from each other’s view. 

Left to himself again with a still higher sense of the importance 
of his post, and stimulated to enthusiasm by the special notice 
and encouragement of his leader, Barnaby walked to and fro in a 
delicious trance rather than as a waking man. The sunshine 
which prevailed around was in his mind. He had but one desire 
ungratified. If she could only see him now! 

The day wore on; its heat was gently giving place to the cool 
of evening; a light wind sprang up, fanning his long hair, and 
making the banner rustle pleasantly above his head. There was 
a freedom and freshness in the sound and in the time, which 
chimed exactly with his mood. He was happier than ever. 

He was leaning on his staff looking towards the declining sun, 
and reflecting with a smile that he stood sentinel at that moment 
over buried gold, when two or three figures appeared in the 
distance, making towards the house at a rapid pace, and motioning 
with their hands as though they urged its inmates to retreat from 
some approaching danger. As they drew nearer, they became 
more earnest in their gestures; and they were no sooner within 
hearing, than the foremost among them cried that the soldiers 
were coming up. 

At these words, Barnaby furled his flag, and tied it round the 
pole. His heart beat high while he did so, but he had no more 
fear or thought of retreating than the pole itself. The friendly 
stragglers hurried past him, after giving him notice of his danger, 
and quickly passed into the house, where the utmost confusion 
immediately prevailed. As those within hastily closed the 
windows and the doors, they urged him by looks and signs to fly 
without loss of time, and called to him many times to do so; but 
he only shook his head indignantly in answer, and stood the firmer 
on his post. Finding that he was not to be persuaded, they took 
care of themselves ; and leaving the place with only one old 
woman in it, speedily withdrew. 

As yet there had been no symptom of the news having any 
better foundation than in the fears of those who brought it, but 
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the Boot had not been deserted five minutes, when there appeared, 
coming across the fields, a body of men who, it was easy to see, 
by the glitter of their arms and ornaments in the sun, and by 
their orderly and regular mode of advancing—for they came on as 
one man—were soldiers. In a very little time, Barnaby knew 
that they were a strong detachment of the Foot Guards, having 
along with them two gentlemen in private clothes, and a small 
party of Horse; the latter brought up the rear, and were not in 
number more than six or eight. 

They advanced steadily ; neither quickening their pace as they 
came nearer, not raising any cry, nor showing the least emotion or 
anxiety. Though this was a matter of course in the case of 
regular troops, even to Barnaby, there was something particularly 
impressive and disconcerting in it to one accustomed to the noise 
and tumult of an undisciplined mob. For all that, he stood his 
ground not a whit the less resolutely, and looked on undismayed. 

Presently, they marched into the yard, and halted. The com- 
manding officer despatched a messenger to the horsemen, one of 
whom came riding back. Some words passed between them, and 
they glanced at Barnaby ; who well remembered the man he had 
unhorsed at Westminster, and saw him now before his eyes. The 
man being speedily dismissed, saluted, and rode back to his com- 
rades, who were drawn up apart at a short distance. 

The officer then gave the word to prime and load. The heavy 
ringing of the musket-stocks upon the ground, and the sharp and 
rapid rattling of the ramrods in their barrels, were a kind of relief 
to Barnaby, deadly though he knew the purport of such sounds to 
be. When this was done, other commands were given, and the 
soldiers instantaneously formed in single file all round the house and 
stables ; completely encircling them in every part, at a distance, 
perhaps, of some half-dozen yards ; at least that seemed in Barnaby’s 
eyes to be about the space left between himself and those who con- 
fronted him, The horsemen remained drawn up by themselves as 
before. 

The two gentlemen in private clothes who had kept aloof, now 
rode forward, one on either side the officer. The proclamation 
having been produced and read by one of them, the officer called 
on Barnaby to surrender, 

He made no answer, but stepping within the door, before which 
he had kept guard, held his pole crosswise to protect it. In the 
midst of a profound silence, he was again called upon to yield. 

Still he offered no reply. Indeed he had enough to do, to run 
his eye backward and forward along the half-dozen men who 
immediately fronted him, and settle hurriedly within himself at 
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which of them he would strike first, when they pressed on him. 
He caught the eye of one in the centre, and resolved to hew that 
fellow down, though he died for it. 

Again there was a dead silence, and again the same voice called 
upon him to deliver himself up. 

Next moment he was back in the stable, dealing blows about 
him like a madman. ‘Two of the men lay stretched at his feet : 
the one he had marked, dropped first—he had a thought for that, 
even in the hot blood and hurry of the struggle. Another blow— 
another! Down, mastered, wounded in the breast by a heavy 


blow from the butt-end of a gun (he saw the weapon in the act of 
falling)—breathless—and a prisoner, 

An exclamation of surprise from the officer recalled him, in some 
degree, to himself. He looked round. Grip, after working in 
secret all the afternoon, and with redoubled vigour while everybody’s 
attention was distracted, had plucked away the straw from Hugh’s 
bed, and turned up the loose ground with his iron bill. The hole 
had been recklessly filled to the brim, and was merely sprinkled 
with earth. Golden cups, spoons, candlesticks, coined guineas— 
all the riches were revealed. i 


They brought spades and a sack ; dug up everything that was 
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hidden there; and carried away more than two men could lift. 
They handcuffed him and bound his arms, searched him, and took 
away all he had. Nobody questioned or reproached him, or seemed 
to have much curiosity about him. The two men he had stunned, 
were carried off by their companions in the same business-like way 
in which everything else was done. Finally, he was left under a 
guard of four soldiers with fixed bayonets, while the officer directed 
in person the search of the house and the other buildings connected 
with it. 

This was soon completed. The soldiers formed again in the 
yard ; he was marched out, with his guard about him ; and ordered 
to fall in, where a space was left. The others closed up all round, 
and so they moved away, with the prisoner in the centre. 

When they came into the streets, he felt he was a sight; and 
looking up as they passed quickly along, could see people running 
to the windows a little too late, and throwing up the sashes to look 
after him. Sometimes he met a staring face beyond the heads 
about him, or under the arms of his conductors, or peering down 
upon him from a waggon-top or coach-box; but this was all he 
saw, being surrounded by so many men. The very noises of the 
streets seemed muffled and subdued ; and the air came stale and 
hot upon him, like the sickly breath of an oven. 

Tramp, tramp. Tramp, tramp. Heads erect, shoulders square, 
every man stepping in exact time—all so orderly and regular— 
nobody looking at him—nobody seeming conscious of his presence, 
—he could hardly believe he was a prisoner. But at the word, 
though only thought, not spoken, he felt the handcuffs galling his 
wrists, the cord pressing his arms to bis sides: the loaded guns 
levelled at his head ; and those cold, bright, sharp, shining points 
turned towards him, the mere looking down at which, now that he 
was bound and helpless, made the warm current of his life run 
cold. 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-EIGHTH. 


Trey were not long in reaching the barracks, for the officer who 
commanded the party was desirous to avoid rousing the people by 
the display of military force in the streets, and was humanely 
anxious to give as little opportunity as possible for any attempt at 
rescue ; knowing that it must lead to bloodshed and loss of life, 
and that if the civil authorities by whom he was accompanied, 
empowered him to order his men to fire, many innocent persons 
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would probably fall, whom curiosity or idleness had attracted to 
the spot. He therefore led the party briskly on, avoiding with a 
merciful prudence the more public and crowded thoroughfares, and 
pursuing those which he deemed least likely to be infested by 
disorderly persons. This wise proceeding not only enabled them 
to gain their quarters without any interruption, but completely 
baffled a body of rioters who had assembled in one of the main 
streets, through which it was considered certain they would pass, 
and who remained gathered together for the purpose of releasing 
the prisoner from their hands, long after they had deposited him in 
a place of security, closed the barrack gates, and set a double guard 
at every entrance for its better protection. 

Arrived at this place, poor Barnaby was marched into a stone- 
floored room, where there was a very powerful smell of tobacco, a 
strong thorough draught of air, and a great wooden bedstead, large 
enough for a score of men. Several soldiers in undress were 
lounging about, or eating from tin cans; military accoutrements 
dangled on rows of pegs along the whitewashed wall; and some 
half-dozen men lay fast asleep upon their backs, snoring in concert. 
After remaining here just long enough to note these things, he was 
marched out again, and conveyed across the parade-ground to 
another portion of the building. 

Perhaps a man never sees so much at a glance as when he is in 
a situation of extremity. The chances are a hundred to one, that 
if Barnaby had lounged in at the gate to look about him, he would 
have lounged out again with a very imperfect idea of the place, and 
would have remembered very little about it. But as he was taken 
handeufted across the gravelled area, nothing escaped his notice. 
The dry, arid look of the dusty square, and of the bare brick 
building ; the clothes hanging at some of the windows; and the 
men in their shirt-sleeves and braces, lolling with half their bodies 
out of the others; the green sun-blinds at the officers’ quarters, 
and the little scanty trees in front ; the drummer-boys practising in 
a distant court-yard ; the men on drill on the parade; the two 
soldiers carrying a basket between them, who winked to each other 
as he went by, and slily pointed to their throats; the spruce 
serjeant who hurried past with a cane in his hand, and under his 
arm a clasped book with a vellum cover; the fellows in the 
ground-floor rooms, furbishing and brushing up their different 
articles of dress, who stopped to look at him, and whose voices as 
they spoke together echoed loudly through the empty galleries and 
passages ;—everything, down to the stand of muskets before the 
guard-house, and the drum with a pipeclayed belt attached, in one 
corner, impressed itself upon his observation, as though he had 
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noticed them in the same place a hundred times, or had been a 
whole day among them, in place of one brief hurried minute. 

He was taken into a small paved back yard, and there they 
opened a great door, plated with iron, and pierced some five feet 
above the ground with a few holes to let in air and light. Into 
this dungeon he was walked straightway ; and having locked him 
up there, and placed a sentry over him, they left him to his medi- 
tations. 

The cell, or black hole, for it had those words painted on the 
door, was very dark, and having recently accommodated a drunken 
deserter, by no means clean. Barnaby felt his way to some straw 
at the further end, and looking towards the door, tried to accustom 
himself to the gloom, which, coming from the bright sunshine out 
of doors, was not an easy task. 

There was a kind of portico or colonnade outside, and this 
obstructed even the little light that at the best could have found 
its way through the small apertures in the door. The footsteps of 
the sentinel echoed monotonously as he paced its stone pavement 
to and fro (reminding Barnaby of the watch he had so lately kept 
himself) ; and as he passed and repassed the door, he made the cell 
for an instant so black by the interposition of his body, that his 
going away again seemed like the appearance of a new ray of light, 
and was quite a circumstance to look for. 

When the prisoner had sat some time upon the ground, gazing 
at the chinks, and listening to the advancing and receding footsteps 
of his guard, the man stood still upon his post. Barnaby, quite 
unable to think, or to speculate on what would be done with him, 
had been lulled into a kind of doze by his regular pace; but his 
stopping roused him; and then he became aware that two men 
were in conversation under the colonnade, and very near the door 
of his cell. 

How long they had been talking there, he could not tell, for he 
had fallen into an unconsciousness of his real position, and when 
the footsteps ceased, was answering aloud some question which 
seemed to have been put to him by Hugh in the stable, though of 
the fancied purport, either of question or reply, notwithstanding 
that he awoke with the latter on his lips, he had no recollection 
whatever. ‘The first words that reached his ears, were these : 

“Why is he brought here then, if he has to be taken away again 
so soon?” 

“Why, where would you have him go! Damme, he’s not as 
safe anywhere as among the king’s troops, is he? What would 
you do with him? Would you hand him over to a pack of 
cowardly civilians, that shake in their shoes till they wear the soles 
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out, with trembling at the threats of the ragamuffins he belongs 
to?” 

“ That’s true enough.” 

“True enough !—I’ll tell you what. I wish, Tom Green, that 
I was a commissioned instead of a non-commissioned officer, and 
that I had the command of two companies—only two companies— 
of my own regiment. Call me out to stop these riots—give me 
the needful authority, and half-a-dozen rounds of ball cartridge—” 

“ Ay!” said the other voice. ‘That’s all very well, but they 
won’t give the needful authority. If the magistrate won’t give the 
word, what’s the officer to do?” 

Not very well knowing, as it seemed, how to overcome this 
difficulty, the other man contented himself with damning the 
magistrates, 

“With all my heart,” said his friend. 

“Where’s the use of a magistrate?” returned the other voice. 
‘‘What’s a magistrate in this case, but an impertinent, unnecessary, 
unconstitutional sort of interference? Here’s a proclamation. 
Here’s a man referred to in that proclamation. Here’s proof 
against him, and a witness on the spot. Damme! Take him out 
and shoot him, Sir. Who wants a magistrate?” 

““When does he go before Sir John Fielding?” asked the man 
who had spoken first. 

“To-night at eight o’clock,” returned the other. ‘‘ Mark what 
follows. The magistrate commits him to Newgate. Our people 
take him to Newgate. The rioters pelt our people. Our people 
retire before the rioters. Stones are thrown, insults are offered, 
not a shot’s fired. Why? Because of the magistrates. Damn 
the magistrates !” “ 

When he had in some degree relieved his mind by cursing the 
magistrates in various other forms of speech, the man was silent, 
save for a low growling, still having reference to those authorities, 
which from time to time escaped him. 

Barnaby, who had wit enough to know that this conversation 
concerned, and very nearly concerned, himself, remained perfectly 
quiet until they ceased to speak, when he groped his way to the 
door, and peeping through the air-holes, tried to make out what 
kind of men they were, to whom he had been listening. 

The one who condemned the civil power in such strong terms, 
was a serjeant—engaged just then, as the streaming ribands in his 
cap announced, on the recruiting service. He stood leaning side- 
ways against a pillar nearly opposite the door, and as he growled 
to himself, drew figures on the pavement with his cane. The 
other man had his back towards the dungeon, and Barnaby could 
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only see his form. To judge from that, he was a gallant, manly, 
handsome fellow, but he had lost his left arm. It had been taken 
off between the elbow and the shoulder, and his empty coat-sleeve 
hung across his breast. 

It was probably this circumstance which gave him an interest 
beyond any that his companion could boast of, and attracted 
Barnaby’s attention. There was something soldierly in his bearing, 
and he wore a jaunty cap and jacket. Perhaps he had been in the 
service at one time or other. If he had, it could not have been 
very long ago, for he was but a young fellow now. 

“Well, well,” he said thoughtfully ; “let the fault be where it 
may, it makes a man sorrowful to come back to old England, and 
see her in this condition.” 

**T suppose the pigs will join ’em next,” said the serjeant, with 
an imprecation on the rioters, “now that the birds have set ’em 
the example.” 

“The birds!” repeated Tom Green. 

“‘ Ah—birds,” said the serjeant testily: ‘that’s English, an’t 
it?” 

**T don’t know what you mean.” 

““Go to the guard-house, and see. Yow’ll find a bird there, 
that’s got their cry as pat as any of ’em, and bawls ‘No Popery,’ 
like a man—or like a devil, as he says he is. J shouldn’t wonder. 
The devil’s loose in London somewhere. Damme if I wouldn’t 
twist his neck round, on the chance, if I had my way.” 

The young man had taken two or three hasty steps away, as if 
to go and see this creature, when he was arrested by the voice of 
Barnaby. 

“Tt’s mine,” he called out, half laughing and half weeping— 
“my pet, my friend Grip. Ha haha! Don’t hurt him, he has 
done no harm, I taught him; it’s my fault. Let me have him, 
if you please. He’s the only friend I have left now. He'll not 
dance, or talk, or whistle for you, I know; but he will for me, 
because he knows me, and loves me—though you wouldn’t think 
it—very well. You wouldn’t hurt a bird, I’m sure. You're a 
brave Soldier, Sir, and wouldn’t harm a woman or a child—no, no, 
nor a poor bird, I’m certain.” 

This latter adjuration was addressed to the serjeant, whom 
Barnaby judged from his red coat to be high in office, and able to 
seal Grip’s destiny by a word. But that gentleman, in reply, 
surlily damned him for a thief and rebel as he was, and with many 
disinterested imprecations on his own eyes, liver, blood, and body, 
assured him that if it rested with him to decide, he would put a 
final stopper on the bird, and his master too. 
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“You talk boldly to a caged man,” said Barnaby, in anger. 
“Tf I was on the other side of the door and there were none to 
part us, you’d change your note—ay, you may toss your head—you 
would! Kill the bird—do. Kill anything you can, and so re- 
venge yourself on those who with their bare hands untied could do 
as much to you!” 

Having vented this defiance, he flung himself into the furthest 
corner of his prison, and muttering, ‘‘ Good-bye, Grip—good-bye, 
dear old Grip!” shed tears for the first time since he had been 
taken captive ; and hid his face in the straw. 

He had had some fancy at first, that the one-armed man would 
help him, or would give him a kind word in answer. He hardly 
knew why, but he hoped and thought so. The young fellow had 
stopped when he called out, and checking himself in the very act 
of turning round, stood listening to every word he said. Perhaps 
he built his feeble trust on this ; perhaps on his being young, and 
having a frank and honest manner, However that might be, he 
built on sand. The other went away directly he had finished 
speaking, and neither answered him, nor returned. No matter. 
They were all against him here; he might have known as much. 
Good-bye, old Grip, good-bye! 

After some time, they came and unlocked the door, and called 
to him to come out. He rose directly, and complied, for he would 
not have them think he was subdued or frightened. He walked 
out like a man, and looked haughtily from face to face. 

None of them returned his gaze or seemed to notice it. They 
marched him back to the parade by the way they had brought him, 
and there they halted, among a body of soldiers, at least twice as 
numerous as that which had taken him prisoner in the afternoon. 
The officer he had seen before, bade him in a few brief words take 
notice that if he attempted to escape, no matter how favourable a 
chance he might suppose he had, certain of the men had orders to 
fire upon him, that moment. They then closed round him as 
before, and marched him off again. 

In the same unbroken order they arrived at Bow Street, followed 
and beset on all sides by a crowd which was continually increasing. 
Here he was placed before a blind gentleman, and asked if he 
wished to say anything. Not he. What had he got to tell them ? 
After a very little talking, which he was careless of and quite in- 
different to, they told him he was to go to Newgate, and took him 
away. 

He went out into the street, so surrounded and hemmed in on 
every side by soldiers, that he could see nothing; but he knew 
there was a great crowd of people, by the murmur ; and that they 
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were not friendly to the soldiers, was soon rendered evident by 
their yells and hisses. How often and how eagerly he listened for 
the voice of Hugh! No. There was not a voice he knew among 
them all. Was Hugh a prisoner too? Was there no hope! 

As they came nearer and nearer to the prison, the hootings of 
the people grew more violent; stones were thrown; and every 
now and then, a rush was made against the soldiers, which they 
staggered under. One of them, close before him, smarting under 


a blow upon the temple, levelled his musket, but the officer struck 
it upwards with his sword, and ordered him on peril of his life to 
desist. This was the last thing he saw with any distinctness, for 
directly afterwards he was tossed about, and beaten to and fro, as 
though in a tempestuous sea. But go where he would, there were 
the same guards about him. ‘Twice or thrice he was thrown down, 
and so were they ; but even then, he could not elude their vigilance 
fora moment. They were up again, and had closed about him, 
before he, with his wrists so tightly bound, could scramble to his 


426 BARNABY RUDGE. 


feet. Fenced in, thus, he felt himself hoisted to the top of a low 
flight of steps, and then for a moment he caught a glimpse of the 
fighting in the crowd, and of a few redcoats sprinkled together, 
here and there, struggling to rejoin their fellows. Next moment, 
everything was dark and gloomy, and he was standing in the 
prison lobby ; the centre of a group of men. 

A smith was speedily in attendance, who riveted upon him a 
set of heavy irons. Stumbling on as well as he could, beneath the 
unusual burden of these fetters, he was conducted to a strong stone 
cell, where, fastening the door with locks, and bolts, and chains, 
they left him, well secured ; having first, unseen by him, thrust in 
Grip, who, with his head drooping and his deep black plumes 
rough and rumpled, appeared to comprehend and to partake his 
master’s fallen fortunes, 


CHAPTER THE FIFTY-NINTH. 


Ir is necessary at this juncture to return to Hugh, who, having, 
as we have seen, called to the rioters to disperse from about the 
Warren, and meet again as usual, glided back into the darkness 
from which he had emerged, and reappeared no more that night. 

He paused in the copse which sheltered him from the observa- 
tion of his mad companions, and waited to ascertain whether they 
drew off at his bidding, or still lingered and called to him to join 
them. Some few, he saw, were indisposed to go away without 
him, and made towards the spot where he stood concealed as 
though they were about to follow in his footsteps, and urge him to 
come back; but these men, being in their turn called to by their 
friends, and in truth not greatly caring to venture into the dark 
parts of the grounds, where they might be easily surprised and 
taken, if any of the neighbours or retainers of the family were 
watching them from among the trees, soon abandoned the idea, 
and hastily assembling such men as they found of their mind at 
the moment, straggled off. 

When he was satisfied that the great mass of the insurgents 
were imitating this example, and that the ground was rapidly 
clearing, he plunged into the thickest portion of the little wood ; 
and, crashing the branches as he went, made straight towards a 
distant light: guided by that, and by the sullen glow of the fire 
behind him, 

As he drew nearer and nearer to the twinkling beacon towards 
which he bent his course, the red glare of a few torches began to 
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reveal itself, and the voices of men speaking together in a subdued 
tone broke the silence which, save for a distant shouting now and 
then, already prevailed. At length he cleared the wood, and, 
springing across a ditch, stood in a dark lane, where a small body 
of ill-looking vagabonds, whom he had left there some twenty 
minutes before, waited his coming with impatience. 

They were gathered round an old post-chaise or chariot, driven 
by one of themselves, who sat postilion-wise upon the near horse. 
The blinds were drawn up, and Mr. Tappertit and Dennis kept 
guard at the two windows. The former assumed the command of 
the party, for he challenged Hugh as he advanced towards them ; 
and when he did so, those who were resting on the ground about 
the carriage rose to their feet and clustered round him. 

“Well!” said Simon, in a low voice; ‘‘is all right?” 

“Right enough,” replied Hugh, in the same tone. ‘ They’re 
dispersing now—had begun before I came away.” 

‘* And is the coast clear?” 

‘Clear enough before our men, I take it,” said Hugh. “There 
are not many who, knowing of their work over yonder, will want 
to meddle with ’em to-night.—Who’s got some drink here 4” 

Everybody had some plunder from the cellar ; half-a-dozen flasks 
and bottles were offered directly. He selected the largest, and 
putting it to his mouth, sent the wine gurgling down his throat. 
Having emptied it, he threw it down, and stretched out his hand 
for another, which he emptied likewise, at a draught. Another 
was given him, and this he half emptied too. Reserving what 
remained, to finish with, he asked : 

“Have you got anything to eat, any of you? I’m as ravenous 
as a hungry wolf. Which of you was in the larder—come !” 

‘“‘T was, brother,” said Dennis, pulling off his hat, and fumbling 
in the crown. ‘ There’s a matter of cold venison pasty somewhere 
or another here, if that?ll do.” 

“ Do!” cried Hugh, seating himself on the pathway. ‘Bring 
it out! Quick! Show a light here, and gather round! Let me 
sup in state, my lads! Ha ha ha!” 

Entering into his boisterous humour, for they all had drunk 
deeply, and were as wild as he, they crowded about him, while two 
of their number who had torches held them up, one on either side 
of him, that his banquet might not be despatched in the dark. 
Mr. Dennis, having by this time succeeded in extricating from his 
hat a great mass of pasty, which had been wedged in so tightly 
that it was not easily got out, put it before him ; and Hugh, having 
borrowed a notched and jagged knife from one of the company, fell 
to work upon it vigorously. 
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“T should recommend you to swallow a little fire every day, 
about an hour afore dinner, brother,” said Dennis, after a pause. 
“It seems to agree with you, and to stimulate your appetite.” 

Hugh looked at him, and at the blackened faces by which he 
was surrounded, and, stopping for a moment to flourish his knife 
above his head, answered with a roar of laughter. 

“ Keep order there, will you?” said Simon Tappertit. 

“Why, isn’t a man allowed to regale himself, noble captain,” 
retorted his lieutenant, parting the men who stood between them, 
with his knife, that he might see him, “to regale himself a little 
bit, after such work as mine? What a hard captain! What a 
strict captain! What a tyrannical captain! Ha ha ha!” 

“T wish one of you fellers would hold a bottle to his mouth to 
keep him quiet,” said Simon, “unless you want the military to be 
down upon us.” 

** And what if they are down upon us!” retorted Hugh. ‘‘ Who 
cares? Who's afraid? Let ’em come, I say, let’em come. The 
more, the merrier. Give me bold Barnaby at my side, and we two 
will settle the military, without troubling any of you. Barnaby’s 
the man for the military. Barnaby’s health !” 

But as the majority of those present were by no means anxious 
for a second engagement that night, being already weary and ex- 
hausted, they sided with Mr. Tappertit, and pressed him to make 
haste with his supper, for they had already delayed too long. 
Knowing, even in the height of his frenzy, that they incurred 
great danger by lingering so near the scene of the late outrages, 
Hugh made an end of his meal without more remonstrance, 
and rising, stepped up to Mr, Tappertit and smote him on the 
back. 

“Now then,” he cried, ‘‘I’m ready. There are brave birds 
inside this cage, eh? Delicate birds,—tender, loving, little doves. 
I caged ’em—I caged ’em—one more peep!” 

He thrust the little man aside as he spoke, and mounting on 
the steps, which were half let down, pulled down the blind by force, 
and stared into the chaise like an ogre into his larder, 

“Ha ha ha! and did you scratch, and pinch, and struggle, 
pretty mistress?” he cried, as he grasped a little hand that sought 
in vain to free itself from his grip: “you, so bright-eyed, and 
cherry-lipped, and daintily made? But I love you better for it, 
mistress. Ay, Ido. You should stab me and welcome, so that 
it pleased you, and you had to cure me afterwards. I love to see 
you proud and scornful. It makes you handsomer than ever; and 
who so handsome as you at any time, my pretty one!” 

“Come!” said Mr. Tappertit, who had waited during this 
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speech with considerable impatience. ‘‘There’s enough of that, 
Come down.” 

The little hand seconded this admonition by thrusting Hugh’s 
great head away with all its force, and drawing up the blind, 
amidst his noisy laughter, and vows that he must have another 
look, for the last glimpse of that sweet face had provoked him past 
all bearing. However, as the suppressed impatience of the party 
now broke out into open murmurs, he abandoned this design, and 
taking his seat upon the bar, contented himself with tapping at 
the front windows of the carriage, and trying to steal a glance 


inside ; Mr. Tappertit, mounting the steps and hanging on by the 
door, issued his directions to the driver with a commanding voice 
and attitude ; the rest got up behind, or ran by the side of the 
carriage, as they could ; some, in imitation of Hugh, endeavoured 
to see the face he had praised so highly, and were reminded of 
their impertinence by hints from the cudgel of Mr. Tappertit. 
Thus they pursued their journey by circuitous and winding roads ; 
preserving, except when they halted to take breath, or to quarrel 
about the best way of reaching London, pretty good order and 


tolerable silence. abe sain 
In the mean time, Dolly—beautiful, bewitching, captivating 
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little Dolly—her hair dishevelled, her dress torn, her dark eyelashes 
wet with tears, her bosom heaving—her face, now pale with fear, 
now crimsoned with indignation—her whole self a hundred times 
more beautiful in this heightened aspect than ever she had been 
before—vainly strove to comfort Emma Haredale, and to impart to 
her the consolation of which she stood in so much need herself. 
The soldiers were sure to come; they must be rescued ; it would 
be impossible to convey them through the streets of London, when 
they set the threats of their guards at defiance, and shrieked to the 
passengers for help. If they did this, when they came into the 
more frequented ways, she was certain—she was quite certain— 
they must be released. So poor Dolly said, and so poor Dolly 
tried to think ; but the invariable conclusion of all such arguments 
was, that Dolly burst into tears; cried, as she wrung her hands, 
what would they do or think, or who would comfort them, at home, 
at the Golden Key; and sobbed most piteously. 

Miss Haredale, whose feelings were usually of a quieter kind 
than Dolly’s, and not so much upon the surface, was dreadfully 
alarmed, and indeed had only just recovered from a swoon. She 
was very pale, and the hand which Dolly held was quite cold ; but 
she bade her, nevertheless, remember that, under Providence, much 
must depend upon their own discretion; that if they remained 
quiet and lulled the vigilance of the ruffians into whose hands they 
had fallen, the chances of their being able to procure assistance 
when they reached the town, were very much increased; that 
unless society were quite unhinged, a hot pursuit must be 
immediately commenced ; and that her uncle, she might be sure, 
would never rest until he had found them out and rescued them. 
But:as she said these latter words, the idea that he had fallen in 
a general massacre of the Catholics that night—no very wild or 
improbable supposition, after what they had seen and undergone 
—struck her dumb ; and, lost in the horrors they had witnessed, 
and those they might be yet reserved for, she sat incapable of 
thought, or speech, or outward show of grief: as rigid, and almost 
as white and cold, as marble. 

Oh, how many, many times, in that long ride, did Dolly think 
of her old lover,—poor, fond, slighted Joe! How many, many 
times, did she recall that night when she ran into his arms from 
the very man now projecting his hateful gaze into the darkness 
where she sat, and leering through the glass in monstrous 
admiration! And when she thought of Joe, and what a brave 
fellow he was, and how he would have ridden boldly up, and dashed 
in among these villains now, yes, though they were double the 
number—and here she clenched her little hand, and pressed her 
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foot upon the ground—the pride she felt for a moment in having 
won his heart, faded in a burst of tears, and she sobbed more 
bitterly than ever. 

As the night wore on, and they proceeded by ways which were 
quite unknown to them—for they could recognise none of the 
objects of which they sometimes caught a hurried glimpse—their 
fears increased ; nor were they without good foundation; it was 
not difficult for two beautiful young women to find, in their being 
borne they knew not whither by a band of daring villains who eyed 
them as some among these fellows did, reasons for the worst alarm. 
When they at last entered London, by a suburb with which they 
were wholly unacquainted, it was past midnight, and the streets 
were dark and empty. Nor was this the worst, for the carriage 
stopping in a lonely spot, Hugh suddenly opened the door, jumped 
in, and took his seat between them. 

It was in vain they cried for help. He put his arm about the 
neck of each, and swore to stifle them with kisses if they were not 
as silent as the grave. 

““T come here to keep you quiet,” he said, ‘‘and that’s the 
means I shall take. So don’t be quiet, pretty mistresses—make 
a noise—do—and I shall like it all the better.” 

They were proceeding at a rapid pace, and apparently with 
fewer attendants than before, though it was so dark (the torches 
being extinguished) that this was mere conjecture. They shrank 
from his touch, each into the farthest corner of the carriage ; but 
shrink as Dolly would, his arm encircled her waist, and held her 
fast. She neither cried nor spoke, for terror and disgust deprived 
her of the power; but she plucked at his hand as though she 
would die in the effort to disengage herself; and crouching on the 
ground, with her head averted and held down, repelled him with a 
strength she wondered at as much as he. The carriage stopped again. 

“Lift this one out,” said Hugh to the man who opened the 
door, as he took Miss Haredale’s hand, and felt how heavily it 
fell. ‘‘She’s fainted.” 

“So much the better,” growled Dennis—it was that amiable 
gentleman. ‘She’s quiet. I always like ’em to faint, unless 
they’re very tender and composed.” 

“Can you take her by yourself?” asked Hugh. 

“T don’t know till I try. I ought to be able to; I’ve lifted up 
a good many in my time,” said the hangman. “Up then! She’s 
no small weight, brother; none of these here fine gals are. Up 
again! Now we have it.” 

Having by this time hoisted the young lady into his arms, he 
staggered off with his burden. 
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“Took ye, pretty bird,” said Hugh, drawing Dolly towards him. 
“Remember what I told you—a kiss for every cry. Scream, if 
you love me, darling. Scream once, mistress. Pretty mistress, 
only once, if you love me.” 

Thrusting his face away with all her force, and holding down 
her head, Dolly submitted to be carried out of the chaise, and 
borne after Miss Haredale into a miserable cottage, where Hugh, 
after hugging her to his breast, set her gently down upon the floor. 

Poor Dolly! Do what she would, she only looked the better 
for it, and tempted them the more. When her eyes flashed 
angrily, and her ripe lips slightly parted, to give her rapid 
breathing vent, who could resist it? When she wept and sobbed 
as though her heart would break, and bemoaned her miseries in 
the sweetest voice that ever fell upon a listener’s ear, who could 
be insensible to the little winning pettishness which now and then 
displayed itself, even in the sincerity and earnestness of her grief? 
When, forgetful for a moment of herself, as she was now, she fell 
on her knees beside her friend, and bent over her, and laid her 
cheek to hers, and put her arms about her, what mortal eyes could 
have avoided wandering to the delicate bodice, the streaming hair, 
the neglected dress, the perfect abandonment and unconsciousness 
of the blooming little beauty? Who could look on and see her 
lavish caresses and endearments, and not desire to be in Emma 
Haredale’s place ; to be either her or Dolly; either the hugging 
or the hugged? Not Hugh. Not Dennis. 

“T tell you what it is, young women,” said Mr. Dennis, ‘I an’t 
much of a lady’s man myself, nor am I a party in the present 
business further than lending a willing hand to my friends: but if 
I see much more of this here sort of thing, I shall become a 
principal instead of an accessory. I tell you candidly.” 

‘“Why have you brought us here?” said Emma. “ Are we to 
be murdered ¢” 

“Murdered!” cried Dennis, sitting down upon a stool, and 
regarding her with great favour. ‘Why, my dear, who’d murder 
sich chickabiddies as you? If you was to ask me, now, whether 
you was brought here to be married, there might be something 
in! it. 

And here he exchanged a grin with Hugh, who removed his 
eyes from Dolly for the purpose. 

“No, no,” said Dennis, “‘there’ll be no murdering, my pets. 
Nothing of that sort. Quite the contrairy.” 

“You are an older man than your companion, Sir,” said Emma, 


trembling. ‘‘ Have you no pity for us? Do you not consider that 
we are women ?” 


BARNABY RUDGE. 433 


“T do indeed, my dear,” retorted Dennis. ‘It would be very 
hard not to, with two such specimens afore my eyes. Ha ha! 
Oh yes, I consider that. We all consider that, miss.” 

He shook his head waggishly, leered at Hugh again, and laughed 
very much, as if he had said a noble thing, and rather thought he 
was coming out. 

“There'll be no murdering, my dear. Nota bit onit. I tell 
you what though, brother,” said Dennis, cocking his hat for the 
convenience of scratching his head, and looking gravely at Hugh, 
“it’s worthy of notice, as a proof of the amazing equalness and 
dignity of our law, that it don’t make no distinction between men 
and women. I’ve heerd the judge say, sometimes, to a highwayman 
or housebreaker as had tied the ladies neck and heels—you'll 
excuse me making mention of it, my darlings—and put ’em in a 
cellar, that he showed no consideration to women. Now, I say 
that there judge didn’t know his business, brother; and that if I 
had been that there highwayman or housebreaker, I should have 
made answer: ‘What are you talking of, my lord? I showed 
the women as much consideration as the law does, and what more 
would you have me do?’ If you was to count up in the 
newspapers the number of females as have been worked off in this 
here city alone, in the last ten year,” said Mr. Dennis thoughtfully, 
“youd be surprised at the total—quite amazed, you would. 
There’s a dignified and equal thing ; a beautiful thing! But we’ve 
no security for its lasting. Now that they’ve begun to favour 
these here Papists, I shouldn’t wonder if they went and altered 
even that, one of these days. Upon my soul, I shouldn’t.” 

This subject, perhaps from being of too exclusive and 
professional a nature, failed to interest Hugh as much as his 
friend had anticipated. But he had no time to pursue it, for at this 
crisis Mr. Tappertit entered precipitately ; at sight of whom Dolly 
uttered a scream of joy, and fairly threw herself into his arms. 

““T knew it, I was sure of it!” cried Dolly. ‘‘ My dear father’s 
at the door. Thank God, thank God! Bless you, Sim. Heaven 
bless you for this!” 

Simon Tappertit, who had at first implicitly believed that the 
locksmith’s daughter, unable any longer to suppress her secret 
passion for himself, was about to give it full vent in its intensity, 
and to declare that she was his for ever, looked extremely foolish 
when she said these words ;—the more so, as they were received 
by Hugh and Dennis with a loud laugh, which made her draw 
back, and regard him with a fixed and earnest look. 

‘Miss Haredale,” said Sim, after a very awkward silence, “TI 
hope yow’ye as comfortable as circumstances will permit of Dolly 
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Varden, my darling—my own, my lovely one—I hope yow’re 
pretty comfortable likewise.” 

Poor little Dolly! She saw how it was; hid her face in her 
hands ; and sobbed more bitterly than ever. 

“You meet in me, Miss V.,” said Simon, laying his hand upon 
his breast, “not a’prentice, not a workman, not a slave, not the 
victim of your father’s tyrannical behaviour, but the leader of a 
great people, the captain of a noble band, in which these gentlemen 
are, as I may say, corporals and serjeants. You behold in me, 
not a private individual, but a public character ; not a mender of 


locks, but a healer of the wounds of his unhappy country. Dolly 
V., sweet Dolly V., for how many years have I looked forward to 
this present meeting! For how many years has it been my 
intention to exalt and ennoble you! I redeem it. Behold in me 
your husband. Yes, beautiful Dolly—charmer—enslaver—S. 
Tappertit is all your own !” 

As he said these words he advanced towards her. Dolly 
retreated till she could go no farther, and then sank down upon 
the floor. Thinking it very possible that this might be maiden 
modesty, Simon essayed to raise her; on which Dolly, goaded to 
desperation, wound her hands in his hair, and crying out amidst 
her tears that he was a dreadful little wretch, and always had been, 
shook, and pulled, and beat him, until he was fain to call for help, 
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most lustily. Hugh had never admired her half so much as at 
that moment, 

“She’s in an excited state to-night,” said Simon, as he smoothed 
his rumpled feathers, ‘and don’t know when she’s well off. Let 
her be by herself till to-morrow, and that'll bring her down a little. 
Carry her into the next house!” 

Hugh had her in his arms directly. It might be that Mr. 
Tappertit’s heart was really softened by her distress, or it might 
be that he felt it in some degree indecorous that his intended bride 
should be struggling in the grasp of another man. He commanded 
him, on second thoughts, to put her down again, and looked 
moodily on as she flew to Miss Haredale’s side, and clinging to her 
dress, hid her flushed face in its folds. 

“They shall remain here together till to-morrow,” said Simon, 
who had now quite recovered his dignity—‘ till to-morrow. Come 
away !” 

“Ay!” cried Hugh. ‘Come away, captain. Ha ha ha!” 

“What are you laughing at?” demanded Simon sternly. 

“* Nothing, captain, nothing,” Hugh rejoined ; and as he spoke, 
and clapped his hand upon the shoulder of the little man, he 
laughed again, for some unknown reason, with tenfold violence. 

Mr. Tappertit surveyed him from head to foot with lofty scorn 
(this only made him laugh the more), and turning to the prisoners, 
said : 

“You'll take notice, ladies, that this place is well watched on 
every side, and that the least noise is certain to be attended with 
unpleasant consequences. You'll hear—both of you—more of our 
intentions to-morrow. In the meantime, don’t show yourselves at 
the window, or appeal to any of the people you may see pass it ; 
for if you do, it’ll be known directly that you come from a Catholic 
house, and all the exertions our men can make, may not be able to 
save your lives,” 

With this last caution, which was true enough, he turned to 
the door, followed by Hugh and Dennis. They paused for a 
moment, going out, to look at them clasped in each other’s arms, 
and then left the cottage ; fastening the door, and setting a good 
watch upon it, and indeed all round the house. 

“‘T say,” growled Dennis, as they walked away in company, 
“that’s a dainty pair. Muster Gashford’s one is as handsome as 
the other, eh?” 

“Hush!” said Hugh, hastily. ‘Don’t you mention names. 
It’s a bad habit.” 

“T wouldn’t like to be him, then (as you don’t like names), 
when he breaks it out to her; that’s all,” said Dennis. ‘“ She’s 
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one of them fine, black-eyed, proud gals, as I wouldn’t trust at such 
times with a knife too near’em. I’ve seen some of that sort, afore 
now. I recollect one that was worked off, many year ago—and 
there was a gentleman in that case too—that says to me, with her 
lip a trembling, but her hand as steady as ever I see one ; ‘ Dennis, 
I’m near my end, but if I had a dagger in these fingers, and he 
was within my reach, I’d strike him dead afore me ;’—ah, she did 
——and she’d have done it too!” 

“Strike who dead?” demanded Hugh. 

“How should I know, brother?” answered Dennis. ‘‘ She 
never said ; not she.” 

Hugh looked, for a moment, as though he would have made 
some further inquiry into this incoherent recollection ; but Simon 
Tappertit, who had been meditating deeply, gave his thoughts a 
new direction. 

“Hugh!” said Sim. ‘You have done well to-day. You shall 
be rewarded. So have you, Dennis.—There’s no young woman you 
want to carry off, is there?” 

* N—no,” returned that gentleman, stroking his grizzled beard, 
which was some two inches long. ‘‘ None in partikler, I think.” 

“Very good,” said Sim; “then we'll find some other way of 
making it up to you. As to you, old boy”—he turned to Hugh— 
“you shall have Miggs (her that I promised you, you know) 
within three days. Mind. I pass my word for it.” 

Hugh thanked him heartily ; and as he did so, his laughing-fit 
returned with such violence that he was obliged to hold his side | 
with one hand, and to lean with the other on the shoulder of his 
small captain, without whose support he would certainly have 
rolled upon the ground, 


7 


CHAPTER THE SIXTIETH. 


THE three worthies turned their faces towards the Boot, with 
the intention of passing the night in that place of rendezvous, and 
of seeking the repose they so much needed in the shelter of their 
old den; for now that the mischief and destruction they had 
purposed were achieved, and their prisoners were safely bestowed 
for the night, they began to be conscious of exhaustion, and to 
feel the wasting effects of the madness which had led to such 
deplorable results. 

Notwithstanding the lassitude and fatigue which oppressed 
him now, in common with his two companions, and indeed with 
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all who had taken an active share in that night’s work, Hugh’s 
boisterous merriment broke out afresh whenever he looked at 
Simon Tappertit, and vented itself—much to that gentleman’s 
indignation—in such shouts of laughter as bade fair to bring the 
watch upon them, and involve them in a skirmish, to which in 
their present worn-out condition they might prove by no means 
equal. Even Mr. Dennis, who was not at all particular on the 
score of gravity or dignity, and who had a great relish for his 
young friend’s eccentric humours, took occasion to remonstrate 
with him on this imprudent behaviour, which he held to be a 
species of suicide, tantamount to a man’s working himself off 
without being overtaken by the law, than which he could imagine 
nothing more ridiculous or impertinent. 

Not abating one jot of his noisy mirth for these remonstrances, 
Hugh reeled along between them, having an arm of each, until 
they hove in sight of the Boot, and were within a field or two of 
that convenient tavern. He happened by great good luck to have 
roared and shouted himself into silence by this time. They were 
proceeding onward without noise, when a scout who had been 
creeping about the ditches all night, to warn any stragglers from 
encroaching further on what was now such dangerous ground, 
peeped cautiously from his hiding-place, and called to them to stop. 

“Stop! and why?” said Hugh. 

Because (the scout replied) the house was filled with constables 
and soldiers ; having been surprised that afternoon, The inmates 
had fled or been taken into custody, he could not say which. He 
had prevented a great many people from approaching nearer, and 
he believed they had gone to the markets and such places to pass 
the night. He had seen the distant fires, but they were all out 
now. He had heard the people who passed and repassed, speaking 
of them too, and could report that the prevailing opinion was one 
of apprehension and dismay. He had not heard a word of 
Barnaby—didn’t even know his name—but it had been said in 
his hearing that some man had been taken and carried off to 
Newgate. Whether this was true or false, he could not affirm. 

The three took counsel together, on hearing this, and debated 
what it might be best to do. Hugh, deeming it possible that 
Barnaby was in the hands of the soldiers, and at that moment 
under detention at the Boot, was for advancing stealthily, and 
firing the house; but his companions, who objected to such rash 
measures unless they had a crowd at their backs, represented that 
if Barnaby were taken he had assuredly been removed to a stronger 
prison ; they would never have dreamed of keeping him all night 
in a place so weak and open to attack, Yielding to this reasoning, 
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and to their persuasions, Hugh consented to turn back, and to 
repair to Fleet Market ; for which place, it seemed, a few of their 
boldest associates had shaped their course, on receiving the same 
intelligence. 

Feeling their strength recruited and their spirits roused now 
that there was a new necessity for action, they hurried away, quite 
forgetful of the fatigue under which they had been sinking but a 
few minutes before; and soon arrived at their new place of 
destination. 

Fleet Market, at that time, was a long irregular row of wooden 
sheds and pent-houses, occupying the centre of what is now called 
Farringdon Street. They were jumbled. together in a most 
unsightly fashion, in the middle of the road ; to the great obstruc- 
tion of the thoroughfare and the annoyance of passengers, who 
were fain to make their way, as they best could, among carts, 
baskets, barrows, trucks, casks, bulks, and benches, and to jostle 
with porters, hucksters, waggoners, and a motley crowd of buyers, 
sellers, pickpockets, vagrants, and idlers. The air was perfumed 
with the stench of rotten leaves and faded fruit; the refuse of the 
butchers’ stalls, and offal and garbage of a hundred kinds: it was 
indispensable to most public conveniences in those days, that they 
should be public nuisances likewise ; and Fleet Market maintained 
the principle to admiration. 

To this place, perhaps because its sheds and baskets were a 
tolerable substitute for beds, or perhaps because it afforded the 
means of a hasty barricade in case of need, many of the rioters 
had straggled, not only that night, but for two or three nights 
before. It was now broad day, but the morning being cold, a 
group of them were gathered round a fire in a public-house, 
drinking hot purl, and smoking pipes, and planning new schemes 
for to-morrow. 

Hugh and his two friends being known to most of these men, 
were received with signal marks of approbation, and inducted into 
the most honourable seats. The room-door was closed and 
fastened to keep intruders at a distance, and then they proceeded 
to exchange news. 

“The soldiers have taken possession of the Boot, I hear,” said 
Hugh. ‘ Who knows anything about it?” 

Several cried that they did; but the majority of the company 
having been engaged in the assault upon the Warren, and all 
present having been concerned in one or other of the night’s 
expeditions, it proved that they knew no more than Hugh himself ; 
having been merely warned by each other, or by the scout, and 
knowing nothing of their own knowledge. 
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“We left a man on guard there to-day,” said Hugh, looking 
round him, “who is not here. You know who it is—Barnaby, 
who brought the soldier down, at Westminster. Has any man 
seen or heard of him ?” 

They shook their heads, and murmured an answer in the 
negative, as each man looked round and appealed to his fellow ; 
when a noise was heard without, and a man was heard to say that 
he wanted Hugh—that he must see Hugh. 

“ He is but one man,” cried Hugh to those who kept the door ; 
“let him come in.” 

“Ay, ay!” muttered the others. ‘Let him come in. Let 
him come in.” 

The door was accordingly unlocked and opened. A one-armed 
man, with his head and face tied up with a bloody cloth, as 
though he had been severely beaten, his clothes torn, and his 
remaining hand grasping a thick stick, rushed in among them, and 
panting for breath, demanded which was Hugh. 

“Here he is,” replied the person he inquired for. “I am 
Hugh. What do you want with me?” 

“T have a message for you,” said the man. ‘‘ You know one 
Barnaby ?” 

“What of him? Did he send the message ?” 

“Yes. He’s taken. He’s in one of the strong cells in 
Newgate. He defended himself as well as he could, but was 
overpowered by numbers. That’s his message.” 

‘When did you see him?” asked Hugh, hastily. 

“On his way to prison, where he was taken by a party of 
soldiers. They took a by-road, and not the one we expected. I 
was one of the few who tried to rescue him, and he called to me, 
and told me to tell Hugh where he was. We made a good 
struggle, though it failed. Look here!” 

He pointed to his dress and to his bandaged head, and still 
panting for breath, glanced round the room ; then faced towards 
Hugh again. 

“T know you by sight,” he said, “for I was in the crowd on 
Friday, and on Saturday, and yesterday, but I didn’t know your 
name. Youre a bold fellow, I know. Sois he. He fought like 
a lion to-night, but it was of no use. J did my best, considering 
that I want this limb.” 

Again he glanced inquisitively round the room—or seemed to 
do so, for his face was nearly hidden by the bandage—and again 
facing sharply towards Hugh, grasped his stick as if he half 
expected to be set upon, and stood on the defensive. 

If he had any such apprehension, however, he was speedily 
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re-assured by the demeanour of all present. None thought of the 
bearer of the tidings. He was lost in the news he brought. 
Oaths, threats, and execrations, were vented on all sides. Some 
cried that if they bore this tamely, another day would see them 
all in jail ; some, that they should have rescued the other prisoners, 
and this would not have happened. One man cried in a loud 
voice, ‘“‘ Who'll follow me to Newgate?” and there was a loud 
shout and general rush towards the door. 

But Hugh and Dennis stood with their backs against it, and 
kept them back, until the clamour had so far subsided that their 
voices could be heard, when they called to them together that to 
go now, in broad day, would be madness; and that if they waited 
until night and arranged a plan of attack, they might release, not 
only their own companions, but all the prisoners, and burn down 
the jail. 

“ Not that jail alone,” cried Hugh, ‘but every jail in London. 
They shall have no place to put their prisoners in. We'll burn 
them all down; make bonfires of them every one! Here!” he 
cried, catching at the hangman’s hand. ‘Let all who’re men 
here, join with us. Shake hands upon it. Barnaby out of jail, 
and not a jail left standing! Who joins?” 

Every man there. And they swore a great oath to release 
their friends from Newgate next night; to force the doors and 
burn the jail; or perish in the fire themselves. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-FIRST., 


On that same night—events so crowd upon each other in 
convulsed and distracted times, that more than the stirring 
incidents of a whole life often become compressed into the compass 
of four-and-twenty hours—on that same night, Mr. Haredale, 
having strongly bound his prisoner, with the assistance of the 
sexton, and forced him to mount his horse, conducted him to 
Chigwell ; bent upon procuring a conveyance to London from that 
place, and carrying him at once before a justice. The disturbed 
state of the town would be, he knew, a sufficient reason for 
demanding the murderer’s committal to prison before daybreak, as 
no man could answer for the security of any of the watch-houses 
or ordinary places of detention ; and to convey a prisoner through 
the streets when the mob were again abroad, would not only be a 
task of great danger and hazard, but would be to challenge an 
attempt at rescue, Directing the sexton to lead the horse, he 
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walked close by the murderer’s side, and in this order they reached 
the village about the middle of the night. 

The people were all awake and up, for they were fearful of 
being burnt in their beds, and sought to comfort and assure each 
other by watching in company. A few of the stoutest-hearted were 
armed and gathered in a body on the green. To these, who knew 
him well, Mr. Haredale addressed himself, briefly narrating what 
had happened, and beseeching them to aid in conveying the 
criminal to London before the dawn of day. 

But not a man among them dared to help him by so much as 
the motion of a finger. The rioters, in their passage through the 
village, had menaced with their fiercest vengeance any person who 
should aid in extinguishing the fire, or render the least assistance 
to him, or any Catholic whomsoever. Their threats extended to 
their lives and all that they possessed. They were assembled for 
their own protection, and could not endanger themselves by lending 
any aid to him. This they told him, not without hesitation and 
regret, as they kept aloof in the moonlight and glanced fearfully 
at the ghostly rider, who, with his head drooping on his breast 
and his hat slouched down upon his brow, neither moved nor 
spoke. 

Finding it impossible to persuade them, and indeed hardly 
knowing how to do so after what they had seen of the fury of the 
crowd, Mr. Haredale besought them that at least they would 
leave him free to act for himself, and would suffer him to take the 
only chaise and pair of horses that the place afforded. This was 
not acceded to without some difficulty, but in the end they told 
him to do what he would, and go away from them in Heaven’s 
name. 

Leaving the sexton at the horse’s bridle, he drew out the chaise 
with his own hands, and would have harnessed the horses, but 
that the postboy of the village—a soft-hearted, good-for-nothing, 
vagabond kind of fellow—-was moved by his earnestness and 
passion, and, throwing down a pitchfork with which he was armed, 
swore that the rioters might cut him into mincemeat if they liked, 
but he would not stand by and see an honest gentleman who had 
done no wrovg, reduced to such extremity, without doing what he 
could to help him. Mr. Haredale shook him warmly by the hand, 
and thanked him from his heart. In five minutes’ time the chaise 
was ready, and this good scapegrace in his saddle. The murderer 
was put inside, the blinds were drawn up, the sexton took his seat 
upon the bar, Mr. Haredale mounted his horse and rode close 
beside the door ; and so they started in the dead of night, and in 
profound silence, for London. 
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The consternation was so extreme that even the horses which 
had escaped the flames at the Warren, could find no friends to 
shelter them. They passed them on the road, browsing on the 
stunted grass ; and the driver told them, that the poor beasts had 
wandered to the village first, but had been driven away, lest they 
should bring the vengeance of the crowd on any of the inhabitants. 

Nor was this feeling confined to such small places, where the 
people were timid, ignorant, and unprotected. When they came 
near London they met, in the grey light of morning, more than 
one poor Catholic family who, terrified by the threats and warnings 
of their neighbours, were quitting the city on foot, and who told 
them they could hire no cart or horse for the removal of their 
goods, and had been compelled to leave them behind, at the mercy 
of the crowd. Near Mile End they passed a house, the master of 
which, a Catholic gentleman of small means, having hired a 
waggon to remove his furniture by midnight, had had it all 
brought down into the street, to wait the vehicle’s arrival, and 
save time in the packing. But the man with whom he made the 
bargain, alarmed by the fires that night, and by the sight of the 
rioters passing his door, had refused to keep it: and the poor 
gentleman, with his wife and servant and their little children, 
were sitting trembling among their goods in the open street, 
dreading the arrival of day and not knowing where to turn or 
what to do. 

It was the same, they heard, with the public conveyances, 
The panic was so great that the mails and stage-coaches were 
afraid to carry passengers who professed the obnoxious religion. 
If the drivers knew them, or they admitted that they held that 
creed, they would not take them, no, though they offered large 
sums ; and yesterday, people had been afraid to recognise Catholic 
acquaintance in the streets, lest they should be marked by spies, 
and burnt out, as it was called, in consequence. One mild old 
man—a priest, whose chapel was destroyed; a very feeble, 
patient, inoffensive creature— who was trudging away, alone, 
designing to walk some distance from town, and then try his 
fortune with the coaches, told Mr, Haredale that he feared he 
micht not find a magistrate who would have the hardihood to 
commit a prisoner to jail, on his complaint. But notwithstanding 
these discouraging accounts they went on, and reached the 
Mansion House soon after sunrise. 

Mr. Haredale threw himself from his horse, but he had no need 
to knock at the door, for it was already open, and there stood 
upon the step a portly old man, with a very red, or rather purple 
face, who, with an anxious expression of countenance, was 
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remonstrating with some unseen person up-stairs, while the 
porter essayed to close the door by degrees and get rid of him. 
With the intense impatience and excitement natural to one in his 
condition, Mr, Haredale thrust himself forward and was about to 
speak, when the fat old gentleman interposed : 

“My good Sir,” said he, “pray let me get an answer. This is 
the sixth time I have been here. I was here five times yester- 
day. My house is threatened with destruction. It is to be 
burned down to-night, and was to have been last night, but 
they had other business on their hands. Pray let me get an 
answer.” 

“My good Sir,” returned Mr, Haredale, shaking his head, 
“my house is burned to the ground. But God forbid that yours 
should be. Get your answer. Be brief, in mercy to me.” 

“Now, you hear this, my lord ?”—~said the old gentleman, 
calling up the stairs, to where the skirt of a dressing-cown fluttered 
on the landing-place. ‘‘ Here is a gentleman here, whose house 
was actually burnt down last night.” 

“Dear me, dear me,” replied a testy voice, “I am very sorry 
for it, but what am I to do? I can’t build it up again. The 
chief magistrate of the City can’t go and be a rebuilding of people’s 
houses, my good Sir. Stuff and nonsense !” 

* But the chief magistrate of the City can prevent people’s 
houses from having any need to be rebuilt, if the chief magistrate’s 
a man, and not a dummy—can’t he, my lord?” cried the old 
gentleman in a choleric manner. 

“You are disrespectable, Sir,” said the Lord Mayor—“least- 
ways, disrespectful I mean.” 

“Disrespectful, my lord!” returned the old gentleman. “TI 
was respectful five times yesterday. I can’t be respectful for 
ever. Men can’t stand on being respectful when their houses are 
going to be burnt over their heads, with them in ’em. What am 
I to do, my lord? Am I to have any protection !” 

“T told you yesterday, Sir,” said the Lord Mayor, “that you 
might have an alderman in your house, if you could get one to 
come,” 

“What the devil’s the good of an alderman?” returned the 
choleric old gentleman. 

“__T'o awe the crowd, Sir,” said the Lord Mayor. 

“Oh Lord ha’ merey!” whimpered the old gentleman, as he 
wiped his forehead in a state of ludicrous distress, “to think of 
sending an alderman to awe a crowd! Why, my lord, if they 
were even so many babies, fed on mother’s milk, what do you 
think they’d care for an alderman! Will you come?” 
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“T!” gaid the Lord Mayor, most emphatically: ‘‘ Certainly 
not.” 

“Then what,” returned the old gentleman, ‘what am I to do? 
Am I a citizen of England? Am I to have the benefit of the 
laws? Am I to have any return for the King’s taxes ?” 

“T don’t know, I am sure,” said the Lord Mayor; “what a 
pity it is youre a Catholic! Why couldn’t you be a Protestant, 
and then you wouldn’t have got yourself into such a mess? [Pm 
sure I don’t know what’s to be done.—There are great people at 
the bottom of these riots.—Oh dear me, what a thing it is to be a 
public character !—You must look in again in the course of the 
day.—Would a javelin-man do%’—Or there’s Philips the constable, 
—he’s disengaged,—he’s not very old for a man at his time of life, 
except in his legs, and if you put him up at a window he’d look 
quite young by candle-light, and might frighten ’em very much.— 
Oh dear !—well !—we’ll see about it.” 

“Stop!” cried Mr. Haredale, pressing the door open as the 
porter strove to shut it, and speaking rapidly, ‘‘ My Lord Mayor, I 
beg you not to go away. I have a man here, who committed a 
murder eight-and-twenty years ago. Half-a-dozen words from 
me, on oath, will justify you in committing him to prison for re- 
examination. I only seek, just now, to have him consigned to a 
place of safety. The least delay may involve his being rescued by 
the rioters.” 

“Oh dear me!” cried the Lord Mayor. ‘God bless my soul— 
and body—oh Lor !—well I !—there are great people at the bottom 
of these riots, you know.—You really mustn’t.” 

“My lord,” said Mr, Haredale, “the murdered gentleman was 
my brother; I succeeded to his inheritance; there were not 
wanting slanderous tongues at that time, to whisper that the guilt 
of this most foul and cruel deed was mine—mine, who loved him, 
as he knows, in Heaven, dearly. The time has come, after all 
these years of gloom and misery, for avenging him, and bringing 
to light a crime so artful and so devilish that it has no parallel. 
Every second’s delay on your part loosens this man’s bloody hands 
again, and leads to his escape. My lord, I charge you hear me, 
and despatch this matter on the instant.” 

“Oh dear me!” cried the chief magistrate; ‘these an’t 
business hours, you know—I wonder at you—how ungentlemanly 
it is of you—you mustn’t—you really mustn’t.—And I suppose 
you are a Catholic too?” 

“T am,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“God bless my soul, I believe people turn Catholics a’ purpose 
to vex and worrit me,” cried the Lord Mayor. ‘“I wish you 
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wouldn’t come here; they’ll be setting the Mansion House afire 
next, and we shall have you to thank for it. You must lock your 
prisoner up, Sir—give him to a watchman—and—and call again 
at a proper time. Then we'll see about it!” 

Before Mr. Haredale could answer, the sharp closing of a door 
and drawing of its bolts, gave notice that the Lord Mayor had 
retreated to his bedroom, and that further remonstrance would be 
unavailing. The two clients retreated likewise, and the porter 
shut them out into the street. 

“That’s the way he puts me off,” said the old gentleman, “I 
can get no redress and no help. What are you going to do, Sir?” 

“To try elsewhere,” answered Mr. Haredale, who was by this 
time on horseback. 

“‘T feel for you, I assure you—and well I may, for we are in a 
common cause,” said the old gentleman. ‘I may not have a 
house to offer you to-night; let me tender it while I can. On 
second thoughts though,” he added, putting up a pocket-book he 
had produced while speaking, ‘‘T’ll not give you a card, for if it 
was found upon you, it might get you into trouble. Langdale— 
that’s my name—vintner and distiller—Holborn Hill—yow’re 
heartily welcome, if you'll come.” 

Mr. Haredale bowed his head, and rode off, close beside the 
chaise as before ; determining to repair to the house of Sir John 
Fielding, who had the reputation of being a bold and active 
magistrate, and fully resolved, in case the rioters should come 
upon them, to do execution on the murderer with his own hands, 
rather than suffer him to be released. 

They arrived at the magistrate’s dwelling, however, without 
molestation (for the mob, as we have seen, were then intent on 
deeper schemes), and knocked at the door. As it had been pretty 
generally rumoured that Sir John was proscribed by the rioters, 
a body of thief-takers had been keeping watch in the house all 
night. To one of them Mr. Haredale stated his business, which 
appearing to the man of sufficient moment to warrant his arousing 
the justice, procured him an immediate audience. 

No time was lost in committing the murderer to Newgate ; 
then a new building, recently completed at a vast expense, and 
considered to be of enormous strength. The warrant being made 
out, three of the thief-takers bound him afresh (he had been 
struggling, it seemed, in the chaise, and had loosened his manacles) ; 
gagged him, lest they should meet with any of the mob, and he 
should call to them for help; and seated themselves, along with 
him, in the carriage. These men being all well armed, made a 
formidable escort; but they drew up the blinds again, as though 
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the carriage were empty, and directed Mr. Haredale to ride 
forward, that he might not attract attention by seeming to belong 
to it. 

The wisdom of this proceeding was sufficiently obvious, for as 
they hurried through the City they passed among several groups 
of men, who, if they had not supposed the chaise to be quite 
empty, would certainly have stopped it. But those within keeping 
quite close, and the driver tarrying to be asked no questions, they 
reached the prison without interruption, and, once there, had him 
out, and safe within its gloomy walls, in a twinkling. 

With eager eyes and strained attention, Mr. Haredale saw him 
chained, and locked and barred up in his cell. Nay, when he had 
left the jail, and stood in the free street, without, he felt the iron 
plates upon the doors, with his hands, and drew them over the 
stone wall, to assure himself that it was real; and to exult in its 
being so strong, and rough, and cold. It was not until he turned 
his back upon the jail, and glanced along the empty streets, so 
lifeless and quiet in the bright morning, that he felt the weight 
upon his heart ; that he knew he was tortured by anxiety for those 
he had left at home; and that home itself was but another bead 
in the long rosary of his regrets. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-SECOND. 


THE prisoner, left to himself, sat down upon his bedstead: and 
resting his elbows on his knees, and his chin upon his hands, 
remained in that attitude for hours. It would be hard to say, of 
what nature his reflections were. They had no distinctness, and, 
saving for some flashes now and then, no reference to his condition 
or the train of circumstances by which it had been brought about. 
The cracks in the pavement of his cell, the chinks in the wall 
where stone was joined to stone, the bars in the window, the iron 
ring upon the floor,—such things as these, subsiding strangely 
into one another, and awakening an indescribable kind of interest 
and amusement, engrossed his whole mind; and although at the 
bottom of his every thought there was an uneasy sense of guilt, 
and dread of death, he felt no more than that vague consciousness 
of it, which a sleeper has of pain. It pursues him through his 
dreams, gnaws at the heart of all his fancied pleasures, robs the 
banquet of its taste, music of its sweetness, makes happiness itself 
unhappy, and yet is no bodily sensation, but a phantom without 
shape, or form, or visible presence; pervading everything, but 
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having no existence; recognizable everywhere, but nowhere seen, 
or touched, or met with face to face, until the sleep is past, and 
waking agony returns. 

After a long time, the door of his cell opened. He looked up ; 
saw the blind man enter ; and relapsed into his former position. 

Guided by his breathing, the visitor advanced to where he sat ; 
and stopping beside him, and stretching out his hand to assure 
himself that he was right, remained, for a good space, silent. 

“This is bad, Rudge. This is bad,” he said at length. 

The prisoner shuffled with his feet upon the ground in turning 
his body from him, but made no other answer. 

“How were you taken?” he asked. ‘And where? You 
never told me more than half your secret. No matter; I know it 
now. How was it, and where, eh?” he asked again, coming still 
nearer to him. 

“* At Chigwell,” said the other. 

“At Chigwell! How came you there?” 

* Because I went there to avoid the man I stumbled on,” he 
answered. ‘“ Because I was chased and driven there, by him and 
Fate. Because I was urged to go there, by something stronger 
than my own will. When I found him watching in the house she 
used to live in, night after night, I knew I never could escape 
him—never ! and when I heard the Bell—” 

He shivered ; muttered that it was very cold ; paced quickly up 
and down the narrow cell; and sitting down again, fell into his 
old posture. 

“You were saying,” said the blind man, after another pause, 
“that when you heard the Bell—” 

“Let it be, will you?” he retorted in a hurried voice. ‘It 
hangs there yet.” 

The blind man turned a wistful and inquisitive face towards 
him, but he continued to speak, without noticing him. 

“JT went to Chigwell, in search of the mob. I have been so 
hunted and beset by this man, that I knew my only hope of safety 
lay in joining them. They had gone on before; I followed them 
when it left off.” 

“When what left off?” 

“The Bell. They had quitted the place. I hoped that some 
of them might be still lingering among the ruins, and was 
searching for them when I heard—” he drew a long breath, and 
wiped his forehead with his sleeve—“ his voice.” 

“ Saying what ?” 

“No matter what. I don’t know. I was then at the foot of 
the turret, where I did the—” 
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“Ay,” said the blind man, nodding his head with perfect com- 
posure, ‘I understand.” 

“T climbed the stair, or so much of it as was left ; meaning to 
hide till he had gone. But he heard me; and followed almost as 
soon as I set foot upon the ashes.” 

“You might have hidden in the wall, and thrown him down, 
or stabbed him,” said the blind man. 

“Might 1? Between that man and me, was one who led him | 
on—lI saw it, though he did not—and raised above his head a 
bloody hand. It was in the room above that he and I stood 
glaring at each other on the night of the murder, and before he 


fell he raised his hand like that, and fixed his eyes on me. I knew 
the chase would end there.” 

“You have a strong fancy,” said the blind man, with a smile. 

‘Strengthen yours with blood, and see what it will come to.” 

He groaned, and rocked himself, and looking up for the first 
time, said, in a low, hollow voice ; 

“ Kight-and-twenty years! Hight-and-twenty years! He has 
never changed in all that time, never grown older, nor altered in 
the least degree. He has been before me in the dark night, and 
the broad sunny day; in the twilight, the moonlight, the sunlight, 
the light of fire, and lamp, and candle; and in the deepest gloom. 
Always the same! In company, in solitude, on land, on shipboard é 
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sometimes leaving me alone for months, and sometimes always 
with me. I have seen him, at sea, come gliding in the dead of night 
along the bright reflection of the moon in the calm water ; and I 
have seen him, on quays and market-places, with his hand uplifted, 
towering, the centre of a busy crowd, unconscious of the terrible 
form that had its silent stand among them. Fancy! Are you 
real? AmI? Are these iron fetters, riveted on me by the smith’s 
hammer, or are they fancies I can shatter at a blow ?” 

The blind man listened in silence. 

“Fancy! Do I fancy that I killed him? Do I fancy that 
as I left the chamber where he lay, I saw the face of a man 
peeping from a dark door, who plainly showed me by his fearful 
looks that he suspected what I had done? Do I remember that I 
spoke fairly to him—that I drew nearer-—nearer yet—with the hot 
knife in my sleeve? Do I fancy how he died? Did he stagger 
back into the angle of the wall into which I had hemmed him, and, 
bleeding inwardly, stand, not fall, a corpse before me? Did I see 
him as I see you now, erect and on his feet—but dead !” 

The blind man, who knew that he had risen, motioned him to 
sit down again upon his bedstead ; but he took no notice of the 
gesture. 

“Tt was then I thought, for the first time, of fastening the 
murder upon him, It was then I dressed him in my clothes, and 
dragged him down the back stairs to the piece of water. Do I 
remember listening to the bubbles that came rising up when I had 
rolled him in? Do I remember wiping the water from my face, 
and because the body splashed it there, in its descent, feeling as if 
it must be blood ? 

“ Did I go home when I had done? And oh, my God! how long 
it took to do! Did I stand before my wife, and tell her? Did I 
see her fall upon the ground ; and, when I stooped to raise her, did 
she thrust me back with a force that cast me off as if I had been 
a child, staining the hand with which she clasped my wrist? Is 
that fancy ? 

“ Did she go down upon her knees, and call on Heaven to witness 
that she and her unborn child renounced me from that hour; and 
did she, in words so solemn that they turned me cold—me, fresh 
from the horrors my own hands had made—warn me to fly while 
there was time ; for though she would be silent, being my wretched 
wife, she would not shelter me? Did I go forth that night, abjured 
of God and man, and anchored deep in hell, to wander at my cable’s 
length about the earth, and surely be drawn down at last ?” 

“Why did you return?” said the blind man. 

“Why is blood red? I could no more help it, than I could live 
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without breath. I struggled against the impulse, but I was drawn 
back, through every difficult and adverse circumstance, as by a 
mighty engine. Nothing could stop me. The day and hour were 
none of my choice. Sleeping and waking, I had been among the 
old haunts for years—had visited my own grave. Why did I come 
back? Because this jail was gaping for me, and he stood beckoning 
at the door.” 

“You were not known?” said the blind man. 

‘“‘T was a man who had been twenty-two years dead. No. I 
was not known.” 

“You should have kept your secret better.” 

“ My secret? Mine? It was a secret, any breath of air could 
whisper at its will. The stars had it in their twinkling, the water 
in its flowing, the leaves in their rustling, the seasons in their 
return. It lurked in strangers’ faces, and their voices. Everything 
had lips on which it always trembled.— Vy secret !” 

“Tt was revealed by your own act at any rate,” said the blind 
man. 

“The act was not mine. I did it, but it was not mine. I was 
obliged at times to wander round, and round, and round that spot. 
If you had chained me up when the fit was on me, I should have 
broken away, and gone there. As truly as the loadstone draws 
iron towards it, so he, lying at the bottom of his deep grave, could 
draw me near him when he would. Was that fancy? Did I like 
to go there, or did I strive and wrestle with the power that forced 
me ?” 

The blind man shrugged his shoulders, and smiled incredulously. 
The prisoner again resumed his old attitude, and for a long time 
both were mute, 

““T suppose then,” said his visitor, at length breaking silence, 
“that you are penitent and resigned ; that you desire to make peace 
with everybody (in particular, with your wife who has brought you 
to this) ; and that you ask no greater favour than to be carried to 
Tyburn as soon as possible? That being the case, I had better 
take my leave. I am not good enough to be company for you.” 

“Have I not told you,” said the other fiercely, “that I have 
striven and wrestled with the power that brought me here? Has 
my whole life, for eight-and-twenty years, been one perpetual 
struggle and resistance, and do you think I want to lie down and 
die? Do all men shrink from death—I most of all?” 

“That’s better said. That’s better spoken, Rudge—but I’ll not 
call you that again—than anything you have said yet,” returned 
the blind man, speaking more familiarly, and laying his hand upon 
hisarm, ‘“‘ Lookye,—I never killed a man myself, for I have never 
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been placed in a position that made it worth my while. Farther, 
I am not an advocate for killing men, and I don’t think I should 
recommend it or like it—for it’s very hazardous—under any cir- 
cumstances. But as you had the misfortune to get into this 
trouble before I made your acquaintance, and as you have been my 
companion, and have been of use to me for a long time now, I over- 
look that part of the matter, and am only anxious that you shouldn’t 
die unnecessarily. Now, I do not consider that at present it is at 
all necessary.” 

“What else is left me?” returned the prisoner. ‘To eat my 
way through these walls with my teeth?” 

“Something easier than that,” returned his friend. ‘ Promise 
me that you will talk no more of these fancies of yours—idle, 
foolish things, quite beneath a man—and I'll tell you what I 
mean.” 

“Tell me,” said the other. 

“Your worthy lady with the tender conscience ; your scrupulous, 
virtuous, punctilious, but not blindly affectionate wife—” 

““ What of her ?” 

“Ts now in London.” 

“A curse upon her, be she where she may !” 

“That’s natural enough. If she had taken her annuity as usual, 
you would not have been here, and we should have been better off. 
But that’s apart from the business. She’s in London. Scared, as 
I suppose, and have no doubt, by my representation when I waited 
upon her, that you were close at hand (which I, of course, urged 
only as an inducement to compliance, knowing that she was not 
pining to see you), she left that place, and travelled up to London.” 

“ How do you know?” 

“From my friend the noble captain—the illustrious general— 
the bladder, Mr. Tappertit. I learnt from him the last time I saw 
him, which was yesterday, that your son who is called Barnaby— 
not after his father I suppose—” 

“Death! does that matter now!” 

“You are impatient,” said the blind man, calmly ; ‘‘it’s a 
good sign, and looks like life—that your son Barnaby had been 
lured away from her by one of his companions who knew him of 
old, at Chigwell ; and that he is now among the rioters.” 

“And what is that to me? If father and son be hanged 
together, what comfort shall I find in that ?” 

“Stay—stay, my friend,” returned the blind man, with a 
cunning look, “you travel fast to journeys’ ends. Suppose I track 
my lady out, and say thus much: ‘You want your son, ma’am— 
good. I, knowing those who tempt him to remain among them, 
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can restore him to you, ma’am—good. You must pay a price, 
ma’am, for his restoration—good again. The price is small, and 
easy to be paid—dear ma’am, that’s best of all.” 

“What mockery is this?” 

“Very likely, she may reply in those words. ‘No mockery at 
all,’ I answer: ‘Madam, a person said to be your husband (identity 
is difficult of proof after the lapse of many years) is in prison, his 
life in peril—the charge against him, murder. Now, ma’am, your 
husband has been dead a long, long time. The gentleman never 
can be confounded with him, if you will have the goodness to say 
a few words, on oath, as to when he died, and how; and that this 
person (who I am told resembles him in some degree) is no more he 
than Iam. Such testimony will set the question quite at rest. 
Pledge yourself to me to give it, ma’am, and I will undertake to 
keep your son (a fine lad) out of harm’s way until you have done 
this trifling service, when he shall be delivered up to you, safe and 
sound. On the other hand, if you decline to do so, I fear he will 
be betrayed, and handed over to the law, which will assuredly 
sentence him to suffer death. It is, in fact, a choice between his 
life and death. If you refuse, he swings. If you comply, the 
timber is not grown, nor the hemp sown, that shall do him any 
harm.’ ” 

“‘There is a gleam of hope in this!” cried the prisoner, starting 
up. 

‘A gleam!” returned his friend, ‘‘a noon-blaze; a full and 
glorious daylight. Hush! I hear the tread of distant feet. Rely 
on me.” 

“When shall I hear more ?” 

““As soon as Ido. Ishould hope, to-morrow. They are coming 
to say that our time for talk is over. I hear the jingling of the 
keys. Not another word of this just now, or they may overhear us.” 

As he said these words, the lock was turned, and one of the 
prison turnkeys appearing at the door, announced that it was time 
for visitors to leave the jail. 

“So soon!” said Stagg, meekly. ‘But it can’t be helped. 
Cheer up, friend. This mistake will soon be set at rest, and then 
you are a man again! If this charitable gentleman will lead a 
blind man (who has nothing in return but prayers) to the prison- 
porch, and set him with his face towards the west, he will do a 
worthy deed. Thank you, good Sir. I thank you very kindly.” 

So saying, and pausing for an instant at the door to turn his 
grinning face towards his friend, he departed. 

When the officer had seen him to the porch, he returned, and 
again unlocking and unbarring the door of the cell, set it wide open, 
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informing its inmate that he was at liberty to walk in the adjacent 
yard, if he thought proper, for an hour, 

The prisoner answered with a sullen nod ; and being left alone 
again, sat brooding over what he had heard, and pondering upon 
the hopes the recent conversation had awakened ; gazing abstractedly, 
the while he did so, on the light without, and watching the shadows 
thrown by one wall on another, and on the stone-paved ground. 

It was a dull, square yard, made cold and gloomy by high walls, 
and seeming to chill the very sunlight. The stone, so bare, and 
rough, and obdurate, filled even him with longing thoughts of 


meadow-land and trees; and with a burning wish to be at liberty. 
As he looked, he rose, and leaning against the door-post, gazed up 
at the bright blue sky, smiling even on that dreary home of crime. 
He seemed, for a moment, to remember lying on his back in some 
sweet-scented place, and gazing at it through moving branches, 
long ago. 

His attention was suddenly attracted by a clanking sound—he 
knew what it was, for he had startled himself by making the same 
noise in walking to the door. Presently a voice began to sing, and 
he saw the shadow of a figure on the pavement. It stopped—was 
silent all at once, as though the person for a moment had forgotten 
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where he was, but soon remembered—and so, with the same 
clanking noise, the shadow disappeared. 

He walked out into the court and paced it to and fro; startling 
the echoes, as he went, with the harsh jangling of his fetters. 
There was a door near his, which, like his, stood ajar. 

He had not taken half-a-dozen turns up and down the yard, 
when, standing still to observe this door, he heard the clanking 
sound again. A face looked out of the grated window—he saw it 
very dimly, for the cell was dark and the bars were heavy—and 
directly afterwards, a man appeared, and came towards him. 

For the sense of loneliness he had, he might have been in the jail 
a year. Made eager by the hope of companionship, he quickened 
his pace, and hastened to meet the man half way— 

What was this! His son! 

They stood face to face, staring at each other. He shrinking 
and cowed, despite himself; Barnaby struggling with his imperfect 
memory, and wondering where he had seen that face before. He 
was not uncertain long, for suddenly he laid hands upon him, and 
striving to bear him to the ground, cried : 

“Ah! I know! You are the robber!” 

He said nothing in reply at first, but held down his head, and 
struggled with him silently. Finding the younger man too strong 
for him, he raised his face, looked close into his eyes, and said, 

“T am your father.” 

God knows what magic the name had for his ears ; but Barnaby 
released his hold, fell back, and looked at him aghast. Suddenly 
he sprang towards him, put his arms about his neck, and pressed 
his head against his cheek. 

Yes, yes, he was ; he was sure he was. But where had he been 
so long, and why had he left his mother by herself, or worse than 
by herself, with her poor foolish boy? And had she really been as 
happy as they said. And where was she? Was she near there? 
She was not happy now, and he in jail? Ah, no. 

Not a word was said in answer ; but Grip croaked loudly, and 
hopped about them, round and round, as if enclosing them in a 
magic circle, and invoking all the powers of mischief. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-THIRD. 


Durine the whole of this day, every regiment in or near the 
metropolis was on duty in one or other part of the town; and the 
regulars and militia, in obedience to the orders which were sent to 
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every barrack and station within twenty-four hours’ journey, began 
to pour in by all the roads. But the disturbance had attained to 
such a formidable height, and the rioters had grown, with impunity, 
to be so audacious and so daring, that the sight of this great force, 
continually augmented by new arrivals, instead of operating as a 
check, stimulated them to outrages of greater hardihood than any 
they had yet committed ; and helped to kindle a flame in London, 
the like of which had never been beheld, even in its ancient and 
rebellious times. 

All yesterday, and on this day likewise, the commander-in-chief 
endeavoured to arouse the magistrates to a sense of their duty, and 
in particular the Lord Mayor, who was the faintest-hearted and 
most timid of them all. With this object, large bodies of the 
soldiery were several times despatched to the Mansion House 
to await his orders: but as he could, by no threats or persuasions, 
be induced to give any, and as the men remained in the open street, 
fruitlessly for any good purpose, and thrivingly for a very bad one ; 
these laudable attempts did harm rather than good. For the 
crowd, becoming speedily acquainted with the Lord Mayor’s temper, 
did not fail to take advantage of it, by boasting that even the civil 
authorities were opposed to the Papists, and could not find it in 
their hearts to molest those who were guilty of no other offence. 
These vaunts they took care to make within the hearing of the 
soldiers ; and they, being naturally loth to quarrel with the people, 
received their advances kindly enough : answering, when they were 
asked if they desired to fire upon their countrymen, ‘‘ No, they 
would be damned if they did;” and showing much honest sim- 
plicity and good-nature. The feeling that the military were No 
Popery men, and were ripe for disobeying orders and joining the 
mob, soon became very prevalent in consequence. Rumours of 
their disaffection, and of their leaning towards the popular 
cause, spread from mouth to mouth with astonishing rapidity ; 
and whenever they were drawn up idly in the streets or squares, 
there was sure to be a crowd about them, cheering and shaking 
hands, and treating them with a great show of confidence and 
affection. 

By this time, the crowd was everywhere ; all concealment and 
disguise were laid aside, and they pervaded the whole town. If 
any man among them wanted money, he had but to knock at the 
door of a dwelling-house, or walk into a shop, and demand it in 
the rioters’ name; and his demand was instantly complied with. 
The peaceable citizens being afraid to lay hands upon them, singly 
and alone, it may be easily supposed that when gathered together 
in bodies, they were perfectly secure from interruption, They 
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assembled in the streets, traversed them at their will and pleasure, 
and publicly concerted their plans. Business was quite suspended ; 
the greater part of the shops were closed; most of the houses 
displayed a blue flag in token of their adherence to the popular 
side ; and even the Jews in Houndsditch, Whitechapel, and those 
quarters, wrote upon their doors or window-shutters “This House 
is a True Protestant.” The crowd was the law, and never was 
the law held in greater dread, or more implicitly obeyed. 

It was about six o’clock in the evening, when a vast mob 
poured into Lincoln’s Inn Fields by every avenue, and divided— 
evidently in pursuance of a previous design—into several parties. 
It must not be understood that this arrangement was known to 
the whole crowd, but that it was the work of a few leaders ; who, 
mingling with the men as they came upon the ground, and calling 
to them to fall into this or that party, effected it as rapidly as if 
it had been determined on by a council of the whole number, and 
every man had known his place. 

It was perfectly notorious to the assemblage that the largest 
body, which comprehended about two-thirds of the whole, was 
designed for the attack on Newgate. It comprehended all the 
rioters who had been conspicuous in any of their former proceed- 
ings ; all those whom they recommended as daring hands and fit 
for the work ; all those whose companions had been taken in the 
riots; and a great number of people who were relatives or friends 
of felons in the jail. This last class included, not only the most 
desperate and utterly abandoned villains in London, but some who 
were comparatively innocent. There was more than one woman 
there, disguised in man’s attire, and bent upon the rescue of a 
child or brother. There were the two sons of a man who lay 
under sentence of death, and who was to be executed along with 
three others, on the next day but one. There was a great party 
of boys whose fellow-pickpockets were in the prison ; and at the 
skirts of all, a score of miserable women, outcasts from the world, 
seeking to release some other fallen creature as miserable as them- 
selves, or moved by a general sympathy perhaps—God knows— 
with all who were without hope, and wretched. 

Old swords, and pistols without ball or powder; sledge- 
hammers, knives, axes, saws, and weapons pillaged from the 
butchers’ shops; a forest of iron bars and wooden clubs; long 
ladders for scaling the walls, each carried on the shoulders of a 
dozen men; lighted torches; tow smeared with pitch, and tar, 
and brimstone; staves roughly plucked from fence and paling ; 
and even crutches torn from crippled beggars in the streets ; 
composed their arms. When all was ready, Hugh and Dennis, 
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with Simon Tappertit between them, led the way. Roaring and 
chafing like an angry sea, the crowd pressed after them. 

Instead of going straight down Holborn to the jail, as all 
expected, their leaders took the way to Clerkenwell, and rushing 
down a quiet street, halted before a locksmith’s house—the Golden 
Key. 

** Beat at the door,” cried Hugh to the men about him. “ We 
want one of his craft to-night. Beat it in, if no one answers.” 

The shop was shut. Both door and shutters were of a strong 
and sturdy kind, and they knocked without effect. But the 
impatient crowd raising a cry of ‘Set fire to the house!” and 
torches being passed to the front, an upper window was thrown 
open, and the stout old locksmith stood before them. 

“What now, ye villains!” he demanded. ‘Where is my 
daughter ?” 

“ Ask no questions of us, old man,” retorted Hugh, waving his 
comrades to be silent, “but come down, and bring the tools of 
your trade. We want you.” 

“Want me!” cried the locksmith, glancing at the regimental 
dress he wore: ‘‘ Ay, and if some that I could name possessed the 
hearts of mice, ye should have had me long ago. Mark me, my 
lad—and you about him do the same. ‘There are a score among 
ye whom I see now and know, who are dead men from this hour. 
Begone! and rob an undertaker’s while you can! Youll want 
some coffins before long.” 

“Will you come down?” cried Hugh. 

“Will you give me my daughter, ruttian?” cried the locksmith. 

“‘T know nothing of her,” Hugh rejoined. ‘‘ Burn the door!” 

“Stop!” eried the locksmith, in a voice that made them falter 
—presenting, as he spoke, a gun. ‘Let an old man do that. 
You can spare him better.” 

The young fellow who held the light, and who was stooping 
down before the door, rose hastily at these words, and fell back. 
The locksmith ran his eye along the upturned faces, and kept the 
weapon levelled at the threshold of his house. It had no other 
rest than his shoulder, but was as steady as the house itself. 

“Let the man who does it, take heed to his prayers,” he said 
firmly ; “I warn him.” 

Snatching a torch from one who stood near him, Hugh was 
stepping forward with an oath, when he was arrested by a shrill 
and piercing shriek, and, looking upward, saw a fluttering garment 
on the house-top. 

There was another shriek, and another, and then a shrill voice 
cried, ‘Is Simmun below?” At the same moment a lean neck was 
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stretched over the parapet, and Miss Miggs, indistinctly seen in the 
gathering gloom of evening, screeched in a frenzied manner, “Oh! 
dear gentlemen, let me hear Simmuns’s answer from his own lips. 
Speak to me, Simmun. Speak to me!” 

Mr. Tappertit, who was not at all flattered by this compliment, 
looked up, and bidding her hold her peace, ordered her to come 
down and open the door, for they wanted her master, and would 
take no denial. 

“Oh good gentlemen!” cried Miss Miggs. ‘Oh my own 
precious, precious Simmun—” 

“Hold your nonsense, will you!” retorted Mr. Tappertit ; 
“and come down and open the door.—G. Varden, drop that gun, 
or it will be worse for you.” 

“Don’t mind his gun,” screamed Miggs. ‘‘Simmun and 
gentlemen, I poured a mug of table-beer right down the barrel.” 

The crowd gave a loud shout, which was followed by a roar of 
laughter. 

“Tt wouldn’t go off, not if you was to load it up to the muzzle,” 
screamed Miggs. ‘‘Simmun and gentlemen, I’m locked up in the 
front attic, through the little door on the right hand when you 
think you’ve got to the very top of the stairs—and up the flight 
of corner steps, being careful not to knock your heads against the 
rafters, and not to tread on one side in case you should fall into 
the two-pair bedroom through the lath and plasture, which do not 
bear, but the contrairy. Simmun and gentlemen, I’ve been locked 
up here for safety, but my endeavours has always been, and always 
will be, to be on the right side—the blessed side—and to prenounce 
the Pope of Babylon, and all her inward and her outward workings, 
which is Pagin. My sentiments is of little consequences, I know,” 
cried Miggs, with additional shrillness, ‘‘ for my positions is but a 
servant, and as sich, of humilities ; still I gives expressions to my 
feelings, and places my reliances on them which entertains my own 
Opinions !” 

Without taking much notice of these outpourings of Miss Miggs 
after she had made her first announcement in relation to the gun, 
the crowd raised a ladder against the window where the locksmith 
stood, and notwithstanding that he closed, and fastened, and 
defended it manfully, soon forced an entrance by shivering the 
glass and breaking in the frames. After dealing a few stout blows 
about him, he found himself defenceless, in the midst of a furious 
crowd, which overflowed the room and softened off in a confused 
heap of faces at the door and window. 

They were very wrathful with him (for he had wounded two 
men), and even called out to those in front, to bring him forth 
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and hang him on a lamp-post. But Gabriel was quite undaunted, 
and looked from Hugh and Dennis, who held him by either arm, 
to Simon Tappertit, who confronted him. 

“You have robbed me of my daughter,” said the locksmith, 
“who is far, far dearer to me than my life; and you may take my 
life, if you will. I bless God that I have been enabled to keep 
my wife free of this scene; and that He has made me a man who 
will not ask mercy at such hands as yours.” 

“And a wery game old gentleman you are,” said Mr. Dennis, 
approvingly ; ‘and you express yourself like a man. What’s the 
odds, brother, whether it’s a lamp-post to-night, or a feather-bed 
ten year to come, eh?” 

The locksmith glanced at him disdainfully, but returned no 
other answer. 

“For my part,” said the hangman, who particularly favoured 
the lamp-post suggestion, “I honour your principles. They’re 
mine exactly. In such sentiments as them,” and here he 
emphasized his discourse with an oath, ‘I’m ready to meet you or 
any man half-way.—Have you got a bit of cord anywheres handy ? 
Don’t put yourself out of the way, if you haven’t. A handkecher 
will do.” 

“Don’t be a fool, master,” whispered Hugh, seizing Varden 
roughly by the shoulder ; ‘but do as you’re bid. You'll soon hear 
what you're wanted for. Do it!” 

“Tll do nothing at your request, or that of any scoundrel 
here,” returned the locksmith. “If you want any service from 
me, you may spare yourselves the pains of telling me what it is. 
I tell you, beforehand, I’ll do nothing for you.” 

Mr. Dennis was so affected by this constancy on the part of 
the staunch old man, that he protested—almost with tears in his 
eyes—that to baulk his inclinations would be an act of cruelty 
and hard dealing to which he, for one, never could reconcile his 
conscience. The gentleman, he said, had avowed in so many 
words that he was ready for working off; such being the case, he 
considered it their duty, as a civilised and enlightened crowd, to 
work him off. It was not often, he observed, that they had it in 
their power to accommodate themselves to the wishes of those from 
whom they had the misfortune to differ. Having now found an 
individual who expressed a desire which they could reasonably 
indulge (and for himself he was free to confess that in his opinion 
that desire did honour to his feelings), he hoped they would 
decide to accede to his proposition before going any further. It 
was an experiment which, skilfully and dexterously performed, 
would be over in five minutes, with great comfort and satisfaction 
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to all parties ; and though it did not become him (Mr. Dennis) to 
speak well of himself, he trusted he might be allowed to say that 
he had practical knowledge of the subject, and, being naturally of 
an obliging and friendly disposition, would work the gentleman off 
with a deal of pleasure. 

These remarks, which were addressed in the midst of a frightful 
din and turmoil to those immediately about him, were received 
with great favour ; notso much, perhaps, because of the hangman’s 
eloquence, as on account of the locksmith’s obstinacy. Gabriel 
was in imminent peril, and he knew it; but he preserved a steady 
silence; and would -have done so, if they had been debating 
whether they should roast him at a slow fire. 

As the hangman spoke, there was some stir and confusion on 
the ladder; and directly he was silent—so immediately upon his 
holding his peace, that the crowd below had no time to learn what 
he had been saying, or to shout in response—some one at the 
window cried : 

“He has a grey head. He is an old man: don’t hurt 
him !” 

The locksmith turned, with a start, towards the place from 
which the words had come, and looked hurriedly at the people 
who were hanging on the ladder and clinging to each other. 

‘Pay no respect to my grey hair, young man,” he said, answer- 
ing the voice and not any one he saw. “I don’t ask it. My 
heart is green enough to scorn and despise every man among you, 
—band of robbers that you are!” 

This incautious speech by no means tended to appease the 
ferocity of the crowd. They cried again to have him brought 
out; and it would have gone hard with the honest locksmith, 
but that Hugh reminded them, in answer, that they wanted his 
services, and must have them. 

“So, tell him what we want,’ he said to Simon Tappertit, 
“and quickly. And open your ears, master, if you would ever 
use them after to-night.” 

Gabriel folded his arms, which were now at liberty, and eyed 
his old ’prentice in silence. 

“Lookye, Varden,” said Sim, “ we’re bound for Newgate.” 

““T know you are,” returned the locksmith. ‘‘ You never said a 
truer word than that.” 

“To burn it down, I mean,” said Simon, “and force the gates, 
and set the prisoners at liberty. You helped to make the lock of 
the great door.” 

“T did,” said the locksmith. ‘You owe me no thanks for 
that—as you'll find before long.” 
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“Maybe,” returned his journeyman, “but you must show us 
how to force it.” 

“Must I!” 

“Yes ; for you know, and I don’t. You must come along with 
us, and pick it with your own hands.” 

“When I do,” said the locksmith quietly, “my hands shall 
drop off at the wrists, and you shall wear them, Simon Tappertit, 
on your shoulders for epaulettes.” 

“We'll see that,” cried Hugh, interposing, as the indignation of 
the crowd again burst forth. ‘‘ You fill a basket with the tools he’ll 
want, while I bring him down-stairs. Open the doors below, some 
of you. And light the great captain, others! Is there no business 
afoot, my lads, that you can do nothing but stand and grumble?” 

They looked at one another, and quickly dispersing, swarmed 
over the house, plundering and breaking, according to their custom, 
and carrying off such articles of value as happened to please their 
fancy. They had no great length of time for these proceedings, 
for the basket of tools was soon prepared and slung over a man’s 
shoulders. The preparations being now completed, and every- 
thing ready for the attack, those who were pillaging and destroying 
in the other rooms were called down to the workshop. They 
were about to issue forth, when the man who had been last 
up-stairs, stepped forward, and asked if the young woman in the 
garret (who was making a terrible noise, he said, and kept on 
screaming without the least cessation) was to be released ? 

For his own part, Simon Tappertit would certainly have 
replied in the negative, but the mass of his companions, mindful 
of the good service she had done in the matter of the gun, being 
of a different opinion, he had nothing for it but to answer, Yes. 
The man, accordingly, went back again to the rescue, and presently 
returned with Miss Miggs, limp and doubled up, and very damp 
from much weeping. 

As the young lady had given no tokens of consciousness on 
their way down-stairs, the bearer reported her either dead or dying ; 
and being at some loss what to do with her, was looking round 
for a convenient bench or heap of ashes on which to place her 
senseless form, when she suddenly came upon her feet by some 
mysterious means, thrust back her hair, stared wildly at Mr. 
Tappertit, cried “My Simmuns’s life is not a wictim!” and 
dropped into his arms with such promptitude that he staggered 
and reeled some paces back, beneath his lovely burden. 

“Oh bother!” said Mr. Tappertit. ‘Here. Catch hold of 
her, somebody. Lock her up again; she never ought to have 
been let out.” 
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“My Simmun !” cried Miss Miggs, in tears, and faintly. “My 
for ever, ever blessed Simmun !” 

“Hold up, will you,” said Mr. Tappertit, in a very unresponsive 
tone, “Ill let you fall if you don’t. What are you sliding your 
feet off the ground for ?” 

“My angel Simmun !” murmured Miggs—“ he promised—” 

“Promised! Well, and Dll keep my promise,” answered 
Simon, testily. “I mean to provide for you, don’t I? Stand 
up!” 

ee Where am I to go? What is to become of me after my 
actions of this night!” cried Miggs. ‘‘ What resting-places now 
remains but in the silent tombs !” 

“J wish you was in the silent tombs, I do,” cried Mr. Tappertit, 
“and boxed up tight, in a good strong one. Here,” he cried to 
one of the bystanders, in whose ear he whispered for a moment : 
“Take her off, will you. You understand where?” 

The fellow nodded ; and taking her in his arms, notwithstand- 
ing her broken protestations, and her struggles (which latter 
species of opposition, involving scratches, was much more difficult 
of resistance), carried her away. They who were in the house 
poured out into the street; the locksmith was taken to the head 
of the crowd, and required to walk between his two conductors ; 
the whole body was put in rapid motion; and without any 
shouting or noise they bore down straight on Newgate, and halted 
in a dense mass before the prison gate. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-FOURTH. 


BREAKING the silence they had hitherto preserved, they raised 
a great cry as soon as they were ranged before the jail, and 
demanded to speak with the governor. Their visit was not 
wholly unexpected, for his house, which fronted the street, was 
strongly barricaded, the wicket-gate of the prison was closed up, 
and at no loophole or grating was any person to be seen. Before 
they had repeated their summons many times, a man appeared 
upon the roof of the governor’s house, and asked what it was 
they wanted. 

Some said one thing, some another, and some only groaned 
and hissed. It being now nearly dark, and the house high, many 
persons in the throng were not aware that any one had come to 
answer them, and continued their clamour until the intelligence 
was gradually diffused through the whole concourse. Ten minutes 
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or more elapsed before any one voice could be heard with tolerable 
distinctness ; during which interval the figure remained perched 
alone, against the summer-evening sky, looking down into the 
troubled street. 

“Are you,” said Hugh at length, “Mr. Akerman, the head 
jailer here?” 

“Of course he is, brother,” whispered Dennis. But Hugh, 
without minding him, took his answer from the man himself. 

GaVeccehe said. ‘amin 

“You have got some friends of ours in your custody, master.” 

“‘T have a good many people in my custody.” He glanced 
downward, as he spoke, into the jail: and the feeling that he 
could see into the different yards, and that he overlooked everything 
which was hidden from their view by the rugged walls, so lashed 
and goaded the mob, that they howled like wolves. 

“Deliver up our friends,” said Hugh, ‘‘and you may keep the 
rest.” 

“Tt’s my duty to keep them all. I shall do my duty.” 

“Tf you don’t throw the doors open, we shall break ’em down,” 
said Hugh ; ‘‘ for we will have the rioters out.” 

“All I can do, good people,” Akerman replied, “is to exhort 
you to disperse ; and to remind you that the consequences of any 
disturbance in this place, will be very severe, and bitterly repented 
by most of you, when it is too late.” 

He made as though he would retire when he had said these 
words, but he was checked by the voice of the locksmith. 

“Mr. Akerman,” cried Gabriel, ‘‘ Mr. Akerman.” 

“TJ will hear no more from any of you,” replied the governor, 
turning towards the speaker, and waving his hand. 

“But Iam not one of them,” said Gabriel. ‘I am an honest 
man, Mr. Akerman; a respectable tradesman—Gabriel Varden, 
the locksmith. You know me?” 

“You among the crowd!” cried the governor in an altered 
voice. 

* Brought here by foree—brought here to pick the lock of the 
great door for them,” rejoined the locksmith. ‘‘ Bear witness for 
me, Mr. Akerman, that I refuse to do it; and that I will not do 
it, come what may of my refusal. If any violence is done to me, 
please to remember this.” 

“Ts there no way of helping you?” said the governor. 

‘‘None, Mr. Akerman. You'll do your duty, and Pll do mine. 
Once again, you robbers and cut-throats,” said the locksmith, 
turning round upon them, ‘I refuse. Howl till yowre hoarse. I 
refuse.” 
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“Stay—stay!” said the jailer, hastily. ‘Mr. Varden, I 
know you for a worthy man, and one who would do no unlawful 
act except upon compulsion—” 

“Upon compulsion, Sir,” interposed the locksmith, who felt 
that the tone in which this was said, conveyed the speaker’s 
impression that he had ample excuse for yielding to the furious 
multitude who beset and hemmed him in, on every side, and 
among whom he stood, an old man, quite alone; “upon com- 
pulsion, Sir, I'll do nothing.” 

‘Where is that man,” said the keeper, anxiously, ‘‘ who spoke 
to me just now ?” 

‘“‘ Here !” Hugh replied. 

“Do you know what the guilt of murder is, and that by 
keeping that honest tradesman at your side you endanger his life!” 

“We know it very well,” he answered, “for what else did 
we bring him here? Let’s have our friends, master, and you 
shall have your friend. Is that fair, lads?” 

The mob replied to him with a loud hurrah ! 

“You see how it is, Sir?” cried Varden. ‘‘ Keep ’em out, in 
King George’s name. Remember what I have said. Good night!” 

There was no more parley. A shower of stones and other 
missiles compelled the keeper of the jail to retire; and the mob, 
pressing on, and swarming round the walls, forced Gabriel Varden 
close up to the door. 

In vain the basket of tools was laid upon the ground before 
him, and he was urged in turn by promises, by blows, by offers 
of reward, and threats of instant death, to do the office for which 
they had brought him there. ‘‘ No,” cried the sturdy locksmith, 
“T will not!” 

He had never loved his life so well as then, but nothing could 
move him. The savage faces that glared upon him, look where 
he would ; the cries of those who thirsted, like wild animals, for 
his blood ; the sight of men pressing forward, and trampling down 
their fellows, as they strove to reach him, and struck at him 
above the heads of other men, with axes and with iron bars ; all 
failed to daunt him. He looked from man to man, and face to 
face, and still, with quickened breath and lessening colour, cried 
firmly, “I will not!” 

Dennis dealt him a blow upon the face which felled him to 
the ground. He sprang up again like a man in the prime of life, 
and with the crimson pouring from his forehead, caught him by 
the throat. 

“You cowardly dog!” he said: “Give me my daughter. Give 
me my daughter.” 
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They struggled together. Some cried “Kill him,” and some 
(but they were not near enough) strove to trample him to death. 
Tug as he would at the old man’s wrists, the hangman could not 
force him to unclench his hands. 

“Ts this all the return you make me, you ungrateful monster ?” 
he articulated with great difficulty, and with many oaths. 

“Give me my daughter!” cried the locksmith, who was now 
as fierce as those who gathered round him: “Give me my 
daughter !” 

He was down again, and up, and down once more, and buffeting 
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with a score of them, who bandied him from hand to hand, 
when one tall fellow, fresh from a slaughter-house, whose dress 
and great thigh-boots smoked hot with grease and blood, raised 
a pole-axe, and swearing a horrible oath, aimed it at the old 
man’s uncovered head. At that instant, and in the very act, he 
fell himself, as if struck by lightning, and over his body a one- 
armed man came darting to the locksmith’s side. Another man 
was with him, and both caught the locksmith roughly in their 


grasp. 
oa Leave him to us!” they cried to Hugh—struggling, as they 
spoke, to force a passage backward through the crowd. ‘Leave 
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him to us. Why do you waste your whole strength on such as 
he, when a couple of men can finish him in as many minutes! 
You lose time. Remember the prisoners! remember Barnaby !” 

The cry ran through the mob. Hammers began to rattle on 
the walls; and every man strove to reach the prison, and be 
among the foremost rank. Fighting their way through the press 
and struggle, as desperately as if they were in the midst of enemies 
rather than their own friends, the two men retreated with the 
locksmith between them, and dragged him through the very heart 
of the concourse. 

And now the strokes began to fall like hail upon the gate, 
and on the strong building ; for those who could not reach the 
door, spent their fierce rage on anything—even on the great 
blocks of stone, which shivered their weapons into fragments, 
and made their hands and arms to tingle as if the walls were 
active in their stout resistance, and dealt them back their blows. 
The clash of iron ringing upon iron, mingled with the deafening 
tumult and sounded high above it, as the great sledge-hammers 
rattled on the nailed and plated door: the sparks flew off in 
showers ; men worked in gangs, and at short intervals relieved 
each other, that all their strength might be devoted to the work ; 
but there stood the portal still, as grim and dark and strong as 
ever, and, saving for the dints upon its battered surface, quite 
unchanged. 

While some brought all their energies to bear upon this 
toilsome task; and some, rearing ladders against the prison tried 
to clamber to the summit of the walls they were too short to scale ; 
and some again engaged a body of police a hundred strong, and 
beat them back and trod them under foot by force of numbers ; 
others besieged the house on which the jailer had appeared, and 
driving in the door, brought out his furniture, and piled it up 
against the prison-gate, to make a bonfire which should burn it 
down, As soon as this device was understood, all those who 
had laboured hitherto, cast down their tools and helped to swell 
the heap; which reached half-way across the street, and was so 
high, that those who threw more fuel on the top, got up by ladders. 
When all the keeper’s goods were flung upon this costly pile, to 
the last fragment, they smeared it with the pitch, and tar, and 
rosin they had brought, and sprinkled it with turpentine. To 
all the woodwork round the prison-doors they did the like, leaving 
not a joist or beam untouched. This infernal christening per- 
formed, they fired the pile with lighted matches and with blazing 
tow, and then stood by, awaiting the result. 

The furniture being very dry, and rendered more combustible 
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by wax and oil, besides the arts they had used, took fire at once. 
The flames roared high and fiercely, blackening the prison-wall, 
and twining up its lofty front like burning serpents. At first 
they crowded round the blaze, and vented their exultation only 
in their looks: but when it grew hotter and fiercer—when it 
crackled, leaped, and roared, like a great furnace—when it shone 
upon the opposite houses, and lighted up not only the pale and 
wondering faces at the windows, but the inmost corners of each 
habitation—when through the deep red heat and glow, the fire 
was seen sporting and toying with the door, now clinging to its 
obdurate surface, now gliding off with fierce inconstancy and 
soaring high into the sky, anon returning to fold it in its burning 
grasp and lure it to its ruin—when it shone and gleamed so 
brightly that the church clock of St. Sepulchre’s, so often pointing 
to the hour of death, was legible as in broad day, and the vane 
upon its steeple-top glittered in the unwonted light like something 
richly jewelled—when blackened stone and sombre brick grew 
ruddy in the deep reflection, and windows shone like burnished 
gold, dotting the longest distance in the fiery vista with their 
specks of brightness—when wall and tower, and roof and chimney- 
stack, seemed drunk, and in the flickering glare appeared to reel 
and stagger—when scores of objects, never seen before, burst out 
upon the view, and things the most familiar put on some new 
aspect—then the mob began to join the whirl, and with loud yells, 
and shouts, and clamour, such as happily is seldom heard, bestirred 
themselves to feed the fire, and keep it at its height. 

Although the heat was so intense that the paint on the houses 
over against the prison, parched and crackled up, and swelling 
into boils, as it were from excess of torture, broke and crumbled 
away ; although the glass fell from the window-sashes, and the 
lead and iron on the roofs blistered the incautious hand that 
touched them, and the sparrows in the eaves took wing, and 
rendered giddy by the smoke, fell fluttering down upon the blazing 
pile ; still the fire was tended unceasingly by busy hands, and 
round it, men were going always. They never slackened in their 
zeal, or kept aloof, but pressed upon the flames so hard, that those 
in front had much ado to save themselves from being thrust in ; 
if one man swooned or dropped, a dozen struggled for his place, 
and that although they knew the pain, and thirst, and pressure to 
be unendurable. Those who fell down in fainting-fits, and were 
not crushed or burnt, were carried to an inn-yard close at hand, 
and dashed with water from a pump; of which buckets full were 
passed from man to man among the crowd; but such was the 
strong desire of all to drink, and such the fighting to be first, that, 
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for the most part, the whole contents were spilled upon the ground, 
without the lips of one man being moistened. 

Meanwhile, and in the midst of all the roar and outcry, those 
who were nearest to the pile heaped up again the burning fragments 
that came toppling down, and raked the fire about the door, which, 
although a sheet of flame, was still a door fast locked and barred, 
and kept them out. Great pieces of blazing wood were passed, 
besides, above the people’s heads to such as stood about the ladders, 
and some of these, climbing up to the topmost stave, and holding 
on with one hand by the prison wall, exerted all their skill and 
force to cast these firebrands on the roof, or down into the yards 
within. In many instances their efforts were successful ; which 
occasioned a new and appalling addition to the horrors of the 
scene: for the prisoners within, seeing from between their bars 
that the fire caught in many places and thrived fiercely, and being 
all locked up in strong cells for the night, began to know that 
they were in danger of being burnt alive. This terrible fear, 
spreading from cell to cell and from yard to yard, vented itself in 
such dismal cries and wailings, and in such dreadful shrieks for 
help, that the whole jail resounded with the noise; which was 
loudly heard even above the shouting of the mob and roaring of 
the flames, and was so full of agony and despair, that it made the 
boldest tremble. 

It was remarkable that these cries began in that quarter of the 
jail which fronted Newgate Street, where it was well known, the 
men who were to suffer death on Thursday were confined. And 
not only were these four who had so short a time to live, the first 
to whom the dread of being burnt occurred, but they were, 
throughout, the most importunate of all: for they could be 
plainly heard, notwithstanding the great thickness of the walls, 
crying that the wind set that way, and that the flames would 
shortly reach them ; and calling to the officers of the jail to come 
and quench the fire from a cistern which was in their yard, and 
full of water. Judging from what the crowd without the walls 
could hear from time to time, these four doomed wretches never 
ceased to call for help; and that with as much distraction, and in 
as great a frenzy of attachment to existence, as though each had 
an honoured, happy life before him, instead of eight-and-forty 
hours of miserable imprisonment, and then a violent and shameful 
death. 

But the anguish and suffering of the two sons of one of these 
men, when they heard, or fancied that they heard, their father’s 
voice, is past description. After wringing their hands and rush- 
ing to and fro as if they were stark mad, one mounted on the 
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shoulders of his brother, and tried to clamber up the face of the 
high wall, guarded at the top with spikes and points of iron. And 
when he fell among the crowd, he was not deterred by his bruises, 
but mounted up again, and fell again, and, when he found the feat 
impossible, began to beat the stones and tear them with his hands, 
as if he could that way make a breach in the strong building, and 
force a passage in. At last, they clove their way among the mob 
about the door, though many men, a dozen times their match, had 
tried in vain to do so, and were seen, in—yes, in—the fire, striving 
to prize it down, with crowbars. 

Nor were they alone affected by the outcry from within the 
prison. The women who were looking on shrieked loudly, beat 
their hands together, stopped their ears; and many fainted: the 
men who were not near the walls and active in the siege, rather 
than do nothing, tore up the pavement of the street, and did so 
with a haste and fury they could not have surpassed if that had 
been the jail, and they were near their object. Not one living 
creature in the throng was for an instant still. The whole great 
mass were mad. 

A shout! Another! Another yet, though few knew why, or 
what it meant. But those around the gate had seen it slowly 
yield, and drop from its topmost hinge. It hung on that side by but 
one, but it was upright still, because of the bar, and its having sunk, 
of its own weight, into the heap of ashes at its foot. There was 
now a gap at the top of the doorway, through which could be 
descried a gloomy passage, cavernous and dark. Pile up the fire ! 

Jt burnt fiercely. The door was red-hot, and the gap wider. 
They vainly tried to shield their faces with their hands, and stand- 
ing as if in readiness for a spring, watched the place. Dark 
figures, some crawling on their hands and knees, some carried in 
the arms of others, were seen to pass along the roof. It was plain 
the jail could hold out no jonger. The keeper, and his officers, 
and their wives and children, were escaping. Pile up the fire ! 

The door sank down again: it settled deeper in the cinders— 
tottered—yielded—was down ! 

As they shouted again, they fell back, for a moment, and left a 
clear space about the fire that lay between them and the jail entry. 
Hugh leapt upon the blazing heap, and scattering a train of sparks 
into the air, and making the dark lobby glitter with those that 
hung upon his dress, dashed into the jail. 

The hangman followed. And then so many rushed upon their 
track, that the fire got trodden down and thinly strewn about the 
street ; but there was no need of it now, for, inside and out, the 
prison was in flames. 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTY-FIFTH. 


Durine the whole course of the terrible scene which was now 
at its height, one man in the jail suffered a degree of fear and 
mental torment which had no parallel in the endurance, even of 
those who lay under sentence of death. 

When the rioters first assembled before the building, the 
murderer was roused from sleep—if such slumbers as his may 
have that blessed name—by the roar of voices, and the struggling 
of a great crowd. He started up as these sounds met his ear, and, 
sitting on his bedstead, listened. 

After a short interval of silence the noise burst out again. 
Still listening attentively, he made out, in course of time, that the 
jail was besieged by a furious multitude. His guilty conscience 
instantly arrayed these men against himself, and brought the fear 
upon him that he would be singled out, and torn to pieces. 

Once impressed with the terror of this conceit, everything 
tended to confirm and strengthen it. His double crime, the 
circumstances under which it had been committed, the length of 
time that had elapsed, and its discovery in spite of all, made him, 
as it were, the visible object of the Almighty’s wrath. In all the 
crime and vice and moral gloom of the great pest-house of the 
capital, he stood alone, marked and singled out by his great guilt, 
a Lucifer among the devils. The other prisoners were a host, 
hiding and sheltering each other—a crowd like that without the 
walls. He was one man against the whole united concourse; a 
single, solitary, lonely man, from whom the very captives in the 
jail fell off and shrank appalled. 

It might be that the intelligence of his capture having been 
bruited abroad, they had come there purposely to drag him out 
and kill him in the street; or it might be that they were the 
rioters, and, in pursuance of an old design, had come to sack the 
prison, But in either case he had no belief or hope that they 
would spare him. Every shout they raised, and every sound they 
made, was a blow upon his heart. As the attack went on, he 
grew more wild and frantic in his terror: tried to pull away the 
bars that guarded the chimney and prevented him from climbing 
up: called loudly on the turnkeys to cluster round the cell and 
save him from the fury of the rabble ; or put him in some dungeon 
underground, no matter of what depth, how dark it was, or loath- 
some, or beset with rats and creeping things, so that it hid him 
and was hard to find. 
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But no one came, or answered him. Fearful, even while he 
cried to them, of attracting attention, he was silent. By and 
bye, he saw, as he looked from his grated window, a strange 
glimmering on the stone walls and pavement of the yard. It was 
feeble at first, and came and went, as though some officers with 
torches were passing to and fro upon the roof of the prison. Soon 
it reddened, and lighted brands came whirling down, spattering 
the ground with fire, and burning sullenly in corners. One rolled 
beneath a wooden bench, and set it in a blaze; another caught a 
water-spout, and so went climbing up the wall, leaving a long 
straight track of fire behind it. After a time, a slow thick 
shower of burning fragments, from some upper portion of the prison 
which was blazing nigh, began to fall before his door, _Remember- 
ing that it opened outwards, he knew that every spark which fell 
upon the heap, and in the act lost its bright life, and died an ugly 
speck of dust and rubbish, helped to entomb him in a living grave. 
Still, though the jail resounded with shrieks and cries for help,— 
though the fire bounded up as if each separate flame had had a 
tiger’s life, and roared as though, in every one, there were a hungry 
voice—though the heat began to grow intense, and the air 
suffocating, and the clamour without increased, and the danger of 
his situation even from one merciless element was every moment 
more extreme,—still he was afraid to raise his voice again, lest 
the crowd should break in, and should, of their own ears or from 
the information given them by the other prisoners, get the clue to 
his place of confinement. Thus fearful alike, of those within the 
prison and of those without ; of noise and silence ; light and dark- 
ness ; of being released, and being left there to die; he was so 
tortured and tormented, that nothing man has ever done to man 
in the horrible caprice of power and cruelty, exceeds his self- 
inflicted punishment. 

Now, now, the door was down. Now they came rushing 
through the jail, calling to each other in the vaulted passages ; 
clashing the iron gates dividing yard from yard; beating at the 
doors of cells and wards ; wrenching off bolts and locks and bars ; 
tearing down the doorposts to get men out; endeavouring to drag 
them by main force through gaps and windows where a child 
could scarcely pass; whooping and yelling without a moment’s 
rest ; and running through the heat and flames as if they were 
cased in metal. By their legs, their arms, the hair upon their 
heads, they dragged the prisoners out. Some threw themselves 
upon their captives as they got towards the door, and tried to file 
away their irons; some danced about them with a frenzied joy, 
and rent their clothes, and were ready, as it seemed, to tear them 


472 BARNABY RUDGE. 


limb from limb. Now a party of a dozen men came darting 
through the yard into which the murderer cast fearful glances 
from his darkened window ; dragging a prisoner along the ground 
whose dress they had nearly torn from his body in their mad 
eagerness to set him free, and who was bleeding and senseless in 
their hands. Now a score of prisoners ran to and fro, who had 
lost themselves in the intricacies of the prison, and were so 
bewildered with the noise and glare that they knew not where to 
turn or what to do, and still cried out for help, as loudly as 
before. Anon some famished wretch whose theft had been a loaf 
of bread, or scrap of butcher’s meat, came skulking past, bare- 
footed—going slowly away because that jail, his house, was 
burning ; not because he had any other, or had friends to meet, or 
old haunts to revisit, or any liberty to gain, but liberty to starve 
and die. And then a knot of highwaymen went trooping by, 
conducted by the friends they had among the crowd, who muffled 
their fetters as they went along, with handkerchiefs and bands of 
hay, and wrapped them in coats and cloaks, and gave them drink 
from bottles, and held it to their lips, because of their handcuffs 
which there was no time to remove. All this, and Heaven knows 
how much more, was done amidst a noise, a hurry, and distraction, 
like nothing that we know of, even in our dreams; which seemed 
for ever on the rise, and never to decrease for the space of a single 
instant. 

He was still looking down from his window upon these things, 
when a band of men with torches, ladders, axes, and many kinds 
of weapons, poured into the yard, and hammering at his door, 
inquired if there were any prisoner within. He left the window 
when he saw them coming, and drew back into the remotest 
corner of the cell; but although he returned them no answer, they 
had a fancy that some one was within, for they presently set 
ladders against it, and began to tear away the bars at the casement ; 
not only that, indeed, but with pickaxes to hew down the very 
stones in the wall. 

As soon as they had made a breach at the window, large 
enough for the admission of a man’s head, one of them thrust in a 
torch and looked all round the room. He followed this man’s 
gaze until it rested on himself, and heard him demand why he 
had not answered, but made him no reply. 

In the general surprise and wonder, they were used to this; 
for without saying anything more, they enlarged the breach until 
it was large enough to admit the body of a man, and then came 
dropping down upon the floor, one after another, until the cell was 
full. They caught him up among them, handed him to the 
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window, and those who stood upon the ladders passed him down 
upon the pavement of the yard. Then the rest came out, one after 
another, and, bidding him fly, and lose no time, or the way would 
be choked up, hurried away to rescue others. 

It seemed not a minute’s work from first to last. He staggered 
to his feet, incredulous of what had happened, when the yard was 
filled again, and a crowd rushed on, hurrying Barnaby among 
them. In another minute—not so much: another minute! the 
same instant, with no lapse or interval between !—he and his son 
were being passed from hand to hand, through the dense crowd in 
the street, and were glancing backward at a burning pile which 
some one said was Newgate. 

From the moment of their first entrance into the prison, the 
crowd dispersed themselves about it, and swarmed into every 
chink and crevice, as if they had a perfect acquaintance with its 
innermost parts, and bore in their minds an exact plan of the 
whole. For this immediate knowledge of the place, they were, no 
doubt, in a great degree, indebted to the hangman, who stood in 
the lobby, directing some to go this way, some that, and some the 
other ; and who materially assisted in bringing about the wonderful 
rapidity with which the release of the prisoners was effected. 

But this functionary of the law reserved one important piece of 
intelligence, and kept it snugly to himself. When he had issued 
his instructions relative to every other part of the building, and 
the mob were dispersed from end to end, and busy at their work, 
he took a bundle of keys from a kind of cupboard in the wall, and 
going by a kind of passage near the chapel (it joined the governor’s 
house, and was then on fire), betook himself to the condemned 
cells, which were a series of small, strong, dismal rooms, opening 
on a low gallery, guarded, at the end at which he entered, by a 
strong iron wicket, and at its opposite extremity by two doors and 
a thick gate. Having double locked the wicket, and assured 
himself that the other entrances were well secured, he sat down 
on a bench in the gallery, and sucked the head of his stick with 
the utmost complacency, tranquillity, and contentment. 

It would have been strange enough, a man’s enjoying himself 
in this quiet manner, while the prison was burning, and such a 
tumult was cleaving the air, though he had been outside the walls. 
But here, in the very heart of the building, and moreover with 
the prayers and cries of the four men under sentence sounding in 
his ears, and their hands, stretched out through the gratings in 
their cell-doors, clasped in frantic entreaty before his very eyes, 
it was particularly remarkable. Indeed, Mr. Dennis appeared to 
think it an uncommon circumstance, and to banter himself upon 
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it; for he thrust his hat on one side as some men do when they 
are in a waggish humour, sucked the head of his stick with a 
higher relish, and smiled as though he would say, “ Dennis, yow’re 
arum dog; youre a queer fellow ; you’re capital company, Dennis, 
and quite a character !” 

He sat in this way for some minutes, while the four men in 
the cells, certain that somebody had entered the gallery, but could 
not see who, gave vent to such piteous entreaties as wretches in 
their miserable condition may be supposed to have been inspired 


with : urging, whoever it was, to set them at liberty, for the love 
of Heaven ; and protesting, with great fervour, and truly enough, 
perhaps, for the time, that if they escaped, they would amend 
their ways, and would never, never, never again do wrong before 
God or man, but would lead penitent and sober lives, and sorrow- 
fully repent the crimes they had committed. The terrible energy 
with which they spoke, would have moved any person, no matter 
how good or just (if any good or just person could have strayed 
into that sad place that night), to have set them at liberty: and, 
while he would have left any other punishment to its free course, 
to have saved them from this last dreadful and repulsive penalty ; 
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which never turned a man inclined to evil, and has hardened 
thousands who were half inclined to good. 

Mr. Dennis, who had been bred and matured in the good old 
school, and had administered the good old laws on the good old 
plan, always once and sometimes twice every six weeks, for a long 
time, bore these appeals with a deal of philosophy. Being at last, 
however, rather disturbed in his pleasant reflection by their repeti- 
tion, he rapped at one of the doors with his stick, and cried : 

“‘ Hold your noise there, will you?” 

At this they all cried together that they were to be hanged on 
the next day but one; and again implored his aid. 

“Aid! For what!” said Mr. Dennis, playfully rapping the 
knuckles of the hand nearest him. 

“To save us!” they cried. 

“Oh, certainly,” said Mr. Dennis, winking at the wall in the 
absence of any friend with whom he could humour the joke. 
‘And so you're to be worked off, are you, brothers?” 

“Unless we are released to-night,” one of them cried, ‘‘ we are 
dead men!” 

“T tell you what it is,” said the hangman, gravely; ‘I’m 
afraid, my friend, that you’re not in that ’ere state of mind that’s 
suitable to your condition, then ; yow’re not a going to be released : 
don’t think it— Will you leave off that ’ere indecent row? I 
wonder you an’t ashamed of yourselves, I do.” 

He followed up this reproof by rapping every set of knuckles 
one after the other, and having done so, resumed his seat again 
with a cheerful countenance. 

“You've had law,” he said, crossing his legs and elevating his 
eyebrows: “laws have been made a’ purpose for you; a wery 
handsome prison’s been made a’ purpose for you ; a parson’s kept 
a’ purpose for you; a constitootional officer’s appointed a’ purpose 
for you ; carts is maintained a’ purpose for you—and yet you're 
not contented !—- W7l/ you hold that noise, you Sir in the furthest ?” 

A groan was the only answer. 

“So well as I can make out,” said Mr. Dennis, in a tone of 
mingled badinage and remonstrance, “‘there’s not a man among 
you. I begin to think I’m on the opposite side, and among the 
ladies ; though for the matter of that, I’ve seen a many ladies face 
it out, in a manner that did honour to the sex.—You in number 
two, don’t grind them teeth of yours. Worse manners,” said the 
hangman, rapping at the door with his stick, “‘I never see in this 
place afore. Dm ashamed of you. You're a disgrace to the 
Bailey.” 

After pausing for a moment to hear if anything could be 
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pleaded in justification, Mr. Dennis resumed in a sort of coaxing 
tone : 

“Now look’ee here, you four. I’m come here to take care of 
you, and see that you an’t burnt, instead of the other thing. 
It’s no use your making any noise, for you won’t be found out by 
them as has broken in, and you'll only be hoarse when you come 
to the speeches, —which is a pity. What I say in respect to 
the speeches always is, ‘Give it mouth.’ That’s my maxim. 
Give it mouth. I’ve heerd,” said the hangman, pulling off his 
hat to take his handkerchief from the crown and wipe his face, 
and then putting it on again a little more on one side than before, 
“‘T’ve heerd a eloquence on them boards—you know what boards 
I mean—and have heerd a degree of mouth given to them speeches, 
that they was as clear as a bell, and as good asa play. There’s a 
pattern! And always, when a thing of this natur’s to come off, 
what I stand up for, is, a proper frame of mind. Let’s have a 
proper frame of mind, and we can go through with it, creditable 
—pleasant—sociable. Whatever you do, and I address myself, 
in particular, to you in the furthest, never snivel. I’d sooner by 
half, though I lose by it, see a man tear his clothes a’ purpose to 
spile ’em before they come to me, than find him snivelling. It’s 
ten to one a better frame of mind, every way!” 

While the hangman addressed them to this effect, in the tone 
and with the air of a pastor in familiar conversation with his flock, 
the noise had been in some degree subdued ; for the rioters were 
busy in conveying the prisoners to the Sessions House, which was 
beyond the main walls of the prison, though connected with it, and 
the crowd were busy too, in passing them from thence along the 
street. But when he had got thus far in his discourse, the sound 
of voices in the yard showed plainly that the mob had returned 
and were coming that way; and directly afterwards a violent 
crashing at the grate below, gave note of their attack upon the 
cells (as they were called) at last. 

It was in vain the hangman ran from door to door, and covered 
the grates, one after another, with his hat, in futile efforts to stifle 
the cries of the four men within; it was in vain he dogged their 
outstretched hands, and beat them with his stick, or menaced 
them with new and lingering pains in the execution of his office ; 
the place resounded with their cries. These, together with the 
feeling that they were now the last men in the jail, so worked 
upon and stimulated the besiegers, that in an incredibly short 
space of time they forced the strong grate down below, which was 
formed of iron rods two inches square, drove in the two other 
doors, as if they had been but deal partitions, and stood at the 
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end of the gallery with only a bar or two between them and the 
cells. 

“ Halloa!” cried Hugh, who was the first to look into the 
dusky passage: “Dennis before us! Well done, old boy. Be 
quick, and open here, for we shall be suffocated in the smoke, 
going out.” 

“Go out at once, then,” said Dennis, “What do you want 
here ?” 

““Want!” echoed Hugh. ‘The four men.” 

“Four devils!” cried the hangman. ‘Don’t you know they’re 
left for death on Thursday? Don’t you respect the law—the 
constitootion—nothing? Let the four men be.” 

“Ts this a time for joking?” cried Hugh. ‘Do you hear ’em ? 
Pull away these bars that have got fixed between the door and 
the ground ; and let us in.” 

“ Brother,” said the hangman, in a low voice, as he stooped 
under pretence of doing what Hugh desired, but only looked up 
in his face, ‘can’t you leave these here four men to me, if I’ve 
the whim! You do what you like, and have what you like of 
everything for your share,—give me my share. I want these four 
men left alone, I tell you!” 

“Pull the bars down, or stand out of the way,” was Hugh’s 
reply. 

“You can turn the crowd if you like, you know that well 
enough, brother,” said the hangman, slowly. ‘‘What! You well 
come in, will you?” 

“Yes.” 

“You won’t let these men alone, and leave ’em to me? 
You’ve no respect for nothing—haven’t you?” said the hangman, 
retreating to the door by which he had entered, and regarding his 
companion with an ugly scowl. ‘You wild come in, will you, 
brother !” 

“JT tell you, yes. What the devil ails you? Where are you 
going 1” 

“No matter where ’m going,” rejoined the hangman, looking 
in again at the iron wicket, which he had nearly shut upon him- 
self, and held ajar. ‘‘ Remember where you're coming. That’s 
all!” 

With that, he shook his likeness at Hugh, and giving him a 
grin, compared with which his usual smile was amiable, dis- 
appeared, and shut the door. 

Hugh paused no longer, but goaded alike by the cries of the 
convicts, and by the impatience of the crowd, warned the man 
immediately behind him—the way was only wide enough for one 
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abreast—to stand back, and wielded a sledge-hammer with such 
strength, that after a few blows the iron bent and broke, and gave 
them free admittance. 

If the two sons of one of these men, of whom mention has 
been made, were furious in their zeal before, they had now the 
wrath and vigour of lions. Calling to the man within each cell, 
to keep as far back as he could, lest the axes crashing through the 
door should wound him, a party went to work upon each one, to 
beat it in by sheer strength, and force the bolts and staples from 
their hold. But although these two lads had the weakest party, 
and the worst armed, and did not begin until after the others, 
having stopped to whisper to him through the grate, that door 
was the first open, and that man was the first out. As they 
dragged him into the gallery to knock off his irons, he fell down 
among them, a mere heap of chains, and was carried out in that 
state on men’s shoulders, with no sign of life. 

The release of these four wretched creatures, and conveying 
them, astounded and bewildered, into the streets so full of life— 
a spectacle they had never thought to see again, until they emerged 
from solitude and silence upon that last journey, when the air 
should be heavy with the pent-up breath of thousands, and the 
streets and houses should be built and roofed with human faces, 
not with bricks and tiles and stones—was the crowning horror of 
the scene. Their pale and haggard looks and hollow eyes ; their 
staggering feet, and hands stretched out as if to save themselves 
from falling; their wandering and uncertain air; the way they 
heaved and gasped for breath, as though in water, when they 
were first plunged into the crowd; all marked them for the men. 
No need to say “ this one was doomed to die ;” for there were 
the words broadly stamped and branded on his face. The crowd 
fell off, as if they had been laid out for burial, and had risen in 
their shrouds ; and many were seen to shudder, as though they 
had been actually dead men, when they chanced to touch or brush 
against their garments. 

At the bidding of the mob, the houses were all illuminated 
that night—lighted up from top to bottom as at a time of public 
gaiety and joy. Many years afterwards, old people who lived in 
their youth near this part of the City, remembered being in a 
great glare of light, within doors and without, and as they 
looked, timid and frightened children, from the windows, seeing a 
face go by. Though the whole great crowd and all its other 
terrors had faded from their recollection, this one object remained ; 
alone, distinct, and well remembered. Even in the unpractised 
minds of infants, one of these doomed men darting past, and but 
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an instant seen, was an image of force enough to dim the whole 
concourse ; to find itself an all-absorbing place, and hold it ever 
after. 

When this last task had been achieved, the shouts and cries 
grew fainter; the clank of fetters, which had resounded on all 
sides as the prisoners escaped, was heard no more; all the noises 
of the crowd subsided into a hoarse and sullen murmur as it passed 
into the distance ; and when the human tide had rolled away, a 
melancholy heap of smoking ruins marked the spot where it had 
lately chafed and roared. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-SIXTH. 


AutTHouGH he had had no rest upon the previous night, and 
had watched with little intermission for some weeks past, sleeping 
only in the day by starts and snatches, Mr. Haredale, from the 
dawn of morning until sunset, sought his niece in every place 
where he deemed it possible she could have taken refuge. All 
day long, nothing, save a draught of water, passed his lips; though 
he prosecuted his inquiries far and wide, and never so much as sat 
down, once. 

In every quarter he could think of ; at Chigwell and in London ; 
at the houses of the tradespeople with whom he dealt, and of the 
friends he knew; he pursued his search. A prey to the most 
harrowing anxieties and apprehensions, he went from magistrate 
to magistrate, and finally to the Secretary of State. The only 
comfort he received was from this minister, who assured him that 
the Government, being now driven to the exercise of the extreme 
prerogatives of the Crown, were determined to exert them ; that a 
proclamation would probably be out upon the morrow, giving to 
the military, discretionary and unlimited power in the suppression 
of the riots ; that the sympathies of the King, the Administration, 
and both Houses of Parliament, and indeed of all good men of 
every religious persuasion, were strongly with the Catholics ; and 
that justice should be done them at any cost or hazard. He told 
him, further, that other persons whose houses had been burnt, had 
for a time lost sight of their children or their relatives, but had in 
every case, within his knowledge, succeeded in discovering them ; 
that his complaint should be remembered, and fully stated in the 
instructions given to the officers in command, and to all the inferior 
myrmidons of justice ; and that everything that could be done to 
help him, should be done, with a good will and in good faith. 
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Grateful for this consolation, feeble as it was in its reference to 
the past, and little hope as it afforded him in connexion with the 
subject of distress which lay nearest to his heart; and really 
thankful for the interest the minister expressed, and seemed to 
feel, in his condition ; Mr. Haredale withdrew. He found himself, 
with the night coming on, alone in the streets; and destitute of 
any place in which to lay his head. 

He entered an hotel near Charing Cross, and ordered some 
refreshment and a bed. He saw that his faint and worn appear- 
ance attracted the attention of the landlord and his waiters ; and 
thinking that they might suppose him to be penniless, took out his 
purse, and laid it on the table. It was not that, the landlord said, 
in a faltering voice. If he were one of those who had suffered by 
the rioters, he durst not give him entertainment. He had a family 
of children, and had been twice warned to be careful in receiving 
guests. He heartily prayed his forgiveness, but what could he do? 

Nothing. No man felt that more sincerely than Mr. Haredale. 
He told the man as much, and left the house. 

Feeling that he might have anticipated this occurrence, after 
what he had seen at Chigwell in the morning, where no man 
dared to touch a spade, though he offered a large reward to all 
who would come and dig among the ruins of his house, he walked 
along the Strand ; too proud to expose himself to another refusal, 
and of too generous a spirit to involve in distress or ruin any 
honest tradesman who might be weak enough to give him shelter. 
He wandered into one of the streets by the side of the river, and 
was pacing in a thoughtful manner up and down, thinking, 
strangely of things that had happened long ago, when he heard a 
servant-man at an upper window call to another on the opposite 
side of the street, that the mob were setting fire to Newgate. 

To Newgate! where that man was! His failing strength 
returned, his energies came back with tenfold vigour, on the 
instant. IPf it were possible—if they should set the murderer 
free—was he, after all he had undergone, to die with the suspicion 
of having slain his own brother, dimly gathering about him— 

He had no consciousness of going to the jail; but there he 
stood, before it. There was the crowd, wedged and pressed 
together in a dense, dark, moving mass; and there were the 
flames soaring up into the air. His head turned round and 
round, lights flashed before his eyes, and he struggled hard with 
two men. 

“Nay, nay,” said one. ‘Be more yourself, my good Sir. We 
attract attention here. Come away. What can you do among 
so many men?” 
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‘““The gentleman’s always for doing something,” said the other, 
forcing him along as he spoke. ‘I like him for that. I do like 
him for that.” 

They had by this time got him into a court, hard by the 
prison. He looked from one to the other, and as he tried to 
release himself, felt that he tottered on his feet. He who had 
spoken first, was the old gentleman whom he had seen at the 
Lord Mayor’s. The other was John Grueby, who had stood by 
him so manfully at Westminster. 

“What does this mean?” he asked them faintly. ‘“ How 
came we together ?” 

“Qn the skirts of the crowd,” returned the distiller; “but 
come with us. Pray come with us. You seem to know my 
friend here?” 

“Surely,” said Mr. Haredale, looking in a kind of stupor at 
John. 

“He'll tell you then,” returned the old gentleman, ‘that I am 
a man to be trusted. He’s my servant. He was lately (as you 
know, I have no doubt) in Lord George Gordon’s service ; but he 
left it, and brought, in pure good-will to me and others, who are 
marked by the rioters, such intelligence as he had picked up, of 
their designs.” 

—‘ On one condition, please, Sir,” said John, touching his hat. 
“No evidence against my lord—a misled man—a kind-hearted 
man, Sir. My lord never intended this.” 

“The condition will be observed, of course,” rejoined the old 
distiller. ‘It’s a point of honour. But come with us, Sir; pray 
come with us.” 

John Grueby added no entreaties, but he adopted a different 
kind of persuasion, by putting his arm through one of Mr. 
Haredale’s, while his master took the other, and leading him 
away with all speed. 

Sensible, from a strange lightness in his head, and a difficulty 
in fixing his thoughts on anything, even to the extent of bearing 
his companions in his mind for a minute together without looking 
at them, that his intellect was affected by the agitation and 
suffering through which he had passed, and to which he was still 
a prey, Mr. Haredale let them lead him where they would. As 
they went along, he was conscious of having no command over 
what he said or thought, and that he had a fear of going mad. 

The distiller lived, as he had told him when they first met, on 
Holborn Hill, where he had great storehouses and drove a large 
trade. They approached his house by a back entrance, lest they 
should attract the notice of the crowd, and went into an upper 
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room which faced towards the street; the windows, however, in 
common with those of every other room in the house, were 
boarded up inside, that out of doors all might appear quite dark. 

By the time they had laid him on a sofa in this chamber, Mr. 
Haredale was perfectly insensible ; but John immediately fetching 
a surgeon, who took from him a large quantity of blood, he 
gradually came to himself. As he was for the time too weak to 
walk, they had no difficulty in persuading him to remain there all 
night, and got him to bed without loss of time. That done, they 
gave him a cordial and some toast, and presently a pretty strong 
composing-draught, under the influence of which he soon fell into 
a lethargy, and, for a time, forgot his troubles. 

The vintner, who was a very hearty old fellow and a worthy 
man, had no thoughts of going to bed himself, for he had received 
several threatening warnings from the rioters, and had indeed 
gone out that evening to try and gather from the conversation of 
the mob whether his house was to be the next attacked. He sat 
all night in an easy-chair in the same room—dozing a little now 
and then—and received from time to time the reports of John 
Grueby and two or three other trustworthy persons in his employ, 
who went out into the streets as scouts ; and for whose entertain- 
ment an ample allowance of good cheer (which the old vintner, 
despite his anxiety, now and then attacked himself) was set forth 
in an adjoining chamber. 

These accounts were of a sufficiently alarming nature from the 
first ; but as the night wore on, they grew so much worse, and 
involved such a fearful amount of riot and destruction, that in 
comparison with these new tidings all the previous disturbances 
sank to nothing. 

The first intelligence that came, was of the taking of Newgate, 
and the escape of all the prisoners, whose track, as they made up 
Holborn and into the adjacent streets, was proclaimed to those 
citizens who were shut up in their houses, by the rattling of their 
chains, which formed a dismal concert, and was heard in every 
direction: as though so many forges were at work. The flames 
too shone so brightly through the vintner’s skylights, that the 
rooms and staircases below were nearly as light as in broad day ; 
while the distant shouting of the mob seemed to shake the very 
walls and ceilings. 

At length they were heard approaching the house, and some 
minutes of terrible anxiety ensued. They came close up, and 
stopped before it; but after giving three loud yells, went on. 
And although they returned several times that night, creating new 
alarms each time, they did nothing there ; having their hands full. 
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Shortly after they had gone away for the first time, one of the 
scouts came running in with the news that they had stopped 
before Lord Mansfield’s house in Bloomsbury Square. 

Soon afterwards there came another, and another, and then 
the first returned again: and so, by little and little, their tale 
was this :—That the mob gathering round Lord Mansfield’s house, 
had called on those within to open the door, and receiving no 
reply (for Lord and Lady Mansfield were at that moment escaping 
by the backway), forced an entrance according to their usual 
custom. That they then began to demolish it with great fury, 
and setting fire to it in several parts, involved in a common ruin 
the whole of the costly furniture, the plate and jewels, a beautiful 
gallery of pictures, the rarest collection of manuscripts ever 
possessed by any one private person in the world, and worse than 
all, because nothing could replace this loss, the great Law Library, 
on almost every page of which were notes in the Judge’s own 
hand, of inestimable value,—being the results of the study and 
experience of his whole life. That while they were howling and 
exulting round the fire, a troop of soldiers, with a magistrate 
among them, came up, and being too late (for the mischief was by 
that time done), began to disperse the crowd. That the Riot Act 
being read, and the crowd still resisting, the soldiers received 
orders to fire, and levelling their muskets shot dead at the first 
discharge six men and a woman, and wounded many persons ; and 
loading again directly, fired another volley, but over the people’s 
heads it was supposed, as none were seen to fall. That thereupon, 
and daunted by the shrieks and tumult, the crowd began to 
disperse, and the soldiers went away: leaving the killed and 
wounded on the ground : which they had no sooner done than the 
rioters came back again, and taking up the dead bodies, and the 
wounded people, formed into a rude procession, having the bodies 
in the front. That in this order, they paraded off with a horrible 
merriment ; fixing weapons in the dead men’s hands to make 
them look as if alive; and preceded by a fellow ringing Lord 
Mansfield’s dinner-bell with all his might. 

The scouts reported further, that this party meeting with some 
others who had been at similar work elsewhere, they all united 
into one, and drafting off a few men with the killed and wounded, 
marched away to Lord Mansfield’s country seat at Caen Wood, 
between Hampstead and Highgate; bent upon destroying that 
house likewise, and lighting up a great fire there, which from that 
height should be seen all over London. But in this, they were 
disappointed, for a party of horse having arrived before them, they 
retreated faster than they went, and came straight back to town. 
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There being now a great many parties in the streets, each went 
to work according to its humour, and a dozen houses were quickly 
blazing, including those of Sir John Fielding and two other 
justices, and four in Holborn—one of the greatest thoroughfares 
in London—which were all burning at the same time, and burned 
until they went out of themselves, for the people cut the engine 
hose, and would not suffer the firemen to play upon the flames. 
At one house near Moorfields, they found in one of the rooms 
some canary birds in cages, and these they cast into the fire alive. 


The poor little creatures screamed, it was said, like infants, when 
they were flung upon the blaze ; and one man was so touched that 
he tried in vain to save them, which roused the indignation of the 
crowd, and nearly cost him his life. 

At this same house, one of the fellows who went through the 
rooms, breaking the furniture and helping to destroy the building, 
found a child’s doll—a poor toy—which he exhibited at the 
window to the mob below, as the image of some unholy saint 
which the late occupants had worshipped. While he was doing 
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this, another man with an equally tender conscience (they had 
both been foremost in throwing down the canary birds for roasting 
alive), took his seat on the parapet of the house, and harangued 
the crowd from a pamphlet circulated by the Association, relative 
to the true principles of Christianity. Meanwhile the Lord 
Mayor, with his hands in his pockets, looked on as an idle man 
might look at any other show, and seem mightily satisfied to have 
got a good place. 

Such were the accounts brought to the old vintner by his 
servants as he sat at the side of Mr. Haredale’s bed, having been 
unable even to doze, after the first part of the night; being too 
much disturbed by his own fears; by the cries of the mob, the 
light of the fires, and the firing of the soldiers. Such, with the 
addition of the release of all the prisoners in the New Jail at 
Clerkenwell, and as many robberies of passengers in the streets, 
as the crowd had leisure to indulge in, were the scenes of which 
Mr. Haredale was happily unconscious, and which were all enacted 
before midnight. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-SEVENTH. 


WueEn darkness broke away and morning began to dawn, the 
town wore a strange aspect indeed. 

Sleep had scarcely been thought of all night. The general 
alarm was so apparent in the faces of the inhabitants, and its 
expression was so aggravated by want of rest (few persons, with 
any property to lose, having dared go to bed since Monday), that 
a stranger coming into the streets would have supposed some 
mortal pest or plague was raging. In place of the usual cheerful- 
ness and animation of morning, everything was dead and silent. 
The shops remained closed, oftices and warehouses were shut, the 
coach and chair stands were deserted, no carts or waggons rumbled 
through the slowly waking streets, the early cries were all hushed ; 
a universal gloom prevailed. Great numbers of people were out, 
even at daybreak, but they flitted to and fro as though they 
shrank from the sound of their own footsteps; the public ways 
were haunted rather than frequented; and round the smoking 
ruins people stood apart from one another and in silence ; not 
venturing to condemn the rioters, or to be supposed to do s0, 
even in whispers. 

At the Lord President’s in Piccadilly, at Lambeth Palace, at 
the Lord Chancellor’s in Great Ormond Street, in the Royal 
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Exchange, the Bank, the Guildhall, the Inns of Court, the Courts 
of Law, and every chamber fronting the streets near Westminster 
Hall and the Houses of Parliament, parties of soldiers were posted 
before daylight. A body of Horse Guards paraded Palace Yard ; 
an encampment was formed in the Park, where fifteen hundred 
men and five battalions of militia were under arms; the Tower 
was fortified, the drawbridges were raised, the cannon loaded and 
pointed, and two regiments of artillery busied in strengthening 
the fortress and preparing it for defence. A numerous detachment 
of soldiers were stationed to keep guard at the New River Head, 
which the people had threatened to attack, and where, it was said, 
they meant to cut off the main-pipes, so that there might be no 
water for the extinction of the flames. In the Poultry, and on 
Cornhill, and at several other leading points, iron chains were 
drawn across the street; parties of soldiers were distributed in 
some of the old City churches while it was yet dark; and in 
several private houses (among them, Lord Rockingham’s in 
Grosvenor Square) ; which were blockaded as though to sustain a 
siege, and had guns pointed from the windows. When the sun 
rose, it shone into handsome apartments filled with armed men ; 
the furniture hastily heaped away in corners, and made of little or 
no account, in the terror of the time—on arms glittering in City 
chambers, among desks and stools, and dusty books—into little 
smoky churchyards in odd lanes and byeways, with soldiers lying 
down among the tombs, or lounging under the shade of the one 
old tree, and their pile of muskets sparkling in the light—on 
solitary sentries pacing up and down in courtyards, silent now, but 
yesterday resounding with the din and hum of business—every- 
where on guard-rooms, garrisons, and threatening preparations. 

As the day crept on, still stranger things were witnessed in the 
streets. The gates of the King’s Bench and Fleet Prisons being 
opened at the usual hour, were found to have notices affixed to 
them, announcing that the rioters would come that night to burn 
them down. ‘The wardens, too well knowing the likelihood there 
was of this promise being fulfilled, were fain to set their prisoners 
at liberty, and give them leave to move their goods ; so, all day, 
such of them as had any furniture were occupied in conveying it, 
some to this place, some to that, and not a few to the brokers’ 
shops, where they gladly sold it, for any wretched price those 
gentry chose to give. There were some broken men among these 
debtors who had been in jail so long, and were so miserable and 
destitute of friends, so dead to the world, and utterly forgotten and 
uncared for, that they implored their jailers not to set them free, 
and to send them, if need were, to some other place of custody. 
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But they, refusing to comply, lest they should incur the anger of 
the mob, turned them into the streets, where they wandered up 
and down hardly remembering the ways untrodden by their feet 
so long, and crying—such abject things those rotten-hearted jails 
had made them—as they slunk off in their rags, and dragged their 
slipshod feet along the pavement. 

Even of the three hundred prisoners who had escaped from 
Newgate, there were some—a few, but there were some—who 
sought their jailers out and delivered themselves up: preferring 
imprisonment and punishment to the horrors of such another night 
as the last. Many of the convicts, drawn back to their old place 
of captivity by some indescribable attraction, or by a desire to 
exult over it in its downfall and glut their revenge by seeing it in 
ashes, actually went back in broad noon, and loitered about the 
cells. Fifty were retaken at one time on this next day, within 
the prison walls ; but their fate did not deter others, for there they 
went in spite of everything, and there they were taken in twos and 
threes, twice or thrice a day, all through the week. Of the fifty 
just mentioned, some were occupied in endeavouring to rekindle 
the fire; but in general they seemed to have no object in view but 
to prowl and lounge about the old place: being often found asleep 
in the ruins, or sitting talking there, or even eating and drinking, 
as in a choice retreat. 

Besides the notices on the gates of the Fleet and the King’s 
Bench, many similar announcements were left, before one o’clock 
at noon, at the houses of private individuals; and further, the 
mob proclaimed their intention of seizing on the Bank, the Mint, 
the Arsenal at Woolwich, and the Royal Palaces. The notices 
were seldom delivered by more than one man, who, if it were at a 
shop, went in, and laid it, with a bloody threat perhaps, upon the 
counter; or if it were at a private house, knocked at the door, 
and thrust it in the servant’s hand. Notwithstanding the presence 
of the military in every quarter of the town, and the great force in 
the Park, these messengers did their errands with impunity all 
through the day. So did two boys who went down Holborn alone, 
armed with bars taken from the railings of Lord Mansfield’s house, 
and demanded money for the rioters. So did a tall man on horse- 
back who made a collection for the same purpose in Fleet Street, 
and refused to take anything but gold. 

A rumour had now got into circulation, too, which diffused a 
greater dread all through London, even than these publicly- 
announced intentions of the rioters, though all men knew that if 
they were successfully effected, there must ensue a national 
bankruptcy and general ruin. It was said that they meant to 
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throw the gates of Bedlam open, and let all the madmen loose, 
This suggested such dreadful images to the people’s minds, and 
was indeed an act so fraught with new and unimaginable horrors 
in the contemplation, that it beset them more than any loss or 
cruelty of which they could foresee the worst, and drove many 
sane men nearly mad themselves. 

So the day passed on: the prisoners moving their goods ; 
people running to and fro in the streets, carrying away their 
property ; groups standing in silence round the ruins ; all business 
suspended; and the soldiers disposed as has been already mentioned, 
remaining quite inactive. So the day passed on, and dreaded 
night drew near again. 

At last, at seven o’clock in the evening, the Privy Council 
issued a solemn proclamation that it was now necessary to employ 
the military, and that the officers had most direct and effectual 
orders, by an immediate exertion of their utmost force, to repress 
the disturbances ; and warning all good subjects of the King to 
keep themselves, their servants, and apprentices, within doors that 
night. There was then delivered out to every soldier on duty, 
thirty-six rounds of powder and ball; the drums beat; and the 
whole force was under arms at sunset. 

The City authorities, stimulated by these vigorous measures, 
held a Common Council; passed a vote thanking the military 
associations who had tendered their aid to the civil authorities ; 
accepted it; and placed them under the direction of the two 
sheriffs. At the Queen’s palace, a double guard, the yeomen on 
duty, the groom-porters, and all other attendants, were stationed 
in the passages and on the staircases at seven o'clock, with strict 
instructions to be watchful on their posts all night; and all the 
doors were locked. The gentlemen of the Temple, and the other 
Inns, mounted guard within their gates, and strengthened them 
with the great stones of the pavement, which they took up for the 
purpose. In Lincoln’s Inn, they gave up the hall and commons 
to the Northumberland Militia, under the command of Lord 
Algernon Perey; in some few of the City wards, the burgesses 
turned out, and without making a very fierce show, looked brave 
enough. Some hundreds of stout gentlemen threw themselves, 
armed to the teeth, into the halls of the different Companies, 
double-locked and bolted all the gates, and dared the rioters 
(among themselves) to come on at their peril. These arrange- 
ments being all made simultaneously, or nearly so, were completed 
by the time it got dark; and then the streets were comparatively 
clear, and were guarded at all the great corners and chief avenues 
by the troops: while parties of the officers rode up and down in 
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all directions, ordering chance stragglers home, and admonishing 
the residents to keep within their houses, and, if any firing ensued, 
not to approach the windows. More chains were drawn across 
such of the thoroughfares as were of a nature to favour the ap- 
proach of a great crowd, and at each of these points a considerable 
force was stationed. All these precautions having been taken and 
it being now quite dark, those in command awaited the result in 
some anxiety: and not without a hope that such vigilant demon- 
strations might of themselves dishearten the populace, and prevent 
any further outrages. 

But in this reckoning they were cruelly mistaken, for in half an 
hour, or less, as though the setting in of night had been their pre- 
concerted signal, the rioters having previously, in small parties, 
prevented the lighting of the street lamps, rose like a great sea ; 
and that in so many places at once, and with such inconceivable 
fury, that those who had the direction of the troops knew not, at 
first, where to turn or what to do. One after another, new fires 
blazed up in every quarter of the town, as though it were the 
intention of the insurgents to wrap the City in a circle of flames, 
which, contracting by degrees, should burn the whole to ashes ; 
the crowd swarmed and roared in every street; and none but 
rioters and soldiers being out of doors, it seemed to the latter as 
if all London were arrayed against them, and they stood alone 
against the town. 

In two hours, six-and-thirty fires were raging—six-and-thirty 
great conflagrations ; among them the Borough Clink in Tooley 
Street, the King’s Bench, the Fleet, and the New Bridewell. In 
almost every street, there was a battle ; and in every quarter the 
muskets of the troops were heard above the shouts and tumult of 
the mob. The firing began in the Poultry, where the chain was 
drawn across the road, where nearly a score of people were killed 
on the first discharge. Their bodies having been hastily carried 
into St. Mildred’s Church by the soldiers, they fired again, and 
following fast upon the crowd, who began to give way when they 
saw the execution that was done, formed across Cheapside, and 
charged them at the point of the bayonet. 

The streets were now a dreadful spectacle indeed: while the 
shouts of the rabble, the shrieks of women, the cries of the wounded, 
and the constant firing, formed a deafening and an awful accom- 
paniment to the sights which every corner presented. Wherever 
the road was obstructed by the chains, there the fighting and the 
loss of life were greatest; but there was hot work and bloodshed 
in almost every leading thoroughfare, and in every one the same 
appalling scenes occurred, 
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At Holborn Bridge, and on Holborn Hill, the confusion was 
greater than in any other part; for the crowd that poured out of 
the City in two great streams, one by Ludgate Hill, and one by 
Newgate Street, united at that spot, and formed a mass so dense, 
that at every volley the people seemed to fall in heaps. At this 
place a large detachment of soldiery were posted, who fired, now 
up Fleet Market, now up Holborn, now up Snow Hill—constantly 
raking the streets in each direction. At this place too, several 
large fires were burning, so that all the terrors of that terrible 
night seemed to be concentrated in this one spot. 

Full twenty times, the rioters, headed by one man who wielded 
an axe in his right hand, and bestrode a brewer’s horse of great 
size and strength, caparisoned with fetters taken out of Newgate, 
which clanked and jingled as he went, made an attempt to force 
a passage at this point, and fire the vintner’s house. Full twenty 
times they were repulsed with loss of life, and still came back 
again: and though the fellow at their head was marked and 
singled out by all, and was a conspicuous object as the only rioter 
on horseback, not a man could hit him. So surely as the smoke 
cleared away, so surely there was he; calling hoarsely to his com- 
panions, brandishing his axe above his head, and dashing on as 
though he bore a charmed life, and was proof against ball and 
powder. 

This man was Hugh; and in every part of the riot, he was 
seen. He headed two attacks upon the Bank, helped to break 
open the Toll-houses on Blackfriars Bridge, and cast the money 
into the street: fired two of the prisons with his own hand: was 
here, and there, and everywhere—always foremost—always active 
—striking at the soldiers, cheering on the crowd, making his 
horse’s iron music heard through all the yell and uproar: but 
never hurt or stopped. Turn him at one place, and he made a 
new struggle in another; force him to retreat at this point, and 
he advanced on that, directly. Driven from Holborn for the 
twentieth time, he rode at the head of a great crowd straight 
upon Saint Paul’s, attacked a guard of soldiers who kept watch 
over a body of prisoners within the iron railings, forced them to 
retreat, rescued the men they had in custody, and with this acces- 
sion to his party, came back again, mad with liquor and excite- 
ment, and hallooing them on like a demon. 

It would have been no easy task for the most careful rider to 
sit a horse in the midst of such a throng and tumult; but though 
this madman rolled upon his back (he had no saddle) like a boat 
upon the sea, he never for an instant lost his seat, or failed to 
guide him where he would. Through the very thickest of the 
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press, over dead bodies and burning fragments, now on the pave- 
ment, now in the road, now riding up a flight of steps to make 
himself the more conspicuous to his party, and now forcing a 
passage through a mass of human beings, so closely wedged to- 
gether that it seemed as if the edge of a knife would scarcely part 
them,—on he went, as though he could surmount all obstacles by 
the mere exercise of his will. And perhaps his not being shot 
was in some degree attributable to this very circumstance ; for his 
extreme audacity, and the conviction that he must be one of those 
to whom the proclamation referred, inspired the soldiers with a 
desire to take him alive, and diverted many an aim which other- 
wise might have been more near the mark. 

The vintner and Mr. Haredale, unable to sit quietly listening to 
the terrible noise without seeing what went on, had climbed to the 
roof of the house, and hiding behind a stack of chimneys, were 
looking cautiously down into the street, almost hoping that after 
so many repulses the rioters would be foiled, when a great shout 
proclaimed that a party were coming round the other way ; and 
the dismal jingling of those accursed fetters warned them next 
moment that they too were led by Hugh. The soldiers had 
advanced into Fleet Market and were dispersing the people there ; 
so that they came on with hardly any check, and were soon before 
the house. 

* All’s over now,” said the vintner. ‘‘ Fifty thousand pounds 
will be scattered in a minute. We must save ourselves. We can 
do no more, and shall have reason to be thankful if we do as 
much.” 

Their first impulse was, to clamber along the roofs of the houses, 
and, knocking at some garret window for admission, pass down 
that way into the street, and so escape. But another fierce cry 
from below, and a general upturning of the faces of the crowd, 
apprised them that they were discovered, and even that Mr. 
Haredale was recognised; for Hugh, seeing him plainly in the 
bright glare of the flames, which in that part made it as light as 
day, called to him by his name, and swore to have his life. 

“Leave me here,” said Mr. Haredale, ‘and in Heaven’s name, 
my good friend, save yourself! Come on!” he muttered, as he 
turned towards Hugh and faced him without any further effort at 
concealment: ‘This roof is high, and if we grapple, we will die 
together ! ” 

“ Madness,” said the honest vintner, pulling him back, “ sheer 
madness. Hear reason, Sir. My good Sir, hear reason, I could 
never make myself heard by knocking at a window now ; and even 
if I could, no one would be bold enough to connive at my escape. 
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Through the cellars, there’s a kind of passage into the back street 
by which we roll casks in and out. We shall have time to get 
down there, before they can force an entry. Do not delay an 
instant, but come with me—for both our sakes—for mine—my 
dear good Sir!” 

As he spoke, and drew Mr. Haredale back, they had both a 
glimpse of the street. It was but a glimpse, but it showed them 
the crowd, gathering and clustering round the house: some of the 
armed men pressing to the front to break down the doors and 
windows, some bringing brands from the nearest fire, some with 
lifted faces following their course upon the roof and pointing them 
out to their companions, all raging and roaring like the flames they 
lighted up. They saw some men howling and thirsting for the 
treasures of strong liquor which they knew were stored within ; 
they saw others, who had been wounded, sinking down into the 
opposite doorways and dying, solitary wretches, in the midst of all 
the vast assemblage ; here a frightened woman trying to escape ; 
and there a lost child; and there a drunken ruffian, unconscious 
of the death-wound on his head, raving and fighting to the last. 
All these things, and even such trivial incidents as a man with his 
hat off, or turning round, or stooping down, or shaking hands with 
another, they marked distinctly ; yet in a glance so brief, that, in 
the act of stepping back, they lost the whole, and saw but the pale 
faces of each other, and the red sky above them. 

Mr. Haredale yielded to the entreaties of his companion—more 
because he was resolved to defend him to the last, than for any 
thought he had of his own life, or any care he entertained for his 
own safety—and quickly re-entering the house, they descended the 
stairs together. Loud blows were thundering on the shutters, 
crowbars were already thrust beneath the door, the glass fell from 
the sashes, a deep light shone through every crevice, and they 
heard the voices of the foremost in the crowd so close to every 
chink and keyhole, that they seemed to be hoarsely whispering their 
threats into their very ears. They had but a moment reached the 
bottom of the cellar-steps and shut the door behind them, when the 
mob broke in. 

The vaults were profoundly dark, and having no torch or candle 
—for they had been afraid to carry one, lest it should betray their 
place of refuge—they were obliged to grope with their hands. But 
they were not long without light, for they had not gone far when 
they heard the crowd forcing the door; and, looking back among 
the low-arched passages, could see them in the distance, hurrying 
to and fro with flashing links, broaching the casks, staving the 
great vats, turning off upon the right hand and the left,-into the 
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different cellars, and lying down to drink at the channels of strong 
spirits which were already flowing fast on the ground. 

They hurried on, not the less quickly for this; and had reached 
the only vault which lay between them and the passage out, when 
suddenly, from the direction in which they were going, a strong 
light gleamed upon their faces ; and before they could slip aside, or 
turn back, or hide themselves, two men (one bearing a torch) came 
upon them, and cried in an astonished whisper, “ Here they are!” 

At the same instant they pulled off what they wore upon their 
heads. Mr. Haredale saw before him Edward Chester, and then 
saw, when the vintner gasped his name, Joe Willet. 


Ay, the same Joe, though with an arm the less, who used to 
make the quarterly journey on the grey mare to pay the bill to the 
purple-faced vintner; and that very same purple-faced vintner, 
formerly of Thames Street, now looked him in the face, and 
challenged him by name. 

“Give me your hand,” said Joe softly, taking it whether the 
astonished vintner would or no, ‘Don’t fear to shake it, man ; 
it’s a friendly one and a hearty one, though it has no fellow. Why, 
how well you look and how bluff you are! And you—God bless 
you, Sir. ‘Take heart, take heart. We'll find them. Be of good 
cheer ; we have not been idle.” 
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There was something so honest and frank in Joe’s speech, that 
Mr. Haredale put his hand in his involuntarily, though their 
meeting was suspicious enough. But his glance at Edward Chester, 
and that gentleman’s keeping aloof, were not lost upon Joe, who 
said bluntly, glancing at Edward while he spoke: 

‘Times are changed, Mr. Haredale, and times have come when 
we ought to know friends from enemies, and make no confusion of 
names. Let me tell you that but for this gentleman, you would 
most likely have been dead by this time, or badly wounded at the 
best.” 

“What do you say?” asked Mr. Haredale. 

“T say,” said Joe, “first, that it was a bold thing to be in the 
crowd at all disguised as one of them; though I won’t say much 
about that, on second thoughts, for that’s my case too. Secondly, 
that it was a brave and glorious action—that’s what I call it—to 
strike that fellow off his horse before their eyes !” 

“What fellow! Whose eyes!” 

“‘ What fellow, Sir!” cried Joe: “a fellow who has no good-will 
to you, and who has the daring and devilry in him of twenty 
fellows. I know him of old. Once in the house, he would have 
found you, here or anywhere. The rest owe you no particular 
grudge, and, unless they see you, will only think of drinking them- 
selves dead. But we lose time. Are you ready?” 

“Quite,” said Edward. ‘Put out the torch, Joe, and go on. 
And be silent, there’s a good fellow.” 

‘Silent or not silent,” murmured Joe, as he dropped the flaring 
link upon the ground, crushed it with his foot, and gave his hand 
to Mr. Haredale, ‘it was a brave and glorious action ;—no man 
can alter that.” 

Both Mr. Haredale and the worthy vintner were too amazed 
and too much hurried to ask any further questions, so followed 
their conductors in silence. It seemed, from a short whispering 
which presently ensued between them and the vintner relative to 
the best way of escape, that they had entered by the back-door, 
with the connivance of John Grueby, who watched outside with 
the key in his pocket, and whom they had taken into their con- 
fidence. A party of the crowd coming up that way, just as they 
entered, John had double-locked the door again, and made off for 
the soldiers, so that means of retreat was cut from under them. 

However, as the front door had been forced, and this minor 
crowd, being anxious to get at the liquor, had no fancy for losing 
time in breaking down another, but had gone round and got in 
from Holborn with the rest, the narrow lane in the rear was quite 
free of people. So when they had crawled through the passage 


BARNABY RUDGE. 495 


indicated by the vintner (which was a mere shelving-trap for the 
admission of casks), and had managed with some difficulty to un- 
chain and raise the door at the upper end, they emerged into the 
street without being observed or interrupted. Joe still holding 
Mr. Haredale tight, and Edward taking the same care of the 
vintner, they hurried through the streets at a rapid pace ; occasion- 
ally standing aside to let some fugitives go by, or to keep out of 
the way of the soldiers who followed them, and whose questions, 
when they halted to put any, were speedily stopped by one 
whispered word from Joe. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-EIGHTH. 


WuiLe Newgate was burning on the previous night, Barnaby 
and his father, having been passed among the crowd from hand to 
hand, stood in Smithfield, on the outskirts of the mob, gazing at 
the flames like men who had been suddenly roused from sleep. 
Some moments elapsed before they could distinctly remember where 
they were, or how they got there ; or recollected that while they 
were standing idle and listless spectators of the fire, they had tools 
in their hands which had been hurriedly given them that they 
might free themselves from their fetters. 

Barnaby, heavily ironed as he was, if he had obeyed his first 
impulse, or if he had been alone, would have made his way back to 
the side of Hugh, who to his clouded intellect now shone forth 
with the new lustre of being his preserver and truest friend. But 
his father’s terror of remaining in the streets communicated itself 
to him when he comprehended the full extent of his fears, and 
impressed him with the same eagerness to fly to a place of safety. 

In a corner of the market among the pens for cattle, Barnaby 
knelt down, and pausing every now and then to pass his hand over 
his father’s face, or look up to him with a smile, knocked off his 
irons. When he had seen him spring, a free man, to his feet, and 
had given vent to the transport of delight which the sight 
awakened, he went to work upon his own, which soon fell rattling 
down upon the ground, and left his limbs unfettered. 

Gliding away together when this task was accomplished, and 
passing several groups of men, each gathered round a stooping figure 
to hide him from those who passed, but unable to repress the 
clanking sound of hammers, which told that they too were busy at 
the same work,—the two fugitives made towards Clerkenwell, and 
passing thence to Islington, as the nearest point of egress, were 
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quickly in the fields. After wandering about for a long time, they 
found in a pasture near Finchley a poor shed, with walls of mud, 
and roof of grass and brambles, built for some cowherd, but now 
deserted. Here they lay down for the rest of the night. 

They wandered up and down when it was day, and once Barnaby 
went off alone to a cluster of little cottages two or three miles 
away, to purchase bread and milk. But finding no better shelter, 
they returned to the same place, and lay down again to wait for 
night. 

” Heaven alone can tell, with what vague thoughts of duty, and 
affection ; with what strange promptings of nature, intelligible to 
him as to a man of radiant mind and most enlarged capacity ; with 
what dim memories of children he had played with when a child 
himself, who had prattled of their fathers, and of loving them, and 
being loved; with how many half-remembered, dreamy associations 
of his mother’s grief and tears and widowhood ; he watched and 
tended this man. But that a vague and shadowy crowd of such 
ideas came slowly on him; that they taught him to be sorry when 
they looked upon his haggard face, that they overflowed his eyes 
when he stooped to kiss him on the cheek, that they kept him 
waking in a tearful gladness, shading him from the sun, fanning 
him with leaves, soothing him when he started in his sleep—ah ! 
what a troubled sleep it was—and wondering when she would come 
to join them and be happy, is the truth. He sat beside him all 
that day ; listening for her footsteps in every breath of air, looking 
for her shadow on the gently-waving grass, twining the hedge 
flowers for her pleasure when she came, and his when he awoke ; 
and stooping down from time to time to listen to his mutterings, 
and wonder why he was so restless in that quiet place. The sun 
went down, and night came on, and he was still quite tranquil ; 
busied with these thoughts, as if there were no other people in the 
world, and the dull cloud of smoke hanging on the immense city in 
the distance, hid no vices, no crimes, no life or death, or causes of 
disquiet—nothing but clear air. 

But the hour had now come when he must go alone to find out 
the blind man (a task that filled him with delight), and bring him 
to that place; taking especial care that he was not watched or 
followed on his way back. He listened to the directions he must 
observe, repeated them again and again; and after twice or thrice 
returning to surprise his father with a light-hearted laugh, went 
forth, at last, upon his errand: leaving Grip, whom he had carried 
from the jail in his arms, to his care. 

Fleet of foot, and anxious to return, he sped swiftly on towards 
the City, but could not reach it before the fires began and made the 
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night angry with their dismal lustre. When he entered the town 
—it might be that he was changed by going there without his late 
companions, and on no violent errand ; or by the beautiful solitude 
in which he had passed the day, or by the thoughts that had come 
upon him—but it seemed peopled by a legion of devils. This flight 
and pursuit, this cruel burning and destroying, these dreadful cries 
and stunning noises, were they the good lord’s noble cause ! 

Though almost stupefied by the bewildering scene, still he found 
the blind man’s house. It was shut up and tenantless. He waited 
for a long while, but no one came. At last he withdrew; and as 
he knew by this time that the soldiers were firing, and many 
people must have been killed, he went down into Holborn, where 
he heard the great crowd was, to try if he could find Hugh, and 
persuade him to avoid the danger, and return with him. 

If he had been stunned and shocked before, his horror was 
increased a thousand-fold when he got into this vortex of the riot, 
and not being an actor in the terrible spectacle, had it all before 
his eyes. But there, in the midst, towering above them all, close 
before the house they were attacking now, was Hugh on horseback, 
calling to the rest ! 

Sickened by the sights surrounding him on every side, and by 
the heat and roar,‘and crash, he forced his way among the crowd 
(where many recognised him, and with shouts pressed back to let 
him pass), and in time was nearly up with Hugh, who was savagely 
threatening some one, but whom, or what he said, he could not, in 
the great confusion, understand. At that moment the crowd 
forced their way into the house, and Hugh—it was impossible to 
see by what means, in such a concourse—fell headlong down. 

Barnaby was beside him when he staggered to his feet. It was 
well he made him hear his voice, or Hugh, with his uplifted axe, 
would have cleft his skull in twain. 

“ Barnaby—you ! Whose hand was that, that struck me down ?” 

“* Not mine.” 

“‘ Whose !—I say, whose!” he cried, reeling back, and looking 
wildly round. ‘‘ What are we doing? Where is he? Show me!” 

“You are hurt,” said Barnaby—as indeed he was, in the head, 
both by the blow he had received, and by his horse’s hoof. ‘“ Come 
away with me.” 

As he spoke, he took the horse’s bridle in his hand, turned 
him, and dragged Hugh several paces. This brought them out of 
the crowd, which was pouring from the street into the vintner’s 
cellars. 

‘«‘ Where’s—where’s Dennis?” said Hugh, coming to a stop, and 
checking Barnaby with his strong arm. “ Where has he been all 
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day? What did he mean by leaving me as he did, in the jail, last 
night? Tell me, you—d’ye hear!” 

With a flourish of his dangerous weapon, he fell down upon the 
ground like a log. After a minute, though already frantic with 
drinking and with the wound in his head, he crawled to a stream 
of burning spirits which was pouring down the kennel, and began 
to drink it as if it were a brook of water. 

Barnaby drew him away, and forced him to rise. Though he 
could neither stand nor walk, he involuntarily staggered to his 
horse, climbed upon his back, and clung there. After vainly 


attempting to divest the animal of his clanking trappings, Barnaby 
sprang up behind him, snatched the bridle, turned into Leather 
Lane, which was close at hand, and urged the frightened horse into 
a heavy gallop. 

He looked back once before he left the street ; and looked upon 
a sight not easily to be erased, even from his remembrance, so long 
as he had life, 

The vintner’s house, with half-a-dozen others near at hand, was 
one great, glowing blaze. All night, no one had essayed to quench 
the flames or stop their progress ; but now a body of soldiers were 
actively engaged in pulling down two old wooden houses, which 
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were every moment in danger of taking fire, and which could 
scarcely fail, if they were left to burn, to extend the conflagration 
immensely. The tumbling down of nodding walls and heavy 
blocks of wood, the hooting and the execrations of the crowd, the 
distant firing of other military detachments, the distracted looks 
and cries of those whose habitations were in danger, the hurrying 
to and fro of frightened people with their goods ; the reflections in 
every quarter of the sky, of deep red, soaring flames, as though the 
last day had come and the whole universe were burning ; the dust, 
and smoke, and drift of fiery particles, scorching and kindling all 
it fell upon ; the hot unwholesome vapour, the blight on everything ; 
the stars, and moon, and very sky, obliterated ;—made up such a 
sum of dreariness and ruin, that it seemed as if the face of Heaven 
were blotted out, and night, in its rest and quiet, and softened 
light, never could look upon the earth again. 

But there was a worse spectacle than this—worse by far than 
fire and smoke, or even the rabble’s unappeasable and maniac rage. 
The gutters of the street and every crack and fissure in the stones, 
ran with scorching spirit, which bemg dammed up by busy hands, 
overflowed the road and pavement, and formed a great pool, in 
which the people dropped down dead by dozens. They lay in 
heaps all round this fearful pond, husbands and wives, fathers and 
sons, mothers and daughters, women with children in their arms 
and babies at their breasts, and drank until they died. While 
some stooped with their lips to the brink and never raised their 
heads again, others sprang up from their fiery draught, and danced, 
half in a mad triumph, and half in the agony of suffocation, until 
they fell, and steeped their corpses in the liquor that had killed 
them. Nor was even this the worst or most appalling kind of 
death that happened on this fatal night. From the burning 
cellars, where they drank out of hats, pails, buckets, tubs, and 
shoes, some men were drawn, alive, but all alight from head to 
foot ; who, in their unendurable anguish and suffering, making for 
anything that had the look of water, rolled, hissing, in this hideous 
lake, and splashed up liquid fire which lapped in all it met with 
as it ran alone the surface, and neither spared the living nor the 
dead. On this last night of the great riots—for the last night it 
was—the wretched victims of a senseless outcry became themselves 
the dust and ashes of the flames they had kindled, and strewed the 
public streets of London. 

With all he saw in this last glance fixed indelibly upon his mind, 
Barnaby hurried from the city which enclosed such horrors ; and 
holding down his head that he might not even see the glare of the 
fires upon the quiet landscape, was soon in the still country roads. 
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He stopped at about half-a-mile from the shed where his father 
lay, and with some difficulty making Hugh sensible that he must 
dismount, sank the horse’s furniture in a pool of stagnant water, 
and turned the animal loose. That done, he supported his 
companion as well as he could, and led him slowly forward. 


CHAPTER THE SIXTY-NINTH. 


Ir was the dead of night, and very dark, when Barnaby, with 
his stumbling companion, approached the place where he had left 
his father; but he could see him stealing away into the gloom, 
distrustful even of him, and rapidly retreating. After calling to 
him twice or’ thrice that there was nothing to fear, but without 
effect, he suffered Hugh to sink upon the ground, and followed to 
bring him back. 

He continued to creep away, until Barnaby was close upon him ; 
then turned, and said in a terrible, though suppressed voice : 

“Let me go. Do not lay hands upon me. Stand back. You 
have told her ; and you and she together have betrayed me!” 

Barnaby looked at him, in silence. 

‘You have seen your mother !” 

‘*No,” cried Barnaby, eagerly. ‘‘ Not for a long time—longer 
than I can tell. A whole year, I think. Is she here?” 

His father looked upon him steadfastly for a few moments, then 
said—drawing nearer to him as he spoke, for, seeing his face, and 
hearing his words, it was impossible to doubt his truth : 

“ What man is that?” 

‘ Hugh—Hugh. Only Hugh. You know him. Ze will not 
harm you. Why, youre afraid of Hugh! Hahaha! Afraid of 
gruff, old, noisy Hugh !” 

“What man is he, I ask you,” he rejoined so fiercely, that 
Barnaby stopped in his laugh, and shrinking back, surveyed him 
with a look of terrified amazement. 

“Why, how stern you are! You make me fear you, though 
you are my father—lI never feared her. Why do you speak 
to me so?” 

—““T want,” he answered, putting away the hand which his 
son, with a timid desire to propitiate him, laid upon his sleeve,— 
‘““T want an answer, and you give me only jeers and questions, 
Who have you brought with you to this hiding-place, poor fool ; 
and where is the blind man ?” 

‘“T don’t know where. His house was close shut. I waited, 
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but no person came ; that was no fault of mine. This is Hugh— 
brave Hugh, who broke into that ugly jail, and set us free. Aha! 
You like him now, do you? You like him now!” 

“Why does he lie upon the ground ?” 

“He has had a fall, and has been drinking. The fields and 
trees go round, and round, and round with him, and the ground 
heaves under his feet. You knowhim? You remember? See!” 

They had by this time returned to where he lay, and both 
stooped over him to look into his face. 

“T recollect the man,” his father murmured. ‘Why did you 
bring him here?” 

“Because he would have been killed if I had left him over 
yonder. They were firing guns and shedding blood. Does the 
sight of blood turn you sick, father? I see it does, by your face. 
That’s like me—What are you looking at?” 

“At nothing!” said the murderer softly, as he started back a 
pace or two, and gazed with sunken jaw and staring eyes above his 
son’s head. ‘At nothing!” 

He remained in the same attitude and with the same expression 
on his face for a minute or more ; then glanced slowly round as if 
he had lost something ;.and went shivering back, towards the shed. 

“Shall I bring him in, father?” asked Barnaby, who had looked 
on, wondering. 

He only answered with a suppressed groan, and lying down 
upon the ground, wrapped his cloak about his head, and shrank 
into the darkest corner. 

Finding that nothing would rouse Hugh now, or make him 
sensible for a moment, Barnaby dragged him along the grass, and 
laid him on a littie heap of refuse hay and straw which had been 
his own bed; first having brought some water from a running 
stream hard by, and washed his wound, and laved his hands and 
face. Then he lay down himself, between the two, to pass the 
night ; and looking at the stars, fell fast asleep. 

Awakened early in the morning, by the sunshine, and the songs 
of birds, and hum of insects, he left them sleeping in the hut, and 
walked into the sweet and pleasant air. But he felt that on his 
jaded senses, oppressed and burdened with the dreadful scenes of 
last night, and many nights before, all the beauties of opening day, 
which he had so often tasted, and in which he had had such deep 
delight, fell heavily. He thought of the blithe mornings when he 
and the dogs went bounding on together through the woods and 
fields ; and the recollection filled his eyes with tears. He had no 
consciousness, God help him, of having done wrong, nor had he any 
new perception of the merits of the cause in which he had been 
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engaged, or those of the men who advocated it; but he was full 
of cares now, and regrets, and dismal recollections, and wishes 
(quite unknown to him before) that this or that event had never 
happened, and that the sorrow and suffering of so many people had 
been spared. And now he began to think how happy they would 
be—his father, mother, he, and Hugh—if they rambled away 
together, and lived in some lonely place, where there were none of 
these troubles ; and that perhaps the blind man, who had talked 
so wisely about gold, and told him of the great secrets he knew, 
could teach them how to live without being pinched and griped by 
want. As this occurred to him, he was the more sorry that he 
had not seen him last night; and he was still brooding over this 
regret, when his father came, and touched him on the shoulder. 

“Ah!” cried Barnaby, starting from his fit of thoughtfulness. 
“Ts it only you?” 

“Who should it be?” 

““T almost thought,” he answered, “it was the blind man. I 
must have some talk with him, father.” 

“And so must I, for without seeing him, I don’t know where 
to fly or what to do; and lingering here, is death. You must go 
to him again, and bring him here.” 

“Must I!” cried Barnaby, delighted ; ‘that’s brave, father. 
That’s what I want to do.” 

“But you must bring only him, and none other, And though 
you wait at his door a whole day and night, still you must wait, 
and not come back without him.” 

“Don’t you fear that,” he cried gaily. ‘He shall come, he 
shall come.” 

“Trim off these gewgaws,” said his father, plucking the scraps 
of ribbon and the feathers from his hat, ‘cand over your own dress 
wear my cloak. Take heed how you go, and they will be too busy 
in the streets to notice you. Of your coming back you need take 
no account, for he’ll manage that, safely.” 

“To be sure!” said Barnaby. ‘To be sure he will! <A wise 
man, father, and one who can teach us to be rich! Oh! I know 
him, I know him.” 

He was speedily dressed ; and, as well disguised as he could be, 
with a lighter heart he then set off upon his second journey, leaving 
Hugh, who was still in a drunken stupor, stretched upon the 
ground within the shed, and his father walking to and fro before it. 

The murderer, full of anxious thoughts, looked after him, and 
paced up and down, disquieted by every breath of air that 
whispered among the boughs, and by every light shadow thrown 
by the passing clouds upon the daisied ground. He was anxious 
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for his safe return, and yet, though his own life and safety hung 
upon it, felt a relief while he was gone. In the intense selfishness 
which the constant presence before him of his great crimes, and 
their consequences here and hereafter, engendered, every thought 
of Barnaby, as his son, was swallowed up and lost. Still, his 
presence was a torture and reproach ; in his wild eyes, there were 
terrible images of that guilty night; with his unearthly aspect, 
and his half-formed mind, he seemed to the murderer a creature 
who had sprung into existence from his victim’s blood. He could 
not bear his look, his voice, his touch ; and yet was forced, by his 
own desperate condition and his only hope of cheating the gibbet, 
to have him by his side, and to know that he was inseparable from 
his single chance of escape. 

He walked to and fro, with little rest, all day, revolving these 
things in his mind ; and still Hugh lay, unconscious, in the shed. 
At length, when the sun was setting, Barnaby returned, leading 
the blind man, and talking earnestly to him as they came along 
together. 

The murderer advanced to meet them, and bidding his son go 
on and speak to Hugh, who had just then staggered to his feet, 
took his place at the. blind man’s elbow, and slowly followed, 
towards the shed. 

“ Why did you send hom?” said Stagg. ‘Don’t you know it 
was the way to have him lost, as soon as found ?” 

“ Would you have had me come myself?” returned the other. 

“Humph! Perhaps not. I was before the jail on Tuesday 
night, but missed you in the crowd. I was out last night, too. 
There was good work last night—gay work—profitable work ”— 
he added, rattling the money in his pockets. 

“ Have you—” 

—‘*Seen your good lady? Yes.” 

“Do you mean to tell me more, or not?” 

“Tl tell you all,” returned the blind man, with a laugh. 
‘“‘ Excuse me—but I love to see you so impatient. There’s energy 
in it.” 

“ Does she consent to say the word that may save me?” 

“No,” returned the blind man, emphatically, as he turned his 
face towards him. “No. Thus it is. She has been at death’s 
door since she lost her darling—has been insensible, and I know 
not what. I tracked her toa hospital, and presented myself (with 
your leave) at her bed-side. Our talk was not a long one, for she 
was weak, and there being people near, I was not quite easy. But 
I told her all that you and I agreed upon; and pointed out the 
young gentleman’s position, in strong terms. She tried to soften 
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me, but that, of course (as I told her), was lost time. She cried 
and moaned, you may be sure; all women do. ‘Then, of a sudden, 
she found her voice and strength, and said that Heaven would help 
her and her innocent son; and that to Heaven she appealed against 
us—which she did ; in really very pretty language, I assure you. I 
advised her, as a friend, not to count too much upon assistance 
from any such distant quarter—recommended her to think of it— 
told her where I lived—said I knew she would send to me before 
noon, next day—and left her, either in a faint or shamming.” 

When he had concluded this narration, during which he had 
made several pauses, for the convenience of cracking and eating 
nuts, of which he seemed to have a pocketful, the blind man pulled 
a flask from his pocket, took a draught himself, and offered it to 
his companion. 

“You won’t, won't you?” he said, feeling that he pushed it 
fromhim. ‘Well! Then the gallant gentleman who's lodging 
with you, will. Hallo, bully!” 

* Death !” said the other, holding him back. ‘ Will you tell 
me what I am to do!” 

“Do! Nothing easier. Make a moonlight flitting in two 
hours’ time with the young gentleman (he’s quite ready to go; I 
have been giving him good advice as we came along), and get as 
far from London as you can. Let me know where you are, and 
leave the rest tome. She mast come round; she can’t hold out 
long; and as to the chances of your being retaken in the 
meanwhile, why it wasn’t one man who got out of Newgate, but 
three hundred. Think of that, for your comfort.” 

* We must support life.—How ?” 

“ How!” repeated the blind man. ‘“ By eating and drinking. 
And how get meat and drink, but by paying for it? Money!” he 
cried, slapping his pocket. “Is money the word? Why, the 
streets have been running money. Devil send that the sport’s not 
over yet, for these are jolly times ; golden, rare, roaring, scrambling 
times. Hallo, bully! Hallo! Hallo! Drink, bully, drink. 
Where are ye there! Hallo!” 

With such vociferations, and with a boisterous manner which 
bespoke his perfect abandonment to the general licence and 
disorder, he groped his way towards the shed, where Hugh and 
Barnaby were sitting on the ground, and entered. 

“Put it about!” he cried, handing his flask to Hugh. ‘The 
kennels run with wine and gold. Guineas and strong water flow 
from the very pumps. About with it, don’t spare it !” 

Exhausted, unwashed, unshorn; begrimed with smoke and 
dust ; his hair clotted with blood; his voice quite gone, so that 
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he spoke in whispers; his skin parched up by fever; his whole 
body bruised, and cut, and beaten about; Hugh still took the 
flask, and raised it to his lips) He was in the act of drinking, 
when the front of the shed was suddenly darkened, and Dennis 
stood before them. 

‘No offence, no offence,” said that personage in a conciliatory 
tone, as Hugh stopped in his draught, and eyed him, with no 
pleasant look, from head to foot. ‘No offence, brother. 
Barnaby here too, eh? How are you, Barnaby? And two other 
gentlemen! Your humble servant, gentlemen. No offence to 
you either, I hope. Eh, brothers ?” 

Notwithstanding that he spoke in this very friendly and con- 
fident manner, he seemed to have considerable hesitation about 
entering, and remained outside the roof. He was rather better 
dressed than usual: wearing the same suit of threadbare black, it 
is true, but having round his neck an unwholesome-looking cravat 
of a yellowish white ; and on his hands great leather gloves, such 
as a gardener might wear in following his trade. His shoes were 
newly greased, and ornamented with a pair of rusty iron buckles ; 
the pack-thread at his knees had been renewed ; and where he 
wanted buttons, he wore pins. Altogether, he had something the 
look of a tipstaff, or a bailiff’s follower, desperately faded, but 
who had a notion of keeping up the appearance of a professional 
character, and making the best of the worst means. 

“Youre very snug here,” said Mr. Dennis, pulling out a 
mouldy pocket-handkerchief, which looked like a decomposed 
halter, and wiping his forehead in a nervous manner. 

“ Not snug enough to prevent your finding us, it seems,” Hugh 
answered, sulkily. 

“Why, Ill tell you what, brother,” said Dennis, with a friendly 
smile, “‘ when you don’t want me to know which way you're riding, 
you must wear another sort of bells on your horse. Ah! I know 
the sound of them you wore last night, and have got quick ears for 
’em, that’s the truth. Well, but how are you, brother?” 

He had by this time approached, and now ventured to sit down 
by him. 

J “ Howam 1?” answered Hugh. ‘“ Where were you yesterday ? 
Where did you go when you left me in the jail? Why did you 
leave me? And what did you mean by rolling your eyes and 
shaking your fist at me, eh?” 

“T shake my fist!—at you, brother!” said Dennis, gently 
checking Hugh’s uplifted hand, which looked threatening. 

“ Your stick, then ; it’s all one.” 

“Tord love you, brother, I meant nothing. You don’t under- 
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stand me by half. I shouldn’t wonder now,” he added, in the 
tone of a desponding and an injured man, “but you thought, 
because I wanted them chaps left in the prison, that I was a going 
to desert the banners ?” 

Hugh told him, with an oath, that he did. 

“Well!” said Mr. Dennis mournfully, ‘‘if you an’t enough to 
make a man mistrust his feller-creeturs, I don’t know what is. 
Desert the banners, eh! Me! Ned Dennis, as was so christened 
by his own father !—Is this axe your’n, brother?” 

“Yes, that’s mine,” said Hugh, in the same sullen manner as 
before ; “it might have hurt you, if you had come in its way once 
or twice last night. Put it down.” 

“Might have hurt me!” said Mr. Dennis, still keeping it in 
his hand, and feeling the edge with an air of abstraction. ‘‘ Might 
have hurt me! and me exerting myself all the time to the wery 
best advantage. Here’s a world! And yow’e not a going to ask 
me to take a sup out of that ’ere bottle, eh?” 

Hugh tossed it towards him. As he raised it to his lips, 
Barnaby jumped up, and motioning them to be silent, looked 
eagerly out. 

“What’s the matter, Barnaby?” said Dennis, glancing at 
Hugh and dropping the flask, but still holding the axe in his hand. 

“Hush!” he answered softly. ‘‘What do I see glittering 
behind the hedge?” 

“What!” cried the hangman, raising his voice to its highest 
pitch, and laying hold of him and Hugh. ‘‘ Not—not soLprmrs, 
surely !” 

That moment, the shed was filled with armed men; and a 
body of horse, galloping into the field, drew up before it. 

“There !” said Dennis, who remained untouched among them 
when they had seized their prisoners ; ‘‘it’s them two young ones, 
gentlemen, that the proclamation puts a price on. This other’s an 
escaped felon,—I’m sorry for it, brother,” he added, in a tone of 
resignation, addressing himself to Hugh ; ‘‘ but you’ve brought it 
on yourself; you forced me to do it; you wouldn’t respect the 
soundest constitootional principles, you know; you went and 
wiolated the wery framework of society. I had sooner have given 
away a trifle in charity than done this, I would upon my soul.— 
If yowll keep fast hold on ’em, gentlemen, I think I can make a 
shift to tie °em better than you can.” 

But this operation was postponed for a few moments by a new 
occurrence. The blind man, whose ears were quicker than most 
people’s sight, had been alarmed, before Barnaby, by a rustling in 
the bushes, under cover of which the soldiers had advanced. He 
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retreated instantly—had hidden somewhere for a minute—and 
probably in his confusion mistaking the point at which he had 
emerged, was now seen running across the open meadow. 

An officer cried directly that he had helped to plunder a house 
last night. He was loudly called on, to surrender. He ran the 
harder, and in a few seconds would have been out of gunshot. 
The word was given, and the men fired. 

There was a breathless pause and a profound silence, during 
which all eyes were fixed upon him. He had been seen to start 
at the discharge, as if the report had frightened him. But he 
neither stopped nor slackened his pace in the least, and ran on 
full forty yards further. Then, without one reel or stagger, or 
sign of faintness, or quivering of any limb, he dropped. 

Some of them hurried up to where he lay ;—the hangman with 
them. Everything had passed so quickly, that the smoke was 
not yet scattered, but curled slowly off in a little cloud, which 
seemed like the dead man’s spirit moving solemnly away. There 
were a few drops of blood upon the grass—more, when they turned 
him over—that was all. 

“Took here! Look here!” said the hangman, stooping one 
knee beside the body, and gazing up with a disconsolate face at 
the officer and men. “ Here’s a pretty sight!” 

“Stand out of the way,” replied the officer. ‘‘Serjeant! see 
what he had about him.” 

The man turned his pockets out upon the grass, and counted, 
besides some foreign coins and two rings, five-and-forty guineas in 
gold. These were bundled up in a handkerchief and carried away ; 
the body remained there for the present, but six men and the 
serjeant were left to take it to the nearest public-house. 

“ Now then, if youre going,” said the serjeant, clapping Dennis 
on the back, and pointing after the officer who was walking 
towards the shed. 

To which Mr. Dennis only replied, ‘‘ Don’t talk to me!” and 
then repeated what he had said before, namely, “‘ Here’s a pretty 
sight |” 

“Tt’s not one that you care for much, I should think,” observed 
the serjeant coolly. 

“Why, who,” said Mr. Dennis, rising, “should care for it, if I 
don’t ?” 

“Oh! I didn’t know you was so tender-hearted,” said the 
serjeant. ‘‘That’s all!” 

“‘ Tender-hearted !” echoed Dennis, ‘Tender-hearted! Look 
at this man. Do you call this constitootional? Do you see him 
shot through and through instead of being worked off like a 
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Briton? Damme, if I know which party to side with. You're as 
bad as the other. What’s to become of the country if the military 
power’s to go a superseding the ciwilians in this way? Where's 
this poor feller-creetur’s rights as a citizen, that he didn’t have me 
in his last moments! I was here. I was willing. I was ready. 
These are nice times, brother, to have the dead crying out against 
us in this way, and sleep comfortably in our beds arterwards : 
wery nice!” 

Whether he derived any material consolation from binding the 
prisoners, is uncertain ; most probably he did. At all events his 


being summoned to that work, diverted him, for the time, from 
these painful reflections, and gave his thoughts a more congenial 
occupation. 

They were not all three carried off together, but in two parties ; 
Barnaby and his father, going by one road in the centre of a body 
of foot ; and Hugh, fast bound upon a horse, and strongly guarded 
by a troop of cavalry, being taken by another. 

They had no opportunity for the least communication, in the 
short interval which preceded their departure ; being kept strictly 
apart. Hugh only observed that Barnaby walked with a drooping 
head among his guard, and, without raising his eyes, that he tried 
to wave his fettered hand when he passed. For himself, he 
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buoyed up his courage as he rode along, with the assurance that 
the mob would force his jail wherever it might be, and set him at 
liberty. But when they got into London, and more especially 
into Fleet Market, lately the stronghold of the rioters, where the 
military were rooting out the last remnant of the crowd, he saw 
that this hope was gone, and felt that he was riding to his death. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTIETH. 


Mr. DENNIS having despatched this piece of business without 
any personal hurt or inconvenience, and having now retired into 
the tranquil respectability of private life, resolved to solace himself 
with half an hour or so of female society. With this amiable 
purpose in his mind, he bent his steps towards the house where 
Dolly and Miss Haredale were still confined, and whither Miss 
Miggs had also been removed by order of Mr. Simon Tappertit. 

As he walked along the streets with his leather gloves clasped 
behind him, and his face indicative of cheerful thought and 
pleasant calculation, Mr. Dennis might have been likened unto a 
farmer ruminating among his crops, and enjoying by anticipation 
the bountiful gifts of Providence. Look where he would, some 
heap of ruins afforded him rich promise of a working off; the 
whole town appeared to have been ploughed, and sown, and 
nurtured by most genial weather; and a goodly harvest was at 
hand. 

Having taken up arms and resorted to deeds of violence, with 
the great main object of preserving the Old Bailey in all its purity, 
and the gallows in all its pristine usefulness and moral grandeur, 
it would perhaps be going too far to assert that Mr. Dennis had 
ever distinctly contemplated and foreseen this happy state of 
things. He rather looked upon it as one of those beautiful dis- 
pensations which are inscrutably brought about for the behoof and 
advantage of good men. He felt, as it were, personally referred 
to, in this prosperous ripening for the gibbet; and had never 
considered himself so much the pet and favourite child of Destiny, 
or loved that lady so well or with such a calm and virtuous 
reliance, in all his life. 

As to being taken up, himself, for a rioter, and punished with 
the rest, Mr. Dennis dismissed that possibility from his thoughts 
as an idle chimera; arguing that the line of conduct he had 
adopted at Newgate, and the service he had rendered that day, 
would be more than a set-off against any evidence which might 
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identify him as a member of the crowd: that any charge of com- 
panionship which might be made against him by those who were 
themselves in danger, would certainly go for nought: and that if 
any trivial indiscretion on his part should unluckily come out, the 
uncommon usefulness of his office, at present, and the great 
demand for the exercise of its functions, would certainly cause it 
to be winked at, and passed over. In a word, he had played his 
cards throughout, with great care; had changed sides at the very 
nick of time; had delivered up two of the most notorious rioters, 
and a distinguished felon to boot ; and was quite at his ease. 

Saving—for there is a reservation; and even Mr. Dennis was 
not perfectly happy—saving for one circumstance; to wit, the 
forcible detention of Dolly and Miss Haredale, in a house almost 
adjoining his own. This was a stumbling-block; for if they were 
discovered and released, they could, by the testimony they had it 
in their power to give, place him in a situation of great jeopardy ; 
and to set them at liberty, first extorting from them an oath of 
secrecy and silence, was a thing not to be thought of It was 
more, perhaps, with an eye to the danger which lurked in this 
quarter, than from his abstract love of conversation with the sex, 
that the hangman, quickening his steps, now hastened into their 
society ; cursing the amorous natures of Hugh and Mr. Tappertit 
with great heartiness, at every step he took. 

When he entered the miserable room in which they were 
confined, Dolly and Miss Haredale withdrew in silence to the 
furthest corner. But Miss Miges, who was particularly tender of 
her reputation, immediately fell upon her knees and began to 


scream very loud, crying, ‘‘ What will become of me !”—‘ Where 
is my Simmuns!” ‘Have mercy, good gentleman, on my sex’s 
weakness !”—with other doleful lamentations of that nature, 


which she delivered with great propriety and decorum. 

‘Miss, miss,” whispered Dennis, beckoning to her with his 
forefinger, ‘come here—I won’t hurt you. Come here, my lamb, 
will you?” 

On hearing this tender epithet, Miss Miggs, who had left off 
screaming directly he opened his lips, and had listened to him 
attentively, began again: crying “Oh I’m his lamb! He says 
I’m his lamb! Oh gracious, why wasn’t I born old and ugly? 
Why was I ever made to be the youngest of six, and all of ’em 
dead and in their blessed graves, excepting one married sister, 
which is settled in Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, 
second bell-handle on the—!” 

“Don’t I say I an’t a going to hurt you?” said Dennis, 
pointing to a chair. ‘“ Why, miss, what’s the matter?” 
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“T don’t know what mayn’t be the matter!” cried Miggs, 
clasping her hands distractedly. ‘‘ Anything may be the matter !” 

“ But nothing is, I tell you,” said the hangman. “First stop 
that noise and come and sit down here, will you, chuckey ?” 

The coaxing tone in which he said these latter words might 
have failed in its object, if he had not accompanied them with 
sundry sharp jerks of his thumb over one shoulder, and with 
divers winks and thrustings of his tongue into his cheek, from 
which signals the damsel gathered that he sought to speak to her 
apart, concerning Miss Haredale and Dolly. Her curiosity being 
very powerful, and her jealousy by no means inactive, she arose, 
and with a great deal of shivering and starting back, and much 
museular action among all the small bones in her throat, gradually 
approached him. 

“Sit down,” said the hangman. 

Suiting the action to the word, he thrust her rather suddenly 
and prematurely into a chair; and designing to reassure her by 
a little harmless jocularity, such as is adapted to please and 
fascinate the sex, converted his right forefinger into an ideal 
bradawl or gimlet, and made as though he would screw the 
same into her side—whereat Miss Miggs shrieked again, and 
discovered symptoms of faintness. 

“Lovey, my dear,” whispered Dennis, drawing his chair close 
to hers. ‘‘ When was your young man here last, eh?” 

“ My young man, good gentleman!” answered Miggs in a 
tone of exquisite distress. 

*“ Ah! Simmuns, you know—him ?” said Dennis. 

‘Mine indeed!” cried Miggs, with a burst of bitterness—and 
as she said it, she glanced towards Dolly. ‘ Mine, good gentle- 
man !” 

This was just what Mr. Dennis wanted, and expected. 

“Ah!” he said, looking so soothingly, not to say amorously 
on Miggs, that she sat, as she afterwards remarked, on pins and 
needles of the sharpest Whitechapel kind; not knowing what 
intentions might be suggesting that expression to his features : 
“T was afraid of that. J saw as much, myself. It’s her fault. 
She well entice ’em.” 

“T wouldn’t,” cried Miggs, folding her hands and looking 
upwards with a kind of devout blankness, “I wouldn’t lay 
myself out as she does ; I wouldn’t be as bold as her ; I wouldn’t 
seem to say to all male creeturs ‘Come and kiss me’”—and here 
a shudder quite convulsed her frame—‘“ for any earthly crowns 
as might be offered. Worlds,’ Miggs added solemnly, “should 
not reduce me. No. Not if I was Wenis.” 
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“Well, but you are Wenus you know,” said Mr. Dennis, 
confidentially. 

“No, I am not, good gentleman,” answered Miggs, shaking her 
head with an air of self-denial which seemed to imply that she 
might be if she chose, but she hoped she knew better. “No I 
am not, good gentleman. Don’t charge me with it.” 

Up to this time, she had turned round every now and then to 
where Dolly and Miss Haredale had retired, and uttered a scream, 
or groan, or laid her hand upon her heart and trembled excessively, 
with a view of keeping up appearances, and giving them to 
understand that she conversed with the visitor, under protest and 


on compulsion, and at a great personal sacrifice, for their common 
good. But at this point, Mr. Dennis looked so very full of 
meaning, and gave such a singularly expressive twitch to his face 
as a request to her to come still nearer to him, that she abandoned 
these little arts, and gave him her whole and undivided attention. 

“When was Simmuns here, I say?” quoth Dennis, in her ear. 

“Not since yesterday morning; and then only for a few 
minutes. Not all day, the day before.” 

“You know he meant all along to carry off that one?” said 
Dennis, indicating Dolly by the slightest possible jerk of his head : 
—“And to hand you over to somebody else.” 

Miss Miggs, who had fallen into a terrible state of grief when 
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the first part of this sentence was spoken, recovered a little at 
the second, and seemed by the sudden check she put upon her 
tears, to intimate that possibly this arrangement might meet her 
views ; and that it might, perhaps, remain an open question. 

“But unfort’nately,” pursued Dennis, who observed this: 
“somebody else was fond of her too, you see; and even if he 
wasn’t, somebody else is took for a rioter, and it’s all over with 
him.” 

Miss Miggs relapsed. 

“ Now, I want,” said Dennis, “to clear this house, and to see 
you righted. What if I was to get her off, out of the way, eh?” 

Miss Miggs, brightening again, rejoined, with many breaks 
and pauses from excess of feeling, that temptations had been 
Simmuns’s bane. That it was not his faults, but hers (meaning 
Dolly’s). That men did not see through these dreadful arts as 
women did, and therefore was caged and trapped, as Simmun had 
been. That she had no personal motives to serve—far from it 
—on the contrary, her intentions was good towards all parties. 
But forasmuch as she knowed that Simmun, if united to any 
designing and artful minxes (she would name no names, for that 
was not her dispositions)—to any designing and artful minxes— 
must be made miserable and unhappy for life, she ded incline 
towards prewentions. Such, she added, was her free confessions. 
But as this was private feelings, and might perhaps be looked 
upon as wengeance, she begged the gentleman would say no more. 
Whatever he said, wishing to do her duty by all mankind, even 
by them as had ever been her bitterest enemies, she would not 
listen to him. With that she stopped her ears, and shook her 
head from side to side, to intimate to Mr, Dennis that though 
he talked until he had no breath left, she was as deaf as any 
adder. 

*‘Lookee here, my sugar-stick,” said Mr, Dennis, “if your 
view’s the same as mine, and you'll only be quiet and slip away 
at the right time, I can have the house clear to-morrow, and be 
out of this trouble.—Stop though ! there’s the other.” 

‘Which other, Sir?” asked Miggs—still with her fingers in 
her ears and her head shaking obstinately. 

““Why, the tallest one, yonder,” said Dennis, as he stroked 
his chin, and added, in an under tone to himself, something about 
not crossing Muster Gashford. 

Miss Miggs replied (still being profoundly deaf) that if Miss 
Haredale stood in the way at all, he might make himself quite 
easy on that score, as she had gathered, from what passed between 
Hugh and Mr. Tappertit when they were last there, that she was 
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to be removed alone (not by them, by somebody else), to-morrow 
night. 

Mr. Dennis opened his eyes very wide at this piece of informa- 
tion, whistled once, considered once, and finally slapped his head 
once and nodded once, as if he had got the clue to this mysterious 
removal, and so dismissed it. Then he imparted his design con- 
cerning Dolly to Miss Miggs, who was taken more deaf than 
before, when he began ; and so remained, all through. 

The notable scheme was this. Mr. Dennis was immediately 
to seek out from among the rioters, some daring young fellow 
(and he had one in his eye, he said), who, terrified by the threats 
he could hold out to him, and alarmed by the capture of so many 
who were no better and no worse than he, would gladly avail 
himself of any help to get abroad, and out of harm’s way, with 
his plunder, even though his journey were incumbered by an 
unwilling companion ; indeed, the unwilling companion being a 
beautiful girl, would probably be an additional inducement and 
temptation. Such a person found, he proposed to bring him 
there on the ensuing night, when the tall one was taken off, and 
Miss Miggs had purposely retired; and then that Dolly should 
be gagged, muffled in a cloak, and carried in any handy conveyance 
down to the river’s side; where there were abundant means of 
getting her smuggled snugly off in any small craft of doubtful 
character, and no questions asked. With regard to the expense 
of this removal, he would say, at a rough calculation, that two 
or three silver tea or coffee-pots, with something additional for 
drink (such as a muffineer, or toast-rack), would more than cover 
it. Articles of plate of every kind having been buried by the 
rioters in several lonely parts of London, and particularly, as he 
knew, in St. James’s Square, which, though easy of access, was 
little frequented after dark, and had a convenient piece of water 
in the midst, the needful funds were close at hand, and could be 
had upon the shortest notice. With regard to Dolly, the gentle- 
man would exercise his own discretion. He would be bound to 
do nothing but take her away, and keep her away; all other 
arrangements and dispositions would rest entirely with himself. 

If Miss Miggs had had her hearing, no doubt she would have 
been greatly shocked by the indelicacy of a young female’s going 
away with a stranger, by night (for her moral feelings, as we 
have said, were of the tenderest kind); but directly Mr. Dennis 
ceased to speak, she reminded him that he had only wasted breath. 
She then went on to say (still with her fingers in her ears) that 
nothing less than a severe practical lesson would save the lock- 
smith’s daughter from utter ruin; and that she felt it, as it were, 


BARNABY RUDGE. 515 


a moral obligation and a sacred duty to the family, to wish that 
some one would devise one for her reformation. Miss Miggs 
remarked, and very justly, as an abstract sentiment which 
happened to occur to her at the moment, that she dared to say 
the locksmith and his wife would murmuw, and repine, if they 
were ever, by forcible abduction, or otherwise, to lose their child : 
but that we seldom knew, in this world, what was best for us; 
such being our sinful and imperfect natures, that very few arrived 
at that clear understanding. 

Having brought their conversation to this satisfactory end, 
they parted: Dennis, to further his design, and take another 
walk about his farm; Miss Miggs, to launch, when he left her, 
into such a burst of mental anguish (which she gave them to 
understand was occasioned by certain tender things he had had 
the presumption and audacity to say), that little Dolly’s heart 
was quite melted. Indeed, she said and did so much to soothe 
the outraged feelings of Miss Miggs, and looked so beautiful while 
doing so, that if that young maid had not had ample vent for 
her surpassing spite, in a knowledge of the mischief that was 
brewing, she must have scratched her features, on the spot. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-FIRST. 


Att next day, Emma Haredale, Dolly, and Miggs, remained 
cooped up together in what had now been their prison for so 
many days, without seeing any person, or hearing any sound but 
the murmured conversation, in an outer room, of the men who 
kept watch over them. There appeared to be more of these 
fellows than there had been hitherto; and they could no longer 
hear the voices of women, which they had before plainly dis- 
tinguished. Some new excitement, too, seemed to prevail among 
them; for there was much stealthy going in and out, and a 
constant questioning of those who were newly arrived. They had 
previously been quite reckless in their behaviour; often making 
a great uproar; quarrelling among themselves, fighting, dancing, 
and singing. They were now very subdued and silent; convers- 
ing almost in whispers, and stealing in and out with a soft and 
stealthy tread, very different from the boisterous trampling in 
which their arrivals and departures had hitherto been announced 
to the trembling captives. 

Whether this change was occasioned by the presence among 
them of some person of authority in their ranks, or by any other 
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cause, they were unable to decide. Sometimes they thought it 
was in part attributable to there being a sick man in the chamber, 
for last night there had been a shuffling of feet, as though a burden 
were brought in, and afterwards a moaning noise. But they had 
no means of ascertaining the truth: for any question or entreaty 
on their parts only provoked a storm of brutal execrations, or 
something worse; and they were too happy to be left alone, 
unassailed by threats or admiration, to risk even that comfort, by 
any voluntary communication with those who held them in 
durance. 

It was sufficiently evident, both to Emma and to the lock- 
smith’s poor little daughter herself, that she, Dolly, was the 
great object of attraction; and that so soon as they should have 
leisure to indulge in the softer passion, Hugh and Mr. Tappertit 
would certainly fall to blows for her sake: in which latter case, 
it was not very difficult to foresee whose prize she would become. 
With all her old horror of that man revived, and deepened into a 
degree of aversion and abhorrence which no language can describe ; 
with a thousand old recollections and regrets, and causes of distress, 
anxiety, and fear, besetting her on all sides; poor Dolly Varden 
—sweet, blooming, buxom Dolly—began to hang her head, and 
fade, and droop, like a beautiful flower. The colour fled from 
her cheeks, her courage forsook her, her gentle heart failed. 
Unmindful of all her provoking caprices, forgetful of all her 
conquests and inconstancy, with all her winning little vanities 
quite gone, she nestled all the livelong day in Emma Haredale’s 
bosom ; and, sometimes calling on her dear old grey-haired father, 
sometimes on her mother, and sometimes even on her old home, 
pined slowly away, like a poor bird in its cage. 

Light hearts, light hearts, that float so gaily on a smooth 
stream, that are so sparkling and buoyant in the sunshine—down 
upon fruit, bloom upon flowers, blush in summer air, life of the 
winged insect, whose whole existence is a day—how soon ye 
sink in troubled water! Poor Dolly’s heart—a little, gentle, 
idle, fickle thing ; giddy, restless, fluttering ; constant to nothing 
but bright looks, and smiles, and laughter—Dolly’s heart was 
breaking. 

Emma had known grief, and could bear it better. She had 
little comfort to impart, but she could soothe and tend her, and 
she did so; and Dolly clung to her like a child to its nurse. In 
endeavouring to inspire her with some fortitude, she increased her 
own; and though the nights were long, and the days dismal, and 
she felt the wasting influence of watching and fatigue, and had 
perhaps a more defined and clear perception of their destitute 
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condition and its worst dangers, she uttered no complaint. Before 
the ruffians, in whose power they were, she bore herself so 
calmly, and with such an appearance, in the midst of all her terror, 
of a secret conviction that they dared not harm her, that there 
was not a man among them but held her in some degree of 
dread ; and more than one believed she had a weapon hidden in 
her dress, and was prepared to use it. 

Such was their condition when they were joined by Miss Miggs : 
who gave them to understand that she too had been taken 
prisoner, because of her charms; and detailed such feats of 
resistance she had performed (her virtue having given her super- 
natural strength), that they felt it quite a happiness to have her 
for a champion. Nor was this the only comfort they derived at 
first from Migegs’s presence and society: for that young lady 
displayed such resignation and long-suffering, and so much meek 
endurance, under her trials; and breathed in all her chaste 
discourse a spirit of such holy confidence and resignation, and 
devout belief that all would happen for the best; that Emma 
felt her courage strengthened by the bright example, never doubt- 
ing but that everything she said was true, and that she, like them, 
was torn from all she loved, and agonized by doubt and apprehen- 
sion. As to poor Dolly, she was roused, at first, by seeing one 
who came from home; but when she heard under what circum- 
stances she had left it, and into whose hands her father had fallen, 
she wept more bitterly than ever, and refused all comfort. 

Miss Miggs was at some trouble to reprove her for this state 
of mind, and to entreat her to take example by herself, who, she 
said, was now receiving back, with interest, tenfold the amount 
of her subscriptions to the red-brick dwelling-house, in the articles 
of peace of mind and a quiet conscience. And, while on serious 
topics, Miss Miggs considered it her duty to try her hand at the 
conversion of Miss Haredale ; for whose improvement she launched 
into a polemical address of some length, in the course whereof, 
she likened herself unto a chosen missionary, and that young 
lady to a cannibal in darkness. Indeed she returned so often to 
these subjects, and so frequently called upon them to take a lesson 
from her,—at the same time vaunting and, as it were, rioting in, her 
huge unworthiness, and abundant excess of sin,—that, in the 
course of a short time, she became, in that small chamber, rather 
a nuisance than a comfort, and rendered them, if possible, even 
more unhappy than they had been before. 

The night had now come; and for the first time (for their 
jailers had been regular in bringing food and candles), they 
were left in darkness. Any change in their condition in such a 
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place inspired new fears ; and when some hours had passed, and 
the gloom was still unbroken, Emma could no longer repress her 
alarm. 

They listened attentively. There was the same murmuring in 
the outer room, and now and then a moan which seemed to be 
wrung from a person in great pain, who made an effort to subdue 
it, but could not. Even these men seemed to be in darkness too ; 
for no light shone through the chinks in the door, nor were they 
moving, as their custom was, but quite still: the silence being 
unbroken by so much as the creaking of a board. 

At first, Miss Miggs wondered greatly in her own mind who 
this sick person might be ; but arriving, on second thoughts, at the 
conclusion that he was a part of the schemes on foot, and an 
artful device soon to be employed with great success, she opined, 
for Miss Haredale’s comfort, that it must be some misguided 
Papist who had been wounded: and this happy supposition 
encouraged her to say, under her breath, ‘‘ Ally Looyer!” several 
times. 

“Ts it possible,’ said Emma, with some indignation, ‘‘ that 
you who have seen these men committing the outrages you have 
told us of, and who have fallen into their hands, like us, can exult 
in their cruelties !” 

“Personal considerations, miss,” rejoined Miggs, ‘sinks into 
nothing, afore a noble cause. Ally Looyer! Ally Looyer! Ally 
Looyer, good gentlemen ! ” 

It seemed from the shrill pertinacity with which Miss Miggs 
repeated this form of acclamation, that she was calling the same 
through the keyhole of the door; but in the profound darkness 
she could not be seen. 

“If the time has come—Heaven knows it may come at any 
moment—when they are bent on prosecuting the designs, what- 
ever they may be, with which they have brought us here, can you 
still encourage, and side with them?” demanded Emma. 

“T thank my goodness-gracious-blessed-stars I can, miss,” 
returned Miggs, with increased energy.—‘‘ Ally Looyer, good 
gentlemen !” 

Even Dolly, cast down and disappointed as she was, revived at 
this, and bade Miggs hold her tongue directly. 

“ Which, was you pleased to observe, Miss Varden?” said 
Miggs, with a strong emphasis on the irrelative pronoun. 

Dolly repeated her request. 

“Ho, gracious me!” cried Miggs, with hysterical derision. 
és Ho, gracious me! Yes, to be sure I will. Ho yes! I am a 
abject slave, and a toiling, moiling, constant-working, always 
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being-found-fault-with, never-giving-satisfactions, nor-having-no- 
time-to-clean-one-self, potter’s wessel—an’t I, miss! Ho yes! 
My situations is lowly, and my capacities is limited, and my 
duties is to humble myself afore the base degenerating daughters 
of their blessed mothers as is fit to keep companies with 
holy saints but is born to persecutions from wicked relations 
—and to demean myself before them as is no better than infidels 
—an’t it, miss! Ho yes! My only becoming occupations is to help 
young flaunting pagins to brush and comb and titiwate theirselves 
into whitening and suppulchres, and leave the young men to think 
that there an’t a bit of padding in it nor no pinching ins nor fillings 
out nor pomatums nor deceits nor earthly wanities—an’t it, miss! 
Yes, to be sure it is—ho yes!” 

Having delivered these ironical passages with a most wonderful 
volubility, and with a shrillness perfectly deafening (especially 
when she jerked out the interjections), Miss Miggs, from mere 
habit, and not because weeping was at all appropriate to the 
occasion, which was one of triumph, concluded by bursting into a 
flood of tears, and calling in an impassioned manner on the name 
of Simmuns, 

What Emma Haredale and Dolly would have done, or how 
long Miss Miggs, now that she had hoisted her true colours, would 
have gone on waving them before their astonished senses, it is 
impossible to tell. Nor is it necessary to speculate on these 
matters, for a startling interruption occurred at that moment, 
which took their whole attention by storm. 

This was a violent knocking at the door of the house, and then 
its sudden bursting open; which was immediately succeeded by a 
scuffle in the room without, and the clash of weapons. ‘'Trans- 
ported with the hope that rescue had at length arrived, Emma and 
Dolly shrieked aloud for help; nor were their shrieks unanswered ; 
for after a hurried interval, a man, bearing in one hand a drawn 
sword, and in the other a taper, rushed into the chamber where 
they were confined. 

It was some check upon their transport to find in this person an 
entire stranger, but they appealed to him, nevertheless, and besought 
him, in impassioned language, to restore them to their friends. 

“‘ For what other purpose am I here?” he answered, closing the 
door, and standing with his back against it. “ With what object 
have I made my way to this place, through difficulty and danger, 
but to preserve you?” 

With a joy for which it was impossible to find adequate ex- 
pression, they embraced each other, and thanked Heaven for this 
most timely aid. Their deliverer stepped forward for a moment 
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to put the light upon the table, and immediately returning to his 
former position against the door, bared his head, and looked on 
smilingly. 

“You have news of my uncle, Sir ?” said Emma, turning hastily 
towards him. 

“ And of my father and mother?” added Dolly. 

“Yes,” he said. — ‘Good news.” 

“They are alive and unhurt?” they both cried at once. 

“Yes, and unhurt,” he rejoined. 

* And close at hand?” 

“T did not say close at hand,” he answered smoothly; “they 
are at no great distance. Your friends, sweet one,” he added, 
addressing Dolly, “are within a few hours’ journey. You will be 
restored to them, I hope, to-night.” 

“My uncle, Sir—” faltered Emma. 

“Your uncle, dear Miss Haredale, happily—I say happily, be- 
cause he has succeeded where many of our creed have failed, and 
is safe—has crossed the sea, and is out of Britain.” 

‘‘T thank God for it,” said Emma, faintly. 

“Vou say well. You have reason to be thankful: greater 
reason than it is possible for you, who have seen but one night of 
these cruel outrages, to imagine.” 

“Does he desire,” said Emma. “ that I should follow him?” 

“Do you ask if he desires it?” cried the stranger in surprise. 
“Tf he desires it! But you do not know the danger of remaining 
in England, the difficulty of escape, or the price hundreds would 
pay to secure the means, when you make that inquiry. Pardon 
me. I had forgotten that you could not, being prisoner here.” 

“T gather, Sir,” said Emma, after a moment’s pause, “ from 
what you hint at, but fear to tell me, that I have witnessed but 
the beginning, and the least, of the violence to which we are 
exposed ; and that it has not yet slackened in its fury ?” 

He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, lifted up his 
hands ; and with the same smooth smile, which was not a pleasant 
one to see, cast his eyes upon the ground, and remained silent. 

“You may venture, Sir, to speak plain,” said Emma, “and to tell 
me the worst. We have undergone some preparation for it already.” 

But here Dolly interposed, and entreated her not to hear the 
worst, but the best ; and besought the gentleman to tell them the 
best, and to keep the remainder of his news until they were safe 
among their friends again. 

“Tt is told in three words,” he said, glancing at the locksmith’s 
daughter with a look of some displeasure. ‘The people have 
risen, to a man, against us; the streets are filled with soldiers, 
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who support them and do their bidding. We have no protection 
but from above, and no safety but in flight; and that is a poor 
resource ; for we are watched on every hand, and detained here, 
both by force and fraud. Miss Haredale, I cannot bear—believe 
me, that I cannot bear—by speaking of myself, or what I have 
done, or am prepared to do, to seem to vaunt my services before 
you. But, having powerful Protestant connexions, and having 
my whole wealth embarked with theirs in shipping and commerce, 
I happily possessed the means of saving your uncle. I have the 
means of saving you; and in redemption of my sacred promise, 
made to him, I am here; pledged not to leave you until I have 
placed you in his arms, The treachery or penitence of one of the 
men about you, led to the discovery of your place of confinement ; 
and that I have forced my way here, sword in hand, you see.” 

‘You bring,” said Emma, faltering, ‘‘some note or token from 
my uncle?” 

“No, he doesn’t,” cried Dolly, pointing at him earnestly: ‘‘ now 
I am sure he doesn’t. Don’t go with him for the world!” 

“Hush, pretty fool—be silent,” he replied, frowning angrily 
upon her. ‘No, Miss Haredale, I have no letter, nor any token 
of any kind; for while I sympathise with you, and such as you, 
on whom misfortune so heavy and so undeserved has fallen, I 
value my life. I carry, therefore, no writing which, found upon 
me, would lead to its certain loss. I never thought of bringing 
any other token, nor did Mr, Haredale think of entrusting me 
with one: possibly because he had good experience of my faith 
and honesty, and owed his life to me.” 

There was reproof conveyed in these words, which to a nature 
like Emma Haredale’s, was well addressed. But Dolly, who was 
differently constituted, was by no means touched by it; and still 
conjured her, in all the terms of affection and attachment she could 
think of, not to be lured away. 

“Time presses,” said their visitor, who, although he sought to 
express the deepest interest, had something cold and even in his 
speech, that grated on the ear; “and danger surrounds us. If I 
have exposed myself to it, in vain, let it be so; but if you and he 
should ever meet again, do me justice. If you decide to remain 
(as I think you do), remember, Miss Haredale, that I left you, 
with a solemn caution, and acquitting myself of all the consequences 
to which you expose yourself.” 

“Stay, Sir!” cried Emma—“ one moment, I beg you. Cannot 
we ”—and she drew Dolly closer to her—‘“ cannot we go together?” 

“The task of conveying one female in safety through such 
scenes aS we must encounter, to say nothing of attracting the 
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attention of those who crowd the streets,’ he answered, ‘is 
enough, I have said that she will be restored to her friends to- 
night. If you accept the service I tender, Miss Haredale, she 
shall be instantly placed in safe conduct, and that promise redeemed. 
Do you decide to remain? People of all ranks and creeds are 
flying from the town, which is sacked from end to end. Let me 
be of use in some quarter. Do you stay, or go?” 

“Dolly,” said Emma, in a hurried manner, “my dear girl, this 


is our last hope. If we part now, it is only that we may meet 
again in happiness and honour. I will trust to this gentleman.” 

“No—no—no!” cried Dolly, clinging to her. ‘“ Pray, pray, 
do not!” 

“You hear,” said Emma, “ that to-night—only to-night—within 
a few hours—think of that !—you will be among those who would 
die of grief to lose you, and oh, are now plunged in the deepest 
misery for your sake. Pray for me, dear girl, as I will for you; 
and never forget the many quiet hours we have passed together. 
Say one ‘God bless you!’ Say that at parting, sister!” 

But Dolly could say nothing ; no, not when Emma kissed her 
cheek a hundred times, and covered it with tears, could she do more 
than hang upon her neck, and sob, and clasp, and hold her tight. 

“We have time for no more of this,” cried the man, unclenching 
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her hands, and throwing her roughly off, as he drew Emma Haredale 
towards the door: “Now! Quick, outside there! are you ready?” 

“Ay!” cried a loud voice, which made him start. ‘Quite 
ready! Stand back here, for your lives!” 

And in an instant he was felled like an ox in the butcher’s 
shambles—struck down as though a block of marble had fallen 
from the roof and crushed him—and cheerful light, and beaming 
faces came pouring in—and Emma was clasped in her uncle’s 
embrace ; and Dolly, with a shriek that pierced the air, fell into 
the arms of her father and mother, 

What fainting there was, what laughing, what crying, what sob- 
bing, what smiling, how much questioning, no answering, all talking 
together, all beside themselves with joy ; what kissing, congratulat- 
ing, embracing, shaking of hands; and falling into all these raptures, 
over and over and over again ; no language can describe. 

At length, and after a long time, the old locksmith went up 
and fairly hugged two strangers, who had stood apart and left 
them to themselves; and then they saw—whom? Yes, Edward 
Chester and Joseph Willet. 

“See here!” cried the locksmith. ‘‘See here! where would 
any of us have been without these two? Oh, Mr. Edward, Mr. 
Edward—oh, Joe, Joe, how light, and yet how full, you have made 
my old heart to-night!” 

“Tt was Mr. Edward that knocked him down, Sir,” said Joe: 
“T longed to do it, but I gave it up to him. Come, you brave and 

“honest gentleman! Get your senses together, for you haven’t long 
to lie here.” 

He had his foot upon the breast of their sham deliverer, in the 
absence of a spare arm; and gave him a gentle roll as he spoke. 
Gashford, for it was no other, crouching yet malignant, raised his 
scowling face, like sin subdued, and pleaded to be gently used. 

**T have access to all my lord’s papers, Mr. Haredale,” he said, 
in a submissive voice: Mr. Haredale keeping his back towards 
him, and not once looking round: “there are very important 
documents among them. ‘There are a great many in secret 
drawers, and distributed in various places, known only to my lord 
and me. I can give some very valuable information, and render 
important assistance to any inquiry, You will have to answer it, 
if I receive ill usage.” 

“Pah!” cried Joe, in deep disgust. “Get up, man; youre 
waited for, outside. Get up, do you hear?” 

Gashford slowly rose ; and picking up his hat, and looking with 
a baffled malevolence, yet with an air of despicable humility, all 
round the room, crawled out, 
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“And now, gentlemen,” said Joe, who seemed to be the 
spokesman of the party, for all the rest were silent ; “the sooner 
we get back to the Black Lion, the better, perhaps.” 

Mr. Haredale nodded assent; and drawing his niece’s arm 
through his, and taking one of her hands between his own, passed 
out straightway ; followed by the locksmith, Mrs. Varden, and 
Dolly—who would scarcely have presented a sufficient surface for 
all the hugs and caresses they bestowed upon her though she had 
been a dozen Dollys. Edward Chester and Joe followed. 

And did Dolly never once look behind—not once? Was there 
not one little fleeting glimpse of the dark eyelash, almost resting 
on her flushed cheek, and of the downcast sparkling eye it shaded ? 
Joe thought there was—and he is not likely to have been mis- 
taken ; for there were not many eyes like Dolly’s, that’s the truth. 

The outer room, through which they had to pass, was full of 
men; among them, Mr. Dennis in safe keeping; and there, had 
been since yesterday, lying in hiding behind a wooden screen 
which was now thrown down, Simon Tappertit, the recreant 
’prentice ; burnt and bruised, and with a gunshot wound in his 
body ; and his legs—his perfect legs, the pride and glory of his 
life, the comfort of his whole existence—crushed into shapeless 
ugliness, Wondering no longer at the moans they had heard, 
Dolly crept closer to her father, and shuddered at the sight ; 
but neither bruises, burns, nor gunshot wound, nor ail the 
torture of his shattered limbs, sent half so keen a pang to Simon’ S 
breast, as Dolly passing out, with Joe for her preserver. 

A coach was ready at the door, and Dolly found herself safe 
and whole inside, between her father and mother; with Emma 
Haredale and her uncle, quite real, sitting opposite. But there 
was: no Joe, no Edward; and they had said nothing. They had 
only bowed once, and kept at a distance. Dear heart! what a 
long way it was to the Black Lion. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-SECOND. 


THE Black Lion was so far off, and occupied such a length of 
time in the getting at, that notwithstanding the strong pre- 
sumptive evidence she had about her of the late events being real 
and of actual occurrence, Dolly could not divest herself of the 
belief that she must be in a dream which was lasting all night. 
Nor was she quite certain that she saw and heard with her 
own proper senses, even when the coach, in the fulness of time, 
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stopped at the Black Lion, and the host of that tavern approached 
in a gush of cheerful light to help them to dismount, and give 
them hearty welcome. 

There too, at the coach door, one on one side, one upon the 
other, were already Edward Chester and Joe Willet, who must 
have followed in another coach: and this was such a strange and 
unaccountable proceeding, that Dolly was the more inclined to 
favour the idea of her being fast asleep. But when Mr. Willet 
appeared—old John himself—so heavy-headed and obstinate, and 
with such a double chin as the liveliest imagination could never in 
its boldest flights have conjured up in all its vast proportions—then 
she stood corrected, and unwillingly admitted to herself that she 
was broad awake. 

And Joe had lost an arm—he—that well-made, handsome, 
gallant fellow! As Dolly glanced towards him, and thought of 
the pain he must have suffered, and the far-off places in which he 
had been wandering ; and wondered who had been his nurse, and 
hoped that whoever it was, she had been as kind and gentle and 
considerate as she would have been; the tears came rising to her 
bright eyes, one by one, little by little, until she could keep them 
back no longer, and so, before them all, wept bitterly. 

“We are all safe now, Dolly,” said her father, kindly. ‘We 
shall not be separated any more. Cheer up, my love, cheer up!” 

The locksmith’s wife knew better perhaps, than he, what ailed 
her daughter. But Mrs. Varden being quite an altered woman— 
for the riots had done that good—added her word to his, and 
comforted her with similar representations. 

“ Mayhap,” said Mr. Willet senior, looking round upon the 
company, ‘‘she’s hungry. That’s what it is, depend upon it—I 
am, myself.” 

The Black Lion, who, like old John, had been waiting supper 
past all reasonable and conscionable hours, hailed this as a philo- 
sophical discovery of the profoundest and most penetrating kind ; and 
the table being already spread, they sat down to supper straightway. 

The conversation was not of the liveliest nature, nor were the 
appetites of some among them very keen. But, in both these 
respects, old John more than atoned for any deficiency on the part 
of the rest, and very much distinguished himself. 

It was not in point of actual talkativeness that Mr. Willet 
shone so brilliantly, for he had none of his old cronies to “ tackle,” 
and was rather timorous of venturing on Joe ; having certain vague 
misgivings within him, that he was ready on the shortest notice, 
and on receipt of the slightest offence, to fell the Black Lion to 
the floor of his own parlour, and immediately withdraw to China 
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or some other remote and unknown region, there to dwell for ever- 
more, or at least until he had got rid of his remaining arm and 
both legs, and perhaps an eye or so, into the bargain. It was 
with a peculiar kind of pantomime that Mr. Willet filled up every 
pause ; and in this he was considered by the Black Lion, who had 
been his familiar for some years, quite to surpass and go beyond 
himself, and outrun the expectations of his most admiring friends. 

The subject that worked in Mr. Willet’s mind, and occasioned 
these demonstrations, was no other than his son’s bodily disfigure- 
ment, which he had never yet got himself thoroughly to believe, 
or comprehend. Shortly after their first meeting, he had been 
observed to wander, in a state of great perplexity, to the kitchen, 
and to direct his gaze towards the fire, as if in search of his usual 
adviser in all matters of doubt and difficulty. But there being no 
boiler at the Black Lion, and the rioters having so beaten and 
battered his own that it was quite unfit for further service, he 
wandered out again, in a perfect bog of uncertainty and mental 
confusion, and in that state took the strangest means of resolving 
his doubts: such as feeling the sleeve of his son’s great-coat as 
deeming it possible that his arm might be there; looking at his 
own arms and those of everybody else, as if to assure himself that 
two and not one was the usual allowance; sitting by the hour 
together in a brown study, as if he were endeavouring to recal 
Joe’s image in his younger days, and to remember whether he 
really had in those times one arm or a pair; and employing him- 
self in many other speculations of the same kind. 

Finding himself at this supper, surrounded by faces with which 
he had been so well acquainted in old times, Mr. Willet recurred 
to the subject with uncommon vigour; apparently resolved to 
understand it now or never. Sometimes, after every two or three 
mouthfuls, he laid down his knife and fork, and stared at his son 
with all: his might—particularly at his maimed side; then, he 
looked slowly round the table until he caught some person’s eye, 
when he shook his head with great solemnity, patted his shoulder, 
winked, or as one may say—for winking was a very slow process 
with him—went to sleep with one eye for a minute or two; and 
so, with another solemn shaking of his head, took up his knife and 
fork again, and went on eating. Sometimes he put his food into 
his mouth abstractedly, and, with all his faculties concentrated on 
Joe, gazed at him in a fit of stupefaction as he cut his meat with 
one hand, until he was recalled to himself by symptoms of choking 
on his own part, and was by that means restored to consciousness. 
At other times he resorted to such small devices as asking him for 
the salt, the pepper, the vinegar, the mustard—anything that was 
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on his maimed side—and watching him as he handed it. By 
dint of these experiments, he did at last so satisfy and convince 
himself, that, after a longer silence than he had yet maintained, 
he laid down his knife and fork on either side his plate, drank a 
long draught from a tankard beside him still keeping his eyes on 
Joe, and, leaning backward in his chair and fetching a long breath, 
said, as he looked all round the board : 

“Tt’s been took off!” 

“By George!” said the Black Lion, striking the table with 
his hand, “he’s got it!” 

“Yes, Sir,” said Mr. Willet, with the look of a man who felt 
that he had earned a compliment, and deserved it. ‘ That’s 
where it is. It’s been took off.” 

‘Tell him where it was done,” said the Black Lion to Joe. 

** At the defence of the Savannah, father.” 

“At the defence of the Salwanners,” repeated Mr. Willet, 
softly ; again looking round the table. 

“In America, where the war is,” said Joe. 

“In America where the war is,’ repeated Mr. Willet. ‘It 
was took off in the defence of the Salwanners in America where 
the war is.” Continuing to repeat these words to himself in a 
low tone of voice (the same information had been conveyed to him 
in the same terms, at least fifty times before), Mr. Willet arose 
from table; walked round to Joe; felt his empty sleeve all the 
way up, from the cuff, to where the stump of his arm remained ; 
shook his hand; lighted his pipe at the fire, took a long whiff, 
walked to the door; turned round once when he had reached it, 
wiped his left eye with the back of his forefinger, and said, in a 
faltering voice: “‘ My son’s arm—was took off—at the defence of 
the—Salwanners—in America—where the war is”—with which 
words he withdrew, and returned no more that night. 

Indeed, on various pretences, they all withdrew one after 
another, save Dolly, who was left sitting there alone. It was a 
great relief to be alone, and she was crying to her heart’s content, 
when she heard Joe’s voice at the end of the passage, bidding 
somebody good night. 

Good night! Then he was going elsewhere—to some distance, 
perhaps. To what kind of home could he be going, now that it 
was so late ! 

She heard him walk along the passage, and pass the door. 
But there was a hesitation in his footsteps. He turned back— 
Dolly’s heart beat high—he looked in. 

“Good night!”—he didn’t say Dolly, but there was comfort 
in his not saying Miss Varden. 
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“Good night!” sobbed Dolly. 

“T am sorry you take on so much, for what is past and gone,” 
said Joe kindly. ‘Don’t. I can’t bear to see you do it. Think 
of it no longer. You are safe and happy now.” 

Dolly cried the more, 

“You must have suffered very much within these few days— 
and yet youre not changed, unless it’s for the better. They said 
you were, but I don’t see it. You were—you were always very 
beautiful,” said Joe, ‘but you are more beautiful than ever, now. 
You are indeed. There can be no harm in my saying so, for you 
must know it. You are told so very often, I am sure.” 

As a general principle, Dolly did know it, and was told so, 
very often. But the coachmaker had turned out, years ago, to be 
a special donkey ; and whether she had been afraid of making 
similar discoveries in others, or had grown by dint of long custom 
to be careless of compliments generally, certain it is that although 
she cried so much, she was better pleased to be told so now, than 
ever she had been in all her life. 

‘JT shall bless your name,” sobbed the locksmith’s little daughter, 
“as long as I live. I shall never hear it spoken without feeling 
as if my heart would burst. I shall remember it in my prayers, 
every night and morning till I die!” 

“Will you?” said Joe, eagerly. ‘‘ Will youindeed? It makes 
me—well, it makes me very glad and proud to hear you say so.” 

Dolly still sobbed, and held her handkerchief to her eyes. Joe 
still stood, looking at her. 

“Your voice,” said Joe, “brings up old times so pleasantly, 
that, for the moment, I feel as if that night—there can be no 
harm in talking of that night now—had come back, and nothing 
had. happened in the mean time. I feel as if I hadn’t suffered 
any hardships, but had knocked down poor Tom Cobb only 
yesterday, and had come to see you with my bundle on my shoulder 
before running away.—You remember ?” 

Remember! But she said nothing. She raised her eyes for 
an instant, It was but a glance; a little, tearful, timid glance. 
It kept Joe silent though, for a long time. 

“Well!” he said stoutly, ‘it was to be otherwise, and was. 
T have been abroad, fighting all the summer and frozen up all the 
winter, ever since. I have come back as poor in purse as I went, 
and crippled for life besides. But, Dolly, I would rather have 
lost this other arm—ay, I would rather have lost my head—than 
have come back to find you dead, or anything but what I always 
pictured you to myself, and what I always hoped and wished 
to find you. Thank God for all!” 
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Oh how much, and how keenly, the little coquette of five years 
ago, felt now! She had found her heart at last. Never having 
known its worth till now, she had never known the worth of his. 
How priceless it appeared ! 

“T did hope once,” said Joe, in his homely way, ‘that I might 
come back a rich man, and marry you. But I was a boy then, 
and have long known better than that. I am a poor, maimed, 
discharged soldier, and must be content to rub through life as I 
can. I can’t say, even now, that I shall be glad to see you 
married, Dolly ; but I am glad—yes, I am, and glad to think I 
can say so—to know that you are admired and courted, and can 
pick and choose for a happy life. It’s a comfort to me to know 
that you'll talk to your husband about me; and I hope the time 
will come when I may be able to like him, and to shake hands 
with him, and to come and see you as a poor friend who knew 
you when you were a girl. God bless you!” 

His hand did tremble ; but for all that, he took it away again, 
and left her. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-THIRD. 


By this Friday night—for it was on Friday in the riot week, 
that Emma and Dolly were rescued, by the timely aid of Joe and 
Edward Chester—the disturbances were entirely quelled, and peace 
and order were restored to the affrighted city. True, after what 
had happened, it was impossible for any man to say how long this 
better state of things might last, or how suddenly new outrages, 
exceeding even those so lately witnessed, might burst forth and 
fill its streets with ruin and bloodshed ; for this reason, those who 
had fled from the recent tumults still kept at a distance, and many 
families, hitherto unable to procure the means of flight, now availed 
themselves of the calm, and withdrew into the country. The 
shops, too, from Tyburn to Whitechapel, were still shut; and 
very little business was transacted in any of the places of great, 
commercial resort. But, notwithstanding, and in spite of the 
melancholy forebodings of that numerous class of society who see 
with the greatest clearness into the darkest perspectives, the town 
remained profoundly quiet. The strong military force disposed in 
every advantageous quarter, and stationed at every commanding 
point, held the scattered fragments of the mob in check; the 
search after rioters was prosecuted with unrelenting vigour ; and 
if there were any among them so desperate and reckless as to be 
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inclined, after the terrible scenes they had beheld, to venture forth 
again, they were so daunted by these resolute measures, that they 
quickly shrank into their hiding-places, and had no thought but 
for their personal safety. 

In a word, the crowd was utterly routed. Upwards of two 
hundred had been shot dead in the streets. Two hundred and 
fifty more were lying, badly wounded, in the hospitals ; of whom 
seventy or eighty died within a short time afterwards. A hundred 
were already in custody, and more were taken every hour. How 
many perished in the conflagrations, or by their own excesses, is 
unknown ; but that numbers found a terrible grave in the hot 
ashes of the flames they had kindled, or crept into vaults and cellars 
to drink in secret or to nurse their sores, and never saw the light 
again, is certain. When the embers of the fires had been black 
and cold for many weeks, the labourers’ spades proved this beyond 
a doubt. 

Seventy-two private houses and four strong jails were destroyed 
in the four great days of these riots. The total loss of property, 
as estimated by the sufferers, was one hundred and fifty-five 
thousand pounds; at the lowest and least partial estimate of 
disinterested persons, it exceeded one hundred and twenty-five 
thousand pounds. For this immense loss, compensation was soon 
afterwards made out of the public purse, in pursuance of a vote of 
the House of Commons; the sum being levied on the various 
wards in the City, on the county, and the borough of Southwark. 
Both Lord Mansfield and Lord Saville, however, who had been 
great sufferers, refused to accept of any compensation whatever. 

The House of Commons, sitting on Tuesday with locked and 
guarded doors, had passed a resolution to the effect that, as soon 
as the tumults subsided, it would immediately proceed to consider 
the petitions presented from many of his Majesty’s Protestant 
subjects, and would take the same into its serious consideration. 
While this question was under debate, Mr. Herbert, one of the 
members present, indignantly rose and called upon the House to 
observe that Lord George Gordon was then sitting under the 
gallery with the blue cockade, the signal of rebellion, in his hat. 
He was not only obliged, by those who sat near, to take it out; 
but, offering to go into the street to pacify the mob with the 
somewhat indefinite assurance that the House was prepared to 
give them “the satisfaction they sought,” was actually held down 
in his seat by the combined force of several members. In short, 
the disorder and violence which reigned triumphant out of doors, 
penetrated into the senate, and there, as elsewhere, terror and 
alarm prevailed, and ordinary forms were for the time forgotten. 
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On the Thursday, both Houses had adjourned until the follow- 
ing Monday se’n-night, declaring it impossible to pursue their 
deliberations with the necessary gravity and freedom, while they 
were surrounded by armed troops. And now that the rioters 
were dispersed, the citizens were beset with a new fear; for, find- 
ing the public thoroughfares and all their usual places of resort 
filled with soldiers entrusted with the free use of fire and sword, 
they began to lend a greedy ear to the rumours which were afloat 
of martial law being declared, and to dismal stories of prisoners 
having been seen hanging on lamp-posts in Cheapside and Fleet 
Street. These terrors being promptly dispelled by a Proclamation 
declaring all the rioters in custody would be tried by a special 
commission in due course of law, a fresh alarm was engendered by 
its beg whispered abroad that French money had been found on 
some of the rioters, and that the disturbances had been fomented 
by foreign powers who sought to compass the overthrow and ruin 
of England. This report, which was strengthened by the diffusion 
of anonymous handbills, but which, if it had any foundation at 
all, probably owed its origin to the circumstance of some few coins 
which were not English money having been swept into the pockets 
of the insurgents with other miscellaneous booty, and afterwards 
discovered on the prisoners or the dead bodies,—caused a great 
sensation ; and men’s minds being in that excited state when they 
are most apt to catch at any shadow of apprehension, was bruited 
about with much industry. 

All remaining quiet, however, during the whole of this Friday, 
and on this Friday night, and no new discoveries being made, 
confidence began to be restored, and the most timid and despond- 
ing breathed again. In Southwark, no fewer than three thousand 
of the inhabitants formed themselves into a watch, and patrolled 
the streets every hour. Nor were the citizens slow to follow so 
good an example: and it being the manner of peaceful men to be 
very bold when the danger is over, they were abundantly fierce 
and daring ; not scrupling to question the stoutest passenger with 
great severity, and carrying it with a very high hand over all 
errand-boys, servant-girls, and ’prentices. 

As day deepened into evening, and darkness crept into the 
nooks and corners of the town as if it were mustering in secret 
and gathering strength to venture into the open ways, Barnaby 
sat in his dungeon, wondering at the silence, and listening in vain 
for the noise and outcry which had ushered in the night of late. 
Beside him, with his hand in hers, sat one in whose companionship 
he felt at peace and tranquil. She was worn, and altered; full of 
grief; and heavy-hearted ; but the same to him. 
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“Mother,” he said, after a long silence: “how long,—how 
many days and nights,—shall I be kept here?” 

“Not many, dear. I hope not many.” 

“You hope! Ay, but your hoping will not undo these chains. 
I hope, but they don’t mind that. Grip hopes, but who cares for 
Grip ?” 

The raven gave a short, dull, melancholy croak. It said 
“Nobody,” as plainly as a croak could speak. 

“Who cares for Grip, excepting you and me?” said Barnaby, 
smoothing the bird’s rumpled feathers with his hand. ‘“‘ He never 
speaks in this place; he never says a word in jail; he sits and 
mopes all day in this dark corner, dozing sometimes, and some- 
times looking at the light that creeps in through the bars, and 
shines in his bright eye as if a spark from those great fires had 
fallen into the room and was burning yet. But who cares for 
Grip ?” 

The raven croaked again—Nobody. 

“ And by the way,” said Barnaby, withdrawing his hand from 
the bird, and laying it upon his mother’s arm, as he looked eagerly 
in her face; “‘if they kill me—they may, I heard it said they 
would—what will become of Grip when I am dead ?” 

The sound of the word, or the current of his own thoughts, 
suggested to Grip his old phrase ‘‘ Never say die!” But he 
stopped short in the middle of it, drew a dismal cork, and sub- 
sided into a faint croak, as if he lacked the heart to get through 
the shortest sentence. 

“Will they take his life as well as mine?” said Barnaby. “I 
wish they would. If you and I and he could die together, there 
would be none to feel sorry, or to grieve for us. But do what 
they will, I don’t fear them, mother.” 

“They will not harm you,” she said, her tears choking her 
utterance. ‘They never will harm you when they know all. I 
am sure they never will.” 

“Oh! Don’t you be too sure of that,” cried Barnaby, with a 
strange pleasure in the belief that she was self-deceived, and in 
his own sagacity. ‘‘They have marked me, mother, from the 
first. I heard them say so to each other when they brought me 
to this place last night; and I believe them. Don’t you cry for 
me. They said that I was bold, and so I am, and so I will be. 
You may think that I am silly, but I can die as well as another. 
—TI have done no harm, have I?” he added quickly. 

“None before Heaven,” she answered. 

“Why then,” said Barnaby, “let them do their worst. You 
told me once—you—when I asked you what death meant, that it 
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was nothing to be feared, if we did no harm—Aha! mother, you 
thought I had forgotten that !” p 

His merry laugh and playful manner smote her to the heart. 
She drew him closer to her, and besought him to talk to her in 
whispers and to be very quiet, for it was getting dark, and their 
time was short, and she would soon have to leave him for the 
night. 

“You will come to-morrow ?” said Barnaby. 

Yes. And every day. And they would never part again. 

He joyfully replied that this was well, and what he wished, 
and what he had felt quite certain she would tell him: and then 
he asked her where she had been so long; and why she had not 
come to see him when he was a great soldier; and ran through 
the wild schemes he had had for their being rich and living 
prosperously ; and, with some faint notion in his mind that she 
was sad and he had made her so, tried to console and comfort her, 
and talked of their former life and his old sports and freedom: 
little dreaming that every word he uttered only increased her 
sorrow, and that her tears fell faster at the freshened recollection 
of their lost tranquillity. 

“Mother,” said Barnaby, as they heard the man approaching 
to close the cells for the night, ‘‘when I spoke to you just now 
about my father you cried ‘Hush!’ and turned away your head. 
Why did you do so? ‘Tell me why, in a word. You thought he 
was dead. You are not sorry that he is alive and has come back 
—tous. Whereis he? Here?” 

“Do not ask any one where he is, or speak about him,” she 
made answer. 

“Why not?” said Barnaby. ‘Because he is a stern man, 
and talks roughly? Well! I don’t like him, or want to be with 
him by myself; but why not speak about him ?” 

‘Because I am sorry that he is alive; sorry that he has come 
back ; and sorry that he and you have ever met. Because, dear 
Barnaby, the endeavour of my life has been to keep you two 
asunder.” 

‘Father and son asunder! Why?” 

“ He has,” she whispered in his ear, ‘he has shed blood. The 
time has come when you must know it. He has shed the blood 
of one who loved him well, and trusted him, and never did him 
wrong in word or deed.” 

Barnaby recoiled in horror, and glancing at his stained wrist 
for an instant, wrapped it, shuddering, in his dress. 

“But,” she added hastily as the key turned in the lock, “and 
although we shun him, he is your father, dearest, and I am his 
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wretched wife. They seek his life, and he will lose it. It must 
not be by our means ; nay, if we could win him back to penitence, 
we should be bound to love him yet. Do not seem to know hin, 
except as one who fled with you from the jail; and if they question 
you about him, do not answer them. God be with you through 
the night, dear boy! God be with you!” 

She tore herself away, and in a few seconds Barnaby was alone. 
He stood for a long time rooted to the spot, with his face hidden 
in his hands; then flung himself, sobbing, upon his miserable 
bed. 

But the moon came slowly up in all her gentle glory, and the 
stars looked out; and through the small compass of the grated 
window, as through the narrow crevice of one good deed in a 
murky life of guilt, the face of Heaven shone bright and merciful. 
He raised his head ; gazed upward at the quiet sky, which seemed 
to smile upon the earth in sadness, as if the night, more thoughtful 
than the day, looked down in sorrow on the sufferings and evil 
deeds of men ; and felt its peace sink deep into his heart. He, a 
poor idiot, caged in his narrow cell, was as much lifted up to God, 
while gazing on that mild light, as the freest and most favoured 
man in all the spacious city; and in his illremembered prayer, 
and in the fragment of the childish hymn, with which he sang 
and crooned himself asleep, there breathed as true a spirit as ever 
studied homily expressed, or old cathedral arches echoed. 

As his mother crossed a yard on her way out, she saw, through 
a grated door which separated it from another court, her husband, 
walking round and round, with his hands folded on his breast, and 
his head hung down. She asked the man who conducted her, if 
she might speak a word with this prisoner. Yes, but she must 
be quick, for he was locking up for the night, and there was but a 
minute or so to spare. Saying this, he unlocked the door, and 
bade her go in. 

It grated harshly as it turned upon its hinges, but he was deaf 
to the noise, and still walked round and round the little court, 
without raising his head or changing his attitude in the least. 
She spoke to him, but her voice was weak, and failed her. At 
length she put herself in his track, and when he came near, 
stretched out her hand and touched him. 

He started backward, trembling from head to foot ; but seeing 
who it was, demanded why she came there. Before she could 
reply, he spoke again. 

“Am I to live or die? Do you do murder too, or spare?” 

‘“‘My son—our son,” she answered, “is in this prison.” 

‘What is that to me?” he cried, stamping impatiently on the 
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stone pavement. ‘I know it. He can no more aid me than I 
can aid him. If you are come to talk of him, begone !” 

As he spoke he resumed his walk, and hurried round the court 
as before. When he came again to where she stood, he stopped, 
and said, 

“Am I to live or die? Do you repent?” 

“Oh !—do you?” she answered. ‘Will you, while time 
remains? Do not believe that I could save you, if I dared.” 

‘Say if you would,” he answered with an oath, as he tried to 
disengage himself and pass on. ‘Say if you would.” 

“Listen to me for one moment,” she returned; “for but a 
moment. J am but newly risen from a sick-bed, from which I 
never hoped to rise again. The best among us think at such a 
time of good intentions half-performed and duties left undone. If 
I have ever, since that fatal night, omitted to pray for your 
repentance before death—if I omitted, even then, anything which 
might tend to urge it on you when the horror of your crime was 
fresh—if, in our later meeting, I yielded to the dread that was 
upon me, and forgot to fall upon my knees and solemnly adjure 
you, in the name of him you sent to his account with Heaven, 
to prepare for the retribution which must come, and which is 
stealing on you now—I humbly before you, and in the agony of 
supplication in which you see me, beseech that you will let me 
make atonement. 

“What is the meaning of your canting words?” he answered 
roughly. ‘Speak so that I may understand you.” 

“J will,” she answered, ‘‘I desire to. Bear with me for a 
moment more. The hand of Him who set His curse on murder, 
is heavy on us now. Youcannot doubt it. Our son, our innocent 
boy, on whom His anger fell before his birth, is in this place in 
peril of his life—brought here by your guilt; yes, by that alone, 
as Heaven sees and knows, for he has been led astray in the dark- 
ness of his intellect, and that the terrible consequence of your 
crime.” 

“If you come, woman-like, to load me with reproaches—” he 
muttered, again endeavouring to break away. 

“__T do not. I have a different purpose. You must hear it. 
If not to-night, to-morrow ; if not to-morrow, at another time. 
You must hear it. Husband, escape is hopeless—impossible.” 

‘You tell me so, do you?” he said, raising his manacled hand, 
and shaking it. ‘ You!” 

“Ves,” she said, with indescribable earnestness. ‘‘ But why?” 

“To make me easy in this jail. To make the time ’twixt this 
and death, pass pleasantly. Haha! For my good—yes, for my 
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good, of course,” he said, grinding his teeth, and smiling at her 
with a livid face. 

“Not to load you with reproaches,” she replied; “not to 
aggravate the tortures and miseries of your condition ; not to give 
you one hard word; but to restore you to peace and hope. 
Husband, dear husband, if you will but confess this dreadful 
crime ; if you will but implore forgiveness of Heaven and of those 
whom you have wronged on earth; if you will dismiss these vain 
uneasy thoughts, which never can be realised, and will rely on 
Penitence and on the Truth; I promise you, in the great name of 
the Creator, whose image you have defaced, that He will comfort 
and console you. And for myself,” she cried, clasping her hands, 
and looking upward, “I swear before Him, as He knows my 
heart and reads it now, that from that hour I will love and cherish 
you as I did of old, and watch you night and day in the short 
interval that will remain to us, and soothe you with my truest 
love and duty, and pray, with you, that one threatening judgment 
may be arrested, and that our boy may be spared to bless God, in 
his poor way, in the free air and sunlight !” 

He fell back and gazed at her while she poured out these words, 
as though he were for a moment awed by her manner, and knew 
not what to do. But rage and fear soon got the mastery of him, 
and he spurned her from him. 

“Begone!” he cried. ‘‘ Leave me! You plot, do you! You 
plot to get speech with me, and let them know I am the man they 
say Tam. A curse on you and on your boy.” 

**On him the curse has already fallen,” she replied, wringing 
her hands, 

“Let it fall heavier. Let it fall on one and all. I hate ye 
both: The worst has come tome. The only comfort that I seek 
or I can have, will be the knowledge that it comes to you. 
Begone !” 

She would have urged him gently, even then, but he menaced 
her with his chain. 

“T say begone—I say it for the last time; and do not tempt 
me, ‘The gallows has me in its grasp, and it is a black phantom 
that may urge me on to something more, before it coils its arm 
about my throat. Begone! I curse the hour that I was born, 
the man I slew, and all the living world!” 

In a paroxysm of wrath, and terror, and the fear of death, he 
broke from her, and rushed into the darkness of his cell, where he 
cast himself jangling down upon the stone floor, and smote it with 
his ironed hands. The man returned to lock the dungeon door, 

and having done so, carried her away. 
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On that warm, balmy night in June, there were glad faces and 
light hearts in all quarters of the town; and sleep, banished by 
the late horrors, was doubly welcomed. On that night, families 
made merry in their houses, and greeted each other on the common 
danger they had escaped; and those who had been denounced, 
ventured into the streets; and they who had been plundered, got 
good shelter. Even the timorous Lord Mayor, who was summoned 
that night before the Privy Council to answer for his conduct, 
came back contented ; observing to all his friends that he had got 
off very well with a reprimand, and repeating with huge satisfac- 


tion his memorable defence before the Council, “that such was 
his temerity, he thought death would have been his portion.” 

On that night, too, more of the scattered remnants of the mob 
were traced to their lurking-places, and taken ; and in the hospitals, 
and deep among the ruins they had made, and in the ditches, and 
the fields, many unshrouded wretches lay dead: envied by those 
who had been active in the disturbances, and pillowed their 
doomed heads in the temporary jails. : 

And in the Tower, in a dreary room, whose thick stone walls 
shut out the hum of life, and made a stillness which the records 
left by former prisoners with those silent witnesses seemed to 
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deepen and intensify ; remorseful for every act that had been done 
by every man among the cruel crowd; feeling for the time their 
guilt his own, and their lives put in peril by himself; and finding, 
amidst such reflections, little comfort in fanaticism, or in his 
fancied call ; sat the unhappy author of all—Lord George Gordon, 

He had been made prisoner that evening. ‘‘If you are sure 
it’s me you want,” he said to the officer, who waited outside with 
the warrant for his arrest on a charge of high treason, ‘‘ I am ready 
to accompany you—” which he did without resistance. He was 
conducted first before the Privy Council, and afterwards to the 
Horse Guards, and then was taken by way of Westminster Bridge, 
and back over London Bridge (for the purpose of avoiding the 
main streets), to the Tower, under the strongest guard ever 
known to enter its gates with a single prisoner. 

Of all his forty thousand men, not one remained to bear him 
company, Friends, dependents, followers,—none were there. 
His fawning secretary had played the traitor ; and he whose weak- 
ness had been goaded and urged on by so many for their own 
purposes, was desolate and alone. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-FOURTH. 


Mr. Dennis, having been made prisoner late in the evening, 
was removed to a neighbouring round-house for that night, and 
carried before a justice for examination on the next day, Saturday. 
The charges against him being numerous and weighty, and it 
being in particular proved, by the testimony of Gabriel Varden, 
that, he had shown a special desire to take his life, he was 
committed for trial. Moreover he was honoured with the distine- 
tion of being considered a chief among the insurgents, and received 
from the magistrate’s lips the complimentary assurance that he 
was in a position of imminent danger, and would do well to 
prepare himself for the worst. 

To say that Mr. Dennis’s modesty was not somewhat startled 
by these honours, or that he was altogether prepared for so flatter- 
ing a reception, would be to claim for him a greater amount of 
stoical philosophy than even he possessed. Indeed this gentleman’s 
stoicism was of that not uncommon kind, which enables a man to 
bear with exemplary fortitude the afflictions of his friends, but 
renders him, by way of counterpoise, rather selfish and sensitive 
in respect of any that happen to befall himself. It is therefore no 
disparagement to the great officer in question to state, without 
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disguise or concealment, that he was at first very much alarmed, 
and that he betrayed divers emotions of fear, until his reasoning 
powers came to his relief, and set before him a more hopeful prospect. 

In proportion as Mr. Dennis exercised these intellectual 
qualities with which he was gifted, in reviewing his best chances 
of coming off handsomely and with small personal inconvenience, 
his spirits rose, and his confidence increased. When he remembered 
the great estimation in which his office was held, and the constant 
demand for his services; when he bethought himself, how the 
Statute Book regarded him as a kind of Universal Medicine 
applicable to men, women, and children, of every age and variety 
of criminal constitution ; and how high he stood, in his official 
capacity, In the favour of the Crown, and both Houses of Parlia- 
ment, the Mint, the Bank of England, and the Judges of the 
land ; when he recollected that whatever Ministry was in or out, 
he remained their peculiar pet and panacea, and that for his sake 
England stood single and conspicuous among the civilised nations 
of the earth: when he called these things to mind and dwelt 
upon them, he felt certain that the national gratitude must relieve 
him from the consequences of his late proceedings, and would 
certainly restore him to his old place in the happy social system. 

With these crumbs, or as one may say, with these whole 
loaves of comfort to regale upon, Mr. Dennis took his place among 
the escort that awaited him, and repaired to jail with a manly in- 
difference. Arriving at Newgate, where some of the ruined cells had 
been hastily fitted up for the safe keeping of rioters, he was warmly 
received by the turnkeys, as an unusual and interesting case, which 
agreeably relieved their monotonous duties. In this spirit, he was 
fettered with great care, and conveyed into the interior of the prison. 

“Brother,” cried the hangman, as, following an officer, he 
traversed under these novel circumstances the remains of passages 
with which he was well acquainted, ‘‘am I going to be along with 
anybody ?” 

“Tf you'd have left more walls standing, you’d have been alone,” 
was the reply. “As it is, we're cramped for room, and you'll 
have company.” 

** Well,” returned Dennis, ‘I don’t object to company, brother. 
I rather like company. I was formed for society, I was.” 

“That’s rather a pity, an’t it?” said the man. 

“No,” answered Dennis, ‘I’m not aware that it is. Why 
should it be a pity, brother?” 

“Oh! I don’t know,” said the man carelessly. ‘I thought 
that was what you meant. Being formed for society, and being 
cut off in your flower, you know—” 
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“T say,” interposed the other quickly, “what are you talking 
of? Don’t. Who's a going to be cut off in their flowers ?” 

“Qh, nobody particular. I thought you was, perhaps,” said 
the man. 

Mr. Dennis wiped his face, which had suddenly grown very 
hot, and remarking in a tremulous voice to his conductor that he 
had always been fond of his joke, followed him in silence until he 
stopped at a door. 

“This is my quarters, is it?” he asked facetiously. 

“This is the shop, Sir,” replied his friend. 

He was walking in, but not with the best possible grace, when 
he suddenly stopped, and started back. 

“ Halloa!” said the officer. ‘‘ You’re nervous.” 

“ Nervous!” whispered Dennis in great alarm. ‘ Well I may 
be. Shut the door.” 

‘J will, when you're in,” returned the man. 

“But I can’t go in there,” whispered Dennis. ‘I can’t be 
shut up with that man. Do you want me to be throttled, 
brother ?” 

The officer seemed to entertain no particular desire on the 
subject one way or other, but briefly remarking that he had his 
orders, and intended to obey them, pushed him in, turned the key, 
and retired. 

Dennis stood trembling with his back against the door, and 
involuntarily raising his arm to defend himself, stared at a man, 
the only other tenant of the cell, who lay, stretched at his full 
length, upon a stone bench, and who paused in his deep breathing 
as if he were about to wake. But he rolled over on one side, let 
his arm fall negligently down, drew a long sigh, and murmuring 
indistinctly, fell fast asleep again. 

Relieved in some degree by this, the hangman took his eyes for 
an instant from the slumbering figure, and glanced round the cell 
in search of some ’vantage-ground or weapon of defence. There 
was nothing moveable within it, but a clumsy table which could 
not be displaced without noise, and a heavy chair. Stealing on 
tiptoe towards this latter piece of furniture, he retired with it into 
the remotest corner, and intrenching himself behind it, watched 
the enemy with the utmost vigilance and caution. 

The sleeping man was Hugh; and perhaps it was not un- 
natural for Dennis to feel in a state of very uncomfortable suspense, 
and to wish with his whole soul that he might never wake again. 
Tired of standing, he crouched down in his corner after some time, 
and rested on the cold pavement; but although Hugh’s breathing 
still proclaimed that he was sleeping soundly, he could not trust 
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him out of his sight for an instant. He was so afraid of him, 
and of some sudden onslaught, that he was not content to see his 
closed eyes through the chair-back, but every now and then, rose 
stealthily to his feet, and peered at him with outstretched neck, 
to assure himself that he really was still asleep, and was not about 
to spring upon him when he was off his guard. 

He slept so long and so soundly, that Mr. Dennis began to 
think he might sleep on until the turnkey visited them. He was 
congratulating himself upon these promising appearances, and 
blessing his stars with much fervour, when one or two unpleasant 
symptoms manifested themselves: such as another motion of the 


arm, another sigh, a restless tossing of the head. Then, just as it 
seemed that he was about to fall heavily to the ground from his 
narrow bed, Hugh’s eyes opened. 

It happened that his face was turned directly towards his 
unexpected visitor. He looked lazily at him for some half-dozen 
seconds without any aspect of surprise or recognition; then 
suddenly jumped up, and with a great oath pronounced his name. 

“ Keep off, brother, keep off!” cried Dennis, dodging behind 
the chair. ‘Don’t do me a mischief. I’m a prisoner like you. 
I haven’t the free use of my limbs, I’m quite an old man, 
Don’t hurt me!” 

He whined out the last three words in such piteous accents, 
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that Hughy-who had dragged away the chair, and aimed a blow at 
him with it, checked himself, and bade him get up. 

“Tl get up certainly, brother,” cried Dennis, anxious to 
propitiate him by any means in his power. “Tl comply with 
any request of yours, I’m sure. There—I’m up now. What can 
I do for you? Only say the word, and I’ll do it.” 

“What can you do for me!” cried Hugh, clutching him by the 
collar with both hands, and shaking him as though he were bent 
on stopping his breath by that means. ‘‘ What have you done for 
me?” 

“The best. The best that could be done,” returned the hang- 
man. 

Hugh made him no answer, but shaking him in his strong grip 
until his teeth chattered in his head, cast him down upon the floor, 
and flung himself on the bench again. 

“Tf it wasn’t for the comfort it is to me, to see you here,” he 
muttered, ‘“‘I’d have crushed your head against it ; I would.” 

It was some time before Dennis had breath enough to speak, 
but as soon as he could resume his propitiatory strain, he did so. 

“T did the best that could be done, brother,” he whined ; “I 
did indeed. I was forced with two bayonets and I don’t know 
how many bullets on each side of me, to point you out. If you 
hadn’t been taken, you’d have been shot; and what a sight that 
would have been—a fine young man like you!” 

“ Will it be a better sight now?” asked Hugh, raising his head, 
with such a fierce expression, that the other durst not answer him 
just then. 

“A deal better,” said Dennis meekly, after a pause. “First, 
there’s all the chances of the law, and they’re five hundred strong. 
We may get off scot-free. Unlikelier things than that have come 
to pass. Even if we shouldn’t, and the chances fail, we can but 
be worked off once: and when it’s well done, it’s so neat, so 
skilful, so captiwating, if that don’t seem too strong a word, that 
you'd hardly believe it could be brought to sich perfection. Kill 
one’s fellow-creeturs off, with muskets !—Pah!” and his nature so 
revolted at the bare idea, that he spat upon the dungeon pavement. 

His warming on this topic, which to one unacquainted with 
his pursuits and tastes appeared like courage; together with his 
artful suppression of his own secret hopes, and mention of himself 
as being in the same condition with Hugh; did more to soothe 
that ruffian than the most elaborate arguments could have done, 
or the most abject submission. He rested his arms upon his knees, 
and stooping forward, looked from beneath his shaggy hair at 
Dennis, with something of a smile upon his face. 
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“The fact is, brother,” said the hangman, in a tone of greater 
confidence, “that you got into bad company. The man that was 
with you was looked after more than you, and it was him I wanted. 
As to me, what have I got by it? Here we are, in one and the 
same plight.” 

“ Lookee, rascal,” said Hugh, contracting his brows, “I’m not 
altogether such a shallow blade but I know you expected to get 
something by it, or you wouldn’t have done it. But it’s done, and 
youre here, and it will soon be all over with you and me; and 
Td as soon die as live, or live as die. Why should I trouble my- 
self to have revenge on you? To eat, and drink, and go to sleep, 
as long as I stay here, is all I care for. If there was but a little 
more sun to bask in, than can find its way into this cursed place, 
Id lie in it all day, and not trouble myself to sit or stand up once. 
That’s all the care I have for myself. Why should I care for you ?” 

Finishing this speech with a growl like the yawn of a wild 
beast, he stretched himself upon the bench again, and closed his 
eyes once more. 

After looking at him in silence for some moments, Dennis, who 
was greatly relieved to find him in this mood, drew the chair 
towards his rough couch and sat down near him—taking the 
precaution, however, to keep out of the range of his brawny arm. 

“Well said, brother ; nothing could be better said,” he ventured 
to observe. ‘ We'll eat and drink of the best, and sleep our best, 
and make the best of it every way. Anything can be got for 
money. Let’s spend it merrily.” 

“ Ay,” said Hugh, coiling himself into a new position.—‘ Where 
is it?” 

“Why, they took mine from me at the lodge,” said Mr. Dennis; 
“but mine’s a peculiar case.” 

“Ts it? They took mine too.” 

“Why then, I tell you what, brother,” Dennis began. ‘You 
must look up your friends—” 

“My friends!” cried Hugh, starting up and resting on his 
hands. ‘‘ Where are my friends?” 

“Your relations then,” said Dennis. 

“Ha ha ha!” laughed Hugh, waving one arm above his head, 
‘He talks of friends to me—talks of relations to a man whose 
mother died the death in store for her son, and left him, a hungry 
brat, without a face he knew in all the world! He talks of this 
to me!” 

“Brother,” cried the hangman, whose features underwent a 
sudden change, ‘‘ you don’t mean to say—” 

“T mean to say,” Hugh interposed, “that they hung her up 
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at Tybur What was good enough for her, is good enough for 
me. Let them do the like by me as soon as they please—the 
sooner the better. Say no more tome. I’m going to sleep.” 

“‘But I want to speak to you; I want to hear more about that,” 
said Dennis, changing colour. 

“If yowre a wise man,” growled Hugh, raising his head to 
look at him with a savage frown, “you'll hold your tongue. I 
tell you I’m going to sleep.” 

Dennis venturing to say something more in spite of this caution, 
the desperate fellow struck at him with all his force ; and missing 
him, lay down again with many muttered oaths and imprecations, 
and turned his face towards the wall. After two or three in- 
effectual twitches at his dress, which he was hardy enough to 
venture upon, notwithstanding his dangerous humour, Mr. Dennis, 
who burnt, for reasons of his own, to pursue the conversation, had 
no alternative but to sit as patiently as he could: waiting his 
further pleasure. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-FIFTH. 


A montH has elapsed,—and we stand in the bed-chamber of 
Sir John Chester. Through the half-opened window, the Temple 
Garden looks green and pleasant; the placid river, gay with boat 
and barge, and dimpled with the plash of many an oar, sparkles 
in the distance; the sky is blue and clear; and the summer air 
steals gently in, filling the room with perfume. The very town, 
the smoky town, is radiant. High roofs and steeple tops, wont 
to look black and sullen, smile a cheerful grey ; every old gilded 
vane, and ball, and cross, glitters anew in the bright morning sun ; 
and, high among them all, St. Paul’s towers up, showing its lofty 
crest in burnished gold. 

Sir John was breakfasting in bed. His chocolate and toast 
stood upon a little table at his elbow ; books and newspapers lay 
ready to his hand, upon the coverlet; and, sometimes pausing to 
glance with an air of tranquil satisfaction round the well-ordered 
room, and sometimes to gaze indolently at the summer sky, he ate, 
and drank, and read the news, luxuriously. 

The cheerful influence es morning seemed to have some 
effect, even upon his equable temper. His manner was unusually 
gay ; his smile more placid and agreeable than usual; his voice 
more clear and pleasant. He laid down the newspaper he had 
been reading ; leaned back upon his pillow with the air of one 
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who resigned himself to a train of charming recolléstions ; and 
after a pause, soliloquized as follows : 

“And my friend the centaur, goes the way of his mamma! 
I am not surprised. And his mysterious friend Mr. Dennis, like- 
wise! I am not surprised. And my old postman, the exceedingly 
free-and-easy young madman of Chigwell! I am quite rejoiced. 
It’s the very best thing that could possibly happen to him.” 

After delivering himself of these remarks, he fell again into his 
smiling train of reflection; from which he roused himself at length to 
finish his chocolate, which was getting cold, and ring the bell for more. 

The new supply arriving, he took the cup from his servant’s 
hand ; and saying, with a charming affability, “I am obliged to 
you, Peak,” dismissed him, 

“Tt is a remarkable circumstance,” he said, dallying lazily with 
the teaspoon, “that my friend the madman should have been 
within an ace of escaping, on his trial; and it was a good stroke 
of chance (or, as the world would say, a providential occurrence) 
that the brother of my Lord Mayor should have been in court, 
with other country justices, into whose very dense heads curiosity 
had penetrated. For though the brother of my Lord Mayor was 
decidedly wrong; and established his near relationship to that 
amusing person beyond all doubt, in stating that my friend was 
sane, and had, to his knowledge, wandered about the country 
with a vagabond parent, avowing revolutionary and rebellious 
sentiments ; I am not the less obliged to him for volunteering 
that evidence. These insane creatures make such very odd and 
embarrassing remarks, that they really ought to be hanged for the 
comfort of society.” 

The country justice had indeed turned the wavering scale 
against poor Barnaby, and solved the doubt that trembled in 
his favour. Grip little thought how much he had to answer for. 

“They will be a singular party,” said Sir John, leaning his 
head upon his hand, and sipping his chocolate ; “a very curious 
party. The hangman himself; the centaur; and the madman. 
The centaur would make a very handsome preparation in Surgeons’ 
Hall, and would benefit science extremely. I hope they have 
taken care to bespeak him.—Peak, I am not at home, of course, 
to anybody but the hairdresser.” 

This reminder to his servant was called forth by a knock at the 
door, which the man hastened to open. After a prolonged murmur 
of question and answer, he returned ; and as he cautiously closed the 
room-door behind him, a man was heard to cough in the passage, 

‘Now, it is of no use, Peak,” said Sir J ohn, raising his hand 
in deprecation of his delivering any message ; ‘‘I am not at home. 

2N 
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I cannot Hossibly hear you. I told you I was not at home, and 
my word is sacred. Will you never do as you are desired ?” 

Having nothing to oppose to this reproof, the man was about 
to withdraw, when the visitor who had given occasion to it, pro- 
bably rendered impatient by delay, knocked with his knuckles at 
the chamber-door, and called out that he had urgent business with 
Sir John Chester, which admitted of no delay. 

“Tet him in,” said Sir John. ‘‘ My good fellow,” he added, 
when the door was opened, ‘‘ how came you to intrude yourself in 
this extraordinary manner upon the privacy of a gentleman? How 
can you be so wholly destitute of self-respect as to be guilty of 
such remarkable ill-breeding ?” 

“ My business, Sir John, is not of a common kind, I do assure 
you,” returned the person he addressed. “If I have taken any 
uncommon course to get admission to you, I hope I shall be 
pardoned on that account.” 

“Well! we shall see ; we shall see ;” returned Sir John, whose 
face cleared up when he saw who it was, and whose prepossessing 
smile was now restored. “I am sure we have met before,” he 
added in his winning tone, ‘‘ but really I forget your name.” 

“My name is Gabriel Varden, Sir.” 

“Varden, of course, Varden,” returned Sir John, tapping his 
forehead. ‘‘ Dear me, how very defective my memory becomes ! 
Varden to be sure—Mr. Varden the locksmith. You have a 
charming wife, Mr. Varden, and a most beautiful daughter. They 
are well?” 

Gabriel thanked him, and said they were. 

“‘T rejoice to hear it,” said Sir John. ‘‘Commend me to them 
when you return, and say that I wished I were fortunate enough 
to convey, myself, the salute which I entrust you to deliver. And 
what,” he asked very sweetly, after a moment’s pause, ‘can I do 
for you? You may command me freely.” 

“T thank you, Sir John,” said Gabriel, with some pride in his 
manner, “but I have come to ask no favour of you, though I come 
on business. —Private,” he added, with a glance at the man who 
stood looking on, “and very pressing business.” 

“T cannot say you are the more welcome for being independent, 
and having nothing to ask of me,” returned Sir John, graciously, 
“for I should have been happy to render you a service ; still, you 
are welcome on any terms. Oblige me with some more chocolate, 
Peak—and don’t wait.” 

The man retired, and left them alone. 

“Sir John,” said Gabriel, “I am a working-man, and have 
been, all my life. If I don’t prepare you enough for what I have 
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to tell; if I come to the point too abruptly ; and give you a shock, 
which a gentleman could have spared you, or at all events lessened 
very much, I hope you will give me credit for meaning well. I 
wish to be careful and considerate, and I trust that in a straight- 
forward person like me, you'll take the will for the deed.” 

“Mr. Varden,” returned the other, perfectly composed under 
this exordium ; “I beg you'll take a chair. Chocolate, perhaps, 
you don’t relish? Well! it zs an acquired taste, no doubt.” 

“Sir John,” said Gabriel, who had’ acknowledged with a bow 
the invitation to be seated, but had not availed himself of it ee Sir 


John ”—he dropped his voice and drew nearer to the bed—“T am 
just now come from Newgate—” Viti 

“ Good Gad!” cried Sir John, hastily sitting up in bed ; “ from 
Newgate, Mr. Varden! How could you be so very imprudent as 
to come from Newgate! Newgate, where there are jail-fevers, and 
ragged people, and bare-footed men and women, and a thousand 
horrors! Peak, bring the camphor, quick! Heaven and earth, 
Mr. Varden, my dear, good soul, how could you come from 

ate 4” 

ie cabal returned no answer, but looked on in silence while Peak 
(who had entered opportunely with the hot chocolate) ran to a 
drawer, and returning with a bottle, sprinkled his master’s dress- 
ing-gown and the bedding ; and besides moistening the locksmith 
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himself, plentifully, described a circle round about him on the 
carpet. When he had done this, he again retired ; and Sir John, 
reclining in an easy attitude upon his pillow, once more turned a 
smiling face towards his visitor. 

“You will forgive me, Mr. Varden, I am sure, for being at 
first a little sensitive both on your account and my own. I con- 
fess I was startled, notwithstanding your delicate preparation. 
Might I ask you to do me the favour not to approach any nearer ? 
—You have really come from Newgate !” 

The locksmith inclined his head. 

“Tn-deed! And now, Mr. Varden, all exaggeration and 
embellishment apart,” said Sir John Chester, confidentially, as he 
sipped his chocolate, ‘‘ what kind of place 7s Newgate ?” 

‘A strange place, Sir John,” returned the locksmith, “of a 
sad and doleful kind. A strange place, where many strange 
things are heard and seen; but few more strange than that I 
come to tell you of. The case is urgent. I am sent here.” 

“* Not—no, no—not from the jail?” 

“Yes, Sir John; from the jail.” 

“And my good, credulous, open-hearted friend,” said Sir John, 
setting down his cup, and laughing,—‘“‘ by whom 2?” 

“By a man called Dennis—for many years the hangman, and 
to-morrow morning the hanged,” returned the locksmith. 

Sir John had expected—had been quite certain from the first— 
that he would say he had come from Hugh, and was prepared to 
meet him on that point. But this answer occasioned him a degree 
of astonishment, which for the moment he could not, with all his 
command of feature, prevent his face from expressing. He quickly 
subdued it, however, and said in the same light tone : 

‘And what does the gentleman require of me? My memory 
may be at fault again, but I don’t recollect that I ever had the 
pleasure of an introduction to him, or that I ever numbered him 
among my personal friends, I do assure you, Mr. Varden.” 

“Sir John,” returned the locksmith, gravely, “I will tell you, 
as nearly as I can, in the words he used to me, what he desires 
that you should know, and what you ought to know without a 
moment’s loss of time.” 

Sir John Chester settled himself in a position of greater repose, 
and looked at his visitor with an expression of face which seemed 
to say, “ This is an amusing fellow! Tl hear him out.” 

“You may have seen in the newspapers, Sir,” said Gabriel, 
pointing to the one which lay by his side, “that I was a witness 
against this man upon his trial some days since; and that it was 
not his fault I was alive, and able to speak to what I knew.” 
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“May have seen!” cried Sir John. ‘My dear Mr. Varden, 
you are quite a public character, and live in all men’s thoughts 
most deservedly. Nothing can exceed the interest with which I 
read your testimony, and remembered that I had the pleasure of a 
slight acquaintance with you.—I hope we shall have your portrait 
published ?” 

“This morning, Sir,” said the locksmith, taking no notice of 
these compliments, ‘early this morning, a message was brought 
to me from Newgate, at this man’s request, desiring that I would 
go and see him, for he had something particular to communicate. 
I needn’t tell you that he is no friend of mine, and that I had 
never seen him, until the rioters beset my house.” 

Sir John fanned himself gently with the newspaper, and npdded: 

““T knew, however, from the general report,” resumed Gabriel, 
“that the order for his execution to-morrow, went down to the 
prison last night; and looking upon him as a dying man, I 
complied with his request.” 

“You are quite a Christian, Mr. Varden,” said Sir John; 
“and in that amiable capacity, you increase my desire that you 
should take a chair.” 

“ He said,” continued Gabriel, looking steadily at the knight, 
“that he had sent to me, because he had no friend or companion 
in the whole world (being the common hangman), and because he 
believed, from the way in which I had given my evidence, that I 
was an honest man, and would act truly by him. He said that, 
being shunned by every one who knew his calling, even by people 
of the lowest and most wretched grade; and finding, when he 
joined the rioters, that the men he acted with had no suspicion of 
it (which I believe is true enough, for a poor fool of an old 
’prentice of mine was one of them) ; he had kept his own counsel, 
up to the time of his being taken and put in jail.” 

“Very discreet of Mr. Dennis,” observed Sir John with a 
slight yawn, though still with the utmost affability, 
for your admirable and lucid manner of telling it, which is perfect 
—not very interesting to me.” 

“When,” pursued the locksmith, quite unabashed and wholly 
regardless of these interruptions, ‘when he was taken to the jail, 
he found that his fellow-prisoner, in the same room, was a young 
man, Hugh by name, a leader in the riots, who had been betrayed 
and given up by himself. From something which fell from this 
unhappy creature in the course of the angry words they had at 
meeting, he discovered that his mother had suffered the death to 
which ‘they both are now condemned.—The time is very short, 
Sir John.” 
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The knight laid down his paper fan, replaced his cup upon the 
table at his side, and, saving for the smile that lurked about his 
mouth, looked at the locksmith with as much steadiness as the 
locksmith looked at him. 

“They have been in prison now, a month. One conversation 
led to many more; and the hangman soon found, from a com- 
parison of time, and place, and dates, that he had executed the 
sentence of the law upon this woman, himself. She had been 
tempted by want—as so many people are—into the easy crime of 
passing forged notes. She was young and handsome; and the 
traders who employ men, women, and children in this traffic, 
looked upon her as one who was well adapted for their business, 
and who would probably go on without suspicion for a long time. 
But they were mistaken ; for she was stopped in the commission 
of her very first offence, and died for it. She was of gipsy blood, 
Sir John—” 

It might have been the effect of a passing cloud which obscured 
the sun, and cast a shadow on his face; but the knight turned 
deadly pale. Still he met the locksmith’s eye, as before. 

‘She was of gipsy blood, Sir John,” repeated Gabriel, ‘and had 
a high, free spirit. This, and her good looks, and her lofty 
manner, interested some gentlemen who were easily moved by 
dark eyes ; and efforts were made to save her. They might have 
been successful, if she would have given them any clue to her 
history. But she never would, or did. There was reason to 
suspect that she would make an attempt upon her life. A watch 
was set upon her night and day; and from that time she never 
spoke again—” 

Sir John stretched out his hand towards his cup. The lock- 
smith going on, arrested it half-way. 

—‘Until she had but a minute to live. Then she broke 
silence, and said, in a low firm voice which no one heard but this 
executioner, for all other living creatures had retired and left her 
to her fate, ‘If I had a dagger within these fingers and he was 
within my reach, I would strike him dead before me, even now !’ 
The man asked ‘Who?’ She said, The father of her boy.” 

Sir John drew back his outstretched hand, and seeing that the 
locksmith paused, signed to him with easy politeness and without 
any new appearance of emotion, to proceed. 

“Tt was the first word she had ever spoken, from which it 
could be understood that she had any relative on earth. ‘Was 
the child alive?’ he asked. ‘Yes.’ He asked her where it was, 
its name, and whether she had any wish respecting it. She had 
but one, she said. It was that the boy might live and grow, in 
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utter ignorance of his father, so that no arts might teach him to 
be gentle and forgiving. When he became a man she trusted to 
the God of their tribe to bring the father and the son together, 
and revenge her through her child. He asked her other questions, 
but she spoke no more. Indeed, he says she scarcely said this 
much to him, but stood with her face turned upwards to the sky, 
and never looked towards him once.” 

Sir John took a pinch of snuff; glanced approvingly at an 
elegant little sketch, entitled ‘‘ Nature,” on the wall; and raising 
his eyes to the locksmith’s face again, said, with an air of courtesy 
and patronage, ‘‘ You were observing, Mr. Varden—” 

“That she never,” returned the locksmith, who was not to be 
diverted by any artifice from his firm manner, and his steady gaze, 
“that she never looked towards him once, Sir John; and so she 
died, and he forgot her. But, some years afterwards, a man was 
sentenced to die the same death, who was a gipsy too; a sunburnt, 
swarthy fellow, almost a wild man; and while he lay in prison, 
under sentence, he, who had seen the hangman more than once 
while he was free, cut an image of him on his stick, by way of 
braving death, and showing those who attended on him, how 
little he cared or thought about it. He gave this stick into his 
hands at Tyburn, and told him then, that the woman I have 
spoken of had left her own people to join a fine gentleman, and 
that, being deserted by him, and cast off by her old friends, she 
had sworn within her own proud breast, that whatever her misery 
might be, she would ask no help of any human being. He told 
him that she had kept her word to the last; and that, meeting 
even him in the streets—he had been fond of her once, it seems— 
she had slipped from him by a trick, and he never saw her again, 
until, being in one of the frequent crowds at Tyburn, with some 
of his rough companions, he had been driven almost mad by seeing, 
in the criminal under another name, whose death he had come to 
witness, herself. Standing in the same place in which she had 
stood, he told the hangman this, and told him, too, her real 
name, which only her own people and the gentleman for whose 
sake she had left them, knew.—That name he will tell again, Sir 
John, to none but you.” 

“To none but me!” exclaimed the knight, pausing in the act 
of raising his cup to his lips with a perfectly steady hand, and 
curling up his little finger for the better display of a brilliant ring 
with which it was ornamented: “but me !—My dear Mr. Varden, 
how very preposterous, to select me for his confidence! With you 
at his elbow, too, who are so perfectly trustworthy !” 

“Sir John, Sir John,” returned the locksmith, ‘‘at twelve 
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to-morrow, these men die. Hear the few words I have to add, 
and do not hope to deceive me; for though I am a plain man of 
humble station, and you are a gentleman of rank and learning, the 
truth raises me to your level, and by its power I kNow that you 
anticipate the disclosure with which I am about to end, and that 
you believe this doomed man, Hugh, to be your son.” 

“Nay,” said Sir John, bantering him with a gay air; “the 
wild gentleman, who died so suddenly, scarcely went as far as 
that, I think?” 

“He did not,” returned the locksmith, ‘for she had bound 
him by some pledge, known only to these people, and which the 
worst among them respect, not to tell your name: but, in a 
fantastic pattern on the stick, he had carved some letters, and 
when the hangman asked it, he bade him, especially if he should 
ever meet with her son in after life, remember that place well.” 

“ What place?” 

“ Chester.” 

The knight finished his cup of chocolate with an appearance of 
infinite relish, and carefully wiped his lips upon his handkerchief. 

“Sir John,” said the locksmith, ‘‘ that is all that has been told 
to me; but since these two men have been left for death, they 
have conferred together closely. See them, and hear what they 
can add. See this Dennis, and learn from him what he has not 
trusted to me. If you, who hold the clue to all, want corrobora- 
tion (which you do not), the means are easy.” 

“And to what,” said Sir John Chester, rising on his elbow, 
after smoothing the pillow for its reception; “my dear, good- 
natured, estimable Mr. Varden—with whom I cannot be angry if 
I would—to what does all this tend ?” 

“I take you for a man, Sir John, and I suppose to some 
pleading of natural affection in your breast,” returned the lock- 
smith. ‘I suppose to the straining of every nerve, and the 
exertion of all the influence you have, or can make, in behalf of 
your miserable son, and the man who has disclosed his existence 
to you. At the worst, I suppose to your seeing your son, and 
awakening him to a sense of his crime and danger. He has no 
such sense now. Think what his life must have been, when he 
said in my hearing, that if I moved you to anything, it would be 
to hastening his death, and ensuring his silence, if you had it in 
your power !” 

“And have you, my good Mr. Varden,” said Sir John in a tone 
of mild reproof, ‘have you really lived to your present age, and 
remained so very simple and credulous, as to approach a gentle- 
man of established character with such credentials as these, from 
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desperate men in their last extremity, catching at any straw ? 
Oh dear! Oh fie, fie!” 

The locksmith was going to interpose, but he stopped him : 

“On any other subject, Mr. Varden, I shall be delighted—I 
shall be charmed—to converse with you, but I owe it to my own 
character not to pursue this topic for another moment.” 

“Think better of it, Sir, when I am gone,” returned the 
locksmith ; “think better of it, Sir. Although you have, thrice 
within as many weeks, turned your lawful son, Mr. Edward, 
from your door; you may have time, you may have years to make 
your peace with-Azm, Sir John: but that twelve o’clock will soon 
be here, and soon be past for ever.” 

“T thank you very much,” returned the knight, kissing his 
delicate hand to the locksmith, ‘for your guileless advice ; and I 
only wish, my good soul, although your simplicity is quite 
captivating, that you had a little more worldly wisdom. I never 
so much regretted the arrival of my hairdresser as I do at this 
moment. God bless you! Good morning! You'll not forget my 
message to the ladies, Mr. Varden? Peak, show Mr. Varden to 
the door.” 

Gabriel said no more, but gave the knight a parting look, and 
left him. As he quitted the room, Sir John’s face changed ; and 
the smile gave place to a haggard and anxious expression, like that 
of a weary actor jaded by the performance of a difficult part. He 
rose from his bed with a heavy sigh, and wrapped himself in his 
morning-gown. 

‘So she kept her word,” he said, ‘‘and was constant to her 
threat! I would I had never seen that dark face of hers,—I 
might have read these consequences in it, from the first. This 
affair would make a noise abroad, if it rested on better evidence ; 
but as it is, and by not joining the scattered links of the chain, I 
can afford to slight it.—Extremely distressing to be the parent of 
such an uncouth creature! Still, I gave him very good advice: 
I told him he would certainly be hanged: I could have done no 
more if I had known of our relationship; and there are a great 
many fathers who have never done as much for their natural 
children.—The hairdresser may come in, Peak!” 

The hairdresser came in; and saw in Sir John Chester (whose 
accommodating conscience was soon quieted by the numerous 
precedents that occurred to him in support of his last observation), 
the same imperturbable, fascinating, elegant gentleman he had 
seen yesterday, and many yesterdays before. 
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-SIXTH. 


As the locksmith walked slowly away from Sir John Chester's 
chambers, he lingered under the trees which shaded the path, 
almost hoping that he might be summoned to return. He had 
turned back thrice, and still loitered at the corner, when the clock 
struck twelve. 

It was a solemn sound, and not merely for its reference to 
to-morrow ; for he knew that in that chime the murderer’s knell 
was rung. He had seen him pass along the crowded street, 
amidst the execrations of the throng: had marked his quivering 
lip, and trembling limbs ; the ashy hue upon his face, his clammy 
brow, the wild distraction of his eye—the fear of death that 
swallowed up all other thoughts, and gnawed without cessation at 
his heart and brain. He had marked the wandering look, seeking 
for hope, and finding, turn where it would, despair. He had 
seen the remorseful, pitiful, desolate creature, riding, with his coffin 
by his side, to the gibbet. He knew that to the last he had been 
an unyielding, obdurate man; that in the savage terror of his 
condition he had hardened, rather than relented, to his wife and 
child; and that the last words which had passed his white lips 
were curses on them as his foes. 

Mr. Haredale had determined to be there, and see it done. 
Nothing but the evidence of his own senses could satisfy that 
gloomy thirst for retribution which had been gathering upon him 
for so many years. The locksmith knew this, and when the 
chimes had ceased to vibrate, hurried away to meet him. 

“ For these two men,” he said, as he went, “I can do no more. 
Heaven have merey on them !—Alas! I say I can do no more for 
them, but whom can I help? Mary Rudge will have a home, and 
a firm friend when she most wants one; but Barnaby—poor 
Barnaby—willing Barnaby—what aid can I render him? There 
are many, many men of sense, God forgive me,” cried the honest 
locksmith, stopping in a narrow court to pass his hand across his 
eyes, “I could better afford to lose than Barnaby. We have 
always been good friends, but I never knew, till now, how much I 
loved the lad.” 

There were not many in the great city who thought of Barnaby 
that day, otherwise than as an actor in a show which was to take 
place to-morrow. But if the whole population had had him in 
their minds, and had wished his life to be spared, not one among 
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them could have done so with a purer zeal or greater singleness of 
heart than the good locksmith. 

Barnaby was to die. There was no hope. It is not the least 
evil attendant upon the frequent exhibition of this last dread 
punishment, of Death, that it hardens the minds of those who deal 
it out, and makes them, though they be amiable men in other 
respects, indifferent to, or unconscious of, their great responsibility. 
The word had gone forth that Barnaby was to die. It went forth 
every month, for lighter crimes. It was a thing so common, that 
very few were startled by the awful sentence, or cared to question 
its propriety. Just then, too, when the law had been so flagrantly 


outraged, its dignity must be asserted. The symbol of its dignity, 
—stamped upon every page of the criminal statute-book,—was the 
gallows ; and Barnaby was to die. 

They had tried to save him. ‘The locksmith had carried 
petitions and memorials to the fountain-head, with his own hands, 
But the well was not one of mercy, and Barnaby was to die. 

From the first She had never left him, save at night ; and with 
her beside him, he was as usual contented. On this last day, he 
was more elated and more proud than he had been yet ; and when 
she dropped the book she had been reading to him aloud, and fell 
upon his neck, he stopped in his busy task of folding a piece of 
crape about his hat, and wondered at her anguish. Grip uttered 
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a feeble croak, half in encouragement, it seemed, and half 
remonstrance, but he wanted heart to sustain it, and lapsed 
abruptly into silence. 

With them, who stood upon the brink of the great gulf which 
none can see beyond, Time, so soon to lose itself in vast Eternity, 
rolled on like a mighty river, swoln and rapid as it nears the sea. 
It was morning but now; they had sat and talked together in a 
dream ; and here was evening. The dreadful hour of separation, 
which even yesterday had seemed so distant, was at hand. 

They walked out into the court-yard, clinging to each other, 
but not speaking. Barnaby knew that the jail was a dull, sad, 
miserable place, and looked forward to to-morrow, as to a passage 
from it to something bright and beautiful. He had a vague 
impression too, that he was expected to be brave—that he was a 
man of great consequence, and that the prison people would be 
glad to make him weep: he trod the ground more firmly as he 
thought of this, and bade her take heart and ery no more, and feel 
how steady his hand was. ‘They call me silly, mother. They 
shall see—to-morrow ! ” 

Dennis and Hugh were in the court-yard. Hugh came forth 
from his cell as they did, stretching himself as though he had been 
sleeping. Dennis sat upon a bench in a corner, with his knees 
and chin huddled together, and rocked himself to and fro like a 
person in severe pain. 

The mother and son remained on one side of the court, and 
these two men upon the other. Hugh strode up and down, 
glancing fiercely every now and then at the bright summer sky, 
and looking round, when he had done go, at the walls. 

“No reprieve, no reprieve! Nobody comes near us. There’s 
only the night left now!” moaned Dennis faintly, as he wrung his 
hands. ‘‘ Do you think they’ll reprieve me in the night, brother ? 
I’ve known reprieves come in the night, afore now. I’ve known 
em come as late as five, six, and seven o’clock in the morning. 
Don’t you think there’s a good chance yet,—don’t you? Say you 
do. Say you do, young man,” whined the miserable creature, with 
an imploring gesture towards Barnaby, “or I shall go mad!” 

‘Better be mad than sane, here,” said Hugh. ‘Go mad.” 

“But tell me what you think. Somebody tell me what he 
thinks !” cried the wretched object,—so mean, and wretched, and 
despicable, that even Pity’s self might have turned away at sight of 
such a being in the likeness of a man—‘ isn’t there a chance for me, 
—isn’t there a good chance for me? Isn’t it likely they may be 
doing this to frighten me? Don’t you thinkit is? Oh!” he almost 
shrieked, as he wrung his hands, ‘“‘ won’t anybody give me comfort ! ” 
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“You ought to be the best, instead of the worst,” said Hugh, 
stopping before him. ‘Ha, ha, ha! See the hangman, when it 
comes home to him!” 

“You don’t know what it is,” cried Dennis, actually writhing 
as he spoke: “Ido. That I should come to be worked off! I! 
I! That Z should come!” 

“ And why not?” said Hugh, as he thrust back his matted hair to 
get a better view of his late associate. “‘ How often, before I knew 
your trade, did I hear you talking of this as if it was a treat?” 

“T an’t unconsistent,” screamed the miserable creature; “I’d 
talk so again, if I was hangman. Some other man has got my 
old opinions at this minute. That makes it worse. Somebody’s 
longing to work me off. I know by myself that somebody must be!” 

“He'll soon have his longing,” said Hugh, resuming his walk. 
“Think of that, and be quiet.” 

Although one of these men displayed, in his speech and bearing, 
the most reckless hardihood ; and the other, in his every word and 
action, testified such an extreme of abject cowardice that it was 
humiliating to see him; it would be difficult to say which of them 
would most have repelled and shocked an observer, Hugh’s was 
the dogged desperation of a savage at the stake ; the hangman was 
reduced to a condition little better, if any, than that of a hound 
with the halter round his neck. Yet, as Mr. Dennis knew and 
could have told them, these were the two commonest states of 
mind in persons brought to their pass. Such was the wholesale 
growth of the seed sown by the law, that this kind of harvest was 
usually looked for, as a matter of course. 

In one respect they all agreed. The wandering and uncon- 
trollable train of thought, suggesting sudden recollections of things 
distant and long forgotten and remote from each other—the vague 
restless craving for something undefined, which nothing could 
satisfy —the swift flight of the minutes, fusing themselves into 
hours, as if by enchantment—the rapid coming of the solemn night 
—the shadow of death always upon them, and yet so dim and 
faint, that objects the meanest and most trivial started from the 
gloom beyond, and forced themselves upon the view—the impossi- 
bility of holding the mind, even if they had been so disposed, to 
penitence and preparation, or of keeping it to any point while that 
hideous fascination tempted it away—these things were common 
to them all, and varied only in their outward tokens. 

“Fetch me the book I left within—upon your bed,” she said to 
Barnaby, as the clock struck. ‘‘ Kiss me first !” 

He looked in her face, and saw there, that the time was come. 
After a long embrace, he tore himself away, and ran to bring it to 
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her ; bidding her not stir till he came back. He soon returned, 
for a shriek recalled him,—but she was gone. 

He ran to the yard gate, and looked through. They were 
carrying her away. She had said her heart would break. It was 
better so. 

“‘Ton’t you think,” whimpered Dennis, creeping up to him, as 
he stood with his feet rooted to the ground, gazing at the blank 
walls—‘ don’t you think there’s still a chance? It’s a dreadful 
end; it’s a terrible end for a man like me. Don’t you think 
there’s a chance? I don’t mean for you, I mean for me. Don’t 
let him hear us” (meaning Hugh) ; “he’s so desperate.” 

“Now then,” said the officer, who had been lounging in and 
out with his hands in his pockets, and yawning as if he were in 
the last extremity for some subject of interest: ‘‘it’s time to turn 
in, boys.” 

“Not yet,” cried Dennis, ‘not yet. Not for an hour yet.” 

“T gsay,—your watch goes different from what it used to,” 
returned the man. ‘‘Once upon a time it was always too fast. 
It’s got the other fault now.” 

** My friend,” cried the wretched creature, falling on his knees, 
“my dear friend—you always were my dear friend—there’s some 
mistake. Some letter has been mislaid, or some messenger has 
been stopped upon the way. He may have fallen dead. I saw a 
man once, fall down dead in the street, myself, and he had papers 
in his pocket. Send to inquire. Let somebody go to inquire. 
They never will hang me. They never can.—Yes, they will,” he 
cried, starting to his feet with a terrible scream. “They'll hang 
me by a trick, and keep the pardon back. It’s a plot against me. 
I shall lose my life!” And uttering another yell, he fell in a fit 
upon the ground. 

“See the hangman when it comes home to him!” cried Hugh 
again, as they bore him away—‘‘Ha ha ha! Courage, bold 
Barnaby, what care we? Your hand! They do well to put us 
out of the world, for if we got loose a second time, we wouldn’t 
let them off so easy, eh? Another shake! A man can die but 
once. If you wake in the night, sing that out lustily, and fall 
asleep again. Ha ha ha!” 

Barnaby glanced once more through the grate into the empty 
yard ; and then watched Hugh as he strode to the steps leading to 
his sleeping-cell. He heard him shout, and burst into a roar of 
laughter, and saw him flourish his hat. Then he turned away 
himself, like one who walked in his sleep; and, without any sense 


of fear or sorrow, lay down on his pallet, listening for the clock to 
strike again. 
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-SEVENTH. 


Tux time wore on: the noises in the streets became less frequent 
by degrees, until silence was scarcely broken save by the bells in 
church towers, marking the progress—softer and more stealthy 
while the city slumbered—of that Great Watcher with the hoary 
head, who never sleeps or rests. In the brief interval of darkness 
and repose which feverish towns enjoy, all busy sounds were hushed ; 
and those who awoke from dreams lay listening in their beds, and 
longed for dawn, and wished the dead of the night were past. 

Into the street outside the jail’s main wall, workmen came 
straggling at this solemn hour, in groups of two or three, and 
meeting in the centre, cast their tools upon the ground and spoke 
in whispers. Others soon issued from the jail itself, bearing on 
their shoulders planks and beams: these materials being all 
brought forth, the rest bestirred themselves, and the dull sound of 
hammers began to echo through the stillness. 

Here and there among this knot of labourers, one, with a 
lantern or a smoky link, stood by to light his fellows at their work ; 
and by its doubtful aid, some might be dimly seen taking up the 
pavement of the road, while others held great upright posts, or 
fixed them in the holes thus made for their reception. Some 
dragged slowly on, towards the rest, an empty cart, which they 
brought rumbling from the prison yard; while others erected 
strong barriers across the street. All were busily engaged. Their 
dusky figures moving to and fro, at that unusual hour, so active 
and so silent, might have been taken for those of shadowy creatures 
toiling at midnight on some ghostly unsubstantial work, which, 
like themselves, would vanish with the first gleam of day, and 
leave but morning mist and vapour. 

While it was yet dark, a few lookers-on collected, who had 
plainly come there for the purpose and intended to remain: even 
those who had to pass the spot on their way to some other place, 
lingered, and lingered yet, as though the attraction of that were 
irresistible. Meanwhile the noise of saw and mallet went on briskly, 
mingled with the clattering of boards on the stone pavement of 
the road, and sometimes with the workmen’s voices as they called 
to one another. Whenever the chimes of the neighbouring church 
were heard—and that was every quarter of an hour—a strange 
sensation, instantaneous and indescribable, but perfectly obvious, 
seemed to pervade them all, 
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Gradually, a faint brightness appeared in the east, and the air, 
which had been very warm all through the night, felt cool and 
chilly. Though there was no daylight yet, the darkness was 
diminished, and the stars looked pale. The prison, which had been 
a mere black mass with little shape or form, put on its usual 
aspect ; and ever and anon a solitary watchman could be seen upon 
its roof, stopping to look down upon the preparations in the street. 
This man, from forming, as it were, a part of the jail, and knowing 
or being supposed to know all that was passing within, became an 
object of as much interest, and was as eagerly looked for, and as 
awfully pointed out, as if he had been a spirit. 

By and by, the feeble light grew stronger, and the houses with 
their sign-boards and inscriptions stood plainly out, in the dull grey 
morning. Heavy stage waggons crawled from the Inn-yard 
opposite ; and travellers peeped out ; and as they rolled sluggishly 
away, cast many a backward look towards the jail. And now the 
sun’s first beams came glancing into the street; and the night’s 
work, which, in its various stages and in the varied fancies of the 
lookers-on had taken a hundred shapes, wore its own proper form 
—a scaffold, and a gibbet. 

As the warmth of the cheerful day began to shed itself upon 
the scanty crowd, the murmur of tongues was heard, shutters 
were thrown open, and blinds drawn up, and those who had slept 
in rooms over against the prison, where places to see the execution 
were let at high prices, rose hastily from their beds. In some of 
the houses, people were busy taking out the window sashes for 
the better accommodation of spectators ; in others the spectators 
were already seated, and beguiling the time with cards, or drink, 
or jokes among themselves. Some had purchased seats upon the 
house-tops, and were already crawling to their stations from 
parapet and garret-window. Some were yet bargaining for good 
places, and stood in them in a state of indecision: gazing at the 
slowly-swelling crowd, and at the workmen as they rested listlessly 
against the scaffold ; and affecting to listen with indifference to the 
proprietor’s eulogy of the commanding view his house afforded, 
and the surpassing cheapness of his terms. 

A fairer morning never shone. From the roofs and upper 
stories of these buildings, the spires of City churches and the 
great cathedral dome were visible, rising up beyond the prison, 
into the blue sky: and clad in the colour of light summer clouds, 
and showing in the clear atmosphere their every scrap of tracery 
and fretwork, and every niche and loophole. All was brightness 
and promise, excepting in the street below, into which (for it yet 
lay in shadow) the eye looked down as into a dark trench, where, 
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in the midst of so much life, and hope, and renewal of existence, 
stood the terrible instrument of death. It seemed as if the very 
sun forbore to look upon it. 

But it was better, grim and sombre in the shade, than when, 
the day being more advanced, it stood confessed in the full glare 
and glory of the sun, with its black paint blistering, and its nooses 
dangling in the light like loathsome garlands. It was better in 
the solitude and gloom of midnight with a few forms clustering 
about it, than in the freshness and the stir of morning: the centre 
of an eager crowd. It was better haunting the street like a 
spectre, when men were in their beds; and influencing perchance 
the city’s dreams ; than braving the broad day, and thrusting its 
obscene presence upon their waking senses. 

Five o’clock had struck—six—seven—and eight. Along the 
two main streets at either end of the cross-way, a living stream 
had now set in: rolling towards the marts of gain and business. 
Carts, coaches, waggons, trucks, and barrows, forced a passage 
through the outskirts of the throng, and clattered onward in the 
same direction. Some of these which were public conveyances 
and had come from a short distance in the country, stopped ; and 
the driver pointed to the gibbet with his whip, though he might 
have spared himself the pains, for the heads of all the passengers 
were turned that way without his help, and the coach-windows 
were stuck full of staring eyes. In some of the carts and 
waggons, women might be seen glancing fearfully at the same 
unsightly thing ; and even little children were held up above the 
people’s heads to see what kind of toy a gallows was, and learn 
how men were hanged. 

Two rioters were to die before the prison, who had been 
concerned in the attack upon it; and one directly afterwards in 
Bloomsbury Square. At nine o’clock, a strong body of military 
marched into the street, and formed and lined a narrow passage 
into Holborn, which had been indifferently kept all night by 
constables. Through this, another cart was brought (the one 
already mentioned had been employed in the construction of the 
scaffold), and wheeled up to the prison gate. These preparations 
made, the soldiers stood at ease; the officers lounged to and fro, 
in the alley they had made, or talked together at the scaffold’s 
foot ; and the concourse, which had been rapidly augmenting for 
some hours, and still received additions every minute, waited with 
an impatience which increased with every chime of St. Sepulchre’s 
clock, for twelve at noon. 

Up to this time they had been very quict, comparatively 
silent, save when the arrival of some new party at a window, 
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hitherto unoccupied, gave them something new to look at or to 
talk of. But as the hour approached, a buzz and hum arose, 
which, deepening every moment, soon swelled into a roar, and 
seemed to fill the air. No words or even voices could be dis- 
tinguished in this clamour, nor did they speak much to each 
other ; though such as were better informed upon the topic than 
the rest, would tell their neighbours, perhaps, that they might 
know the hangman when he came out, by his being the shorter 
one: and that the man who was to suffer with him was named 
Hugh: and that it was Barnaby Rudge who would be hanged in 
Bloomsbury Square. As it is the nature of men in a great heat 
to perspire spontaneously, so this wild murmur, floating up and 
down, seemed born of their intense impatience, and quite beyond 
their restraint or control. 

It grew, as the time drew near, so loud, that those who were 
at the windows could not hear the church-clock strike, though it 
was close at hand. Nor had they any need to hear it, either, 
for they could see it in the people’s faces. So surely as another 
quarter chimed, there was a movement in the crowd—as if 
something had passed over it—as if the light upon them had been 
changed—in which the fact was readable as on a brazen dial, 
figured by a giant’s hand. 

Three quarters past eleven! The murmur now was deafening, 
yet every man seemed mute. Look where you would among the 
crowd, you saw strained eyes and lips compressed ; it would have 
been difficult for the most vigilant observer to point this way or 
that, and say that yonder man had cried out: it were as easy to 
detect the motion of lips in a sea-shell. 

Three quarters past eleven! Many spectators who had retired 
from the windows, came back refreshed, as though their watch 
had just begun. Those who had fallen asleep roused themselves ; 
and every person in the crowd made one last effort to better his 
position—which caused a press against the sturdy barriers that 
made them bend and yield like twigs. The officers, who until 
now had kept together, fell into their several positions, and gave 
the words of command. Swords were drawn, muskets shouldered, 
and the bright steel winding its way among the crowd, gleamed 
and glittered in the sun like a river. Along this shining path 
two men came hurrying on, leading a horse, which was speedily 
harnessed to the cart at the prison door. Then a profound silence 
replaced the tumult that had so long been gathering, and a 
breathless pause ensued. Every window was now choked up 
with heads; the house-tops teemed with people—clinging to 
chimneys, peering over gable-ends, and holding on where the 
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sudden loosening of any brick or stone would dash them down 
into the street. The church tower, the church roof, the church- 
yard, the prison leads, the very water-spouts and lamp-posts— 
every inch of room—swarmed with human life. 

At the first stroke of twelve the prison bell began to toll. 
Then the roar—mingled now with cries of “Hats off!” and 
“Poor fellows!” and, from some specks in the great concourse, 
with a shriek or groan—burst forth again. It was terrible to see 
—if any one in that distraction of excitement could have seen— 
the world of eager eyes, all strained upon the scaffold and the 
beam. 

The hollow murmuring was heard within the jail as plainly as 
without. The three were brought forth into the yard, together, 
as it resounded through the air; and knew its import well. 

“D’ye hear?” cried Hugh, undaunted by the sound. “They 
expect us! I heard them gathering when I woke in the night, 
and turned over on t’other side and fell asleep again. We shall 
see how they welcome the hangman, now that it comes home to 
him. Ha, ha, ha!” 

The Ordinary coming up at this moment, reproved him for his 
indecent mirth, and advised him to alter his demeanour. 

“And why, master?” said Hugh. ‘Can I do better than 
bear it easily? Yow bear it easily enough. Oh! never tell me,” 
he cried, as the other would have spoken, “for all your sad look 
and your solemn air, you think little enough of it! They say 
yowre the best maker of lobster salads in London. Ha, ha, ha! 
I’ve heard that, you see, before now. Is it a good one, this 
morning—is your hand in? How does the breakfast look? I 
hope there’s enough, and to spare, for all this hungry company 
that’ll sit down to it, when the sight’s over.” 

“T fear,” observed the clergyman, shaking his head, “that you 
are incorrigible.” 

“Youre right. I am,” rejoined Hugh sternly. ‘Be no 
hypocrite, master! You make a merry-making of this, every 
month ; let me be merry, too. If you want a frightened fellow 
there’s one that’ll suit you. Try your hand upon him,” 

He pointed, as he spoke, to Dennis, who, with his legs trailing on 
the ground, was held between two men ; and who trembled so, that 
all his joints and limbs seemed racked by spasms. Turning from 
this wretched spectacle, he called to Barnaby, who stood apart. 

“What cheer, Barnaby? Don’t be downcast, lad. Leave that 
to him.” 

“Bless you,” cried Barnaby, stepping lightly towards him, 
“Tm not frightened, Hugh. Wm quite happy. I wouldn’t 
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desire to live now, if they’d let me. Look at me! Am I afraid 
to die? Will they see me tremble?” 

Hugh gazed for a moment at his face, on which there was a 
strange, unearthly smile ; and at his eye, which sparkled brightly ; 
and interposing between him and the Ordinary, gruffly whispered 
to the latter : 

“‘T wouldn’t say much to him, master, if I was you. He may 
spoil your appetite for breakfast, though you are used to it.” 

He was the only one of the three who had washed or trimmed 
himself that morning. Neither of the others had done so, since 
their doom was pronounced. He still wore the broken peacock’s 
feathers in his hat; and all his usual scraps of finery were 
carefully disposed about his person. His kindling eye, his firm 
step, his proud and resolute bearing, might have graced some lofty 
act of heroism ; some voluntary sacrifice, born of a noble cause 
and pure enthusiasm ; rather than that felon’s death. 

But all these things increased his guilt. They were mere 
assumptions. The law had declared it so, and so it must be. 
The good minister had been greatly shocked, not a quarter of an 
hour before, at his parting with Grip. For one in his condition, 
to fondle a bird! 

The yard was filled with people, bluff civic functionaries, 
officers of justice, soldiers, the curious in such matters, and guests 
who had been bidden as to a wedding. Hugh looked about him, 
nodded gloomily to some person in authority, who indicated with 
his hand in what direction he was to proceed; and clapping 
Barnaby on the shoulder, passed out with the gait of a lion. 

They entered a large room, so near to the scaffold that the 
voices of those who stood about it, could be plainly heard: some 
beseeching the javelin-men to take them out of the crowd: others 
crying to those behind to stand back, for they were pressed to 
death, and suffocating for want of air. 

In the middle of this chamber, two smiths, with hammers, 
stood beside an anvil. Hugh walked straight up to them, and 
set his foot upon it with a sound as though it had been struck by 
a heavy weapon. ‘Then, with folded arms, he stood to have his 
irons knocked off: scowling haughtily round, as those who were 
present eyed him narrowly and whispered to each other. 

It took so much time to drag Dennis in, that this ceremony 
was over with Hugh, and nearly over with Barnaby, before he 
appeared. He no sooner came into the place he knew so well, 
however, and among faces with which he was so familiar, than he 


recovered strength and sense enough to clasp his hands, and make 
a last appeal. 
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“Gentlemen, good gentlemen,” cried the abject creature, 
grovelling down upon his knees, and actually prostrating himself 
upon the stone floor: ‘Governor, dear governor—honourable 
sheriffs—worthy gentlemen—have mercy upon a wretched man 
that has served His Majesty, and the Law, and Parliament, for so 
many years, and don’t—don’t let me die—because of a mistake.” 

“Dennis,” said the governor of the jail, “you know what the 
course is, and that the order came with the rest. You know that 
we could do nothing, even if we would.” 

* All I ask, Sir,—all I want and beg, is time, to make it sure,” 
cried the trembling wretch, looking wildly round for sympathy. 
“The King and Government can’t know it’s me; I’m sure they 
can’t know it’s me; or they never would bring me to this dreadful 
slaughter-house. They know my name, but they don’t know it’s 
the same man. Stop my execution—for charity’s sake stop my 
execution, gentlemen—till they can be told that I’ve been hang- 
man here, nigh thirty year. Will no one go and tell them?” he 
implored, clenching his hands and glaring round, and round, and 
round again—‘ will no charitable person go and tell them?” 

“Mr. Akerman,” said a gentleman who stood by, after a 
moment’s pause; “‘since it may possibly produce in this unhappy 
man a better frame of mind, even at this last minute, let me 
assure him that he was well known to have been the hangman, 
when his sentence was considered.” 

“__But perhaps they think on that account that the punish- 
ment’s not so great,” cried the criminal, shuffling towards this 
speaker on his knees, and holding up his folded hands ; ‘‘ whereas 
it’s worse, it’s worse a hundred times, to me than any man. Let 
them know that, Sir. Let them know that. They've made it 
worse to me by giving me so much to do, Stop my execution till 
they know that!” 

The governor beckoned with his hand, and the two men, who 
had supported him before, approached. He uttered a piercing 
cry 


“Wait! Wait. Only a moment—only one moment more! 
Give me a last chance of reprieve. One of us three is to go to 
Bloomsbury Square. Let me be the one. It may come in that 
time ; it’s sure to come. In the Lord’s name let me be sent to 
Bloomsbury Square. Don’t hang me here. It’s murder!” 

They took him to the anvil: but even then he could be heard 
above the clinking of the smiths’ hammers, and the hoarse raging 
of the crowd, crying that he knew of Hugh’s birth—that his 
father was living, and was a gentleman of influence and rank— 
that he had family secrets in his possession—that he could tell 
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nothing unless they gave him time, but must die with them on 
his mind; and he continued to rave in this sort until his voice 
failed him, and he sank down a mere heap of clothes between the 
two attendants. 

It was at this moment that the clock struck the first stroke of 
twelve, and the bell began to toll. The various officers, with the 
two sheriffs at their head, moved towards the door. All was 
ready when the last chime came upon the ear. 

They told Hugh this, and asked if he had anything to say. 

“To say!” he cried. ‘Not I. Im ready.—Yes,” he added, 
as his eye fell upon Barnaby, “‘I have a word to say, too. Come 
hither, lad.” 

There was, for the moment, something kind, and even tender, 
struggling in his fierce aspect, as he wrung his poor companion by 
the hand. 

“Tl say this,” he cried, looking firmly round, ‘“‘that if I had 
ten lives to lose, and the loss of each would give me ten times the 
agony of the hardest death, ’d lay them all down—ay I would, 
though you gentlemen may not believe it—to save this one. This 
one,” he added, wringing his hand again, “that will be lost 
through me.” 

“Not through you,” said the idiot, mildly. ‘‘ Don’t say that. 
You were not to blame. You have been always very good to me. 
—Hugh, we shall know what makes the stars shine, now /” 

“T took him from her in a reckless mood, and didn’t think 
what harm would come of it,” said Hugh, laying his hand upon 
his head, and speaking in a lower voice. ‘I ask her pardon, 
and his.—Look here,” he added roughly, in his former tone. 
“You see this lad?” 

They murmured ‘ Yes,” and seemed to wonder why he asked. 

“That gentleman yonder—” pointing to the clergyman—“ has 
often in the last few days spoken to me of faith, and strong 
belief. You see what I am—more brute than man, as I have 
been often told—but I had faith enough to believe, and did 
believe as strongly as any of you gentlemen can believe anything, 
that this one life would be spared. See what he is !—Look at 
him !” 

Barnaby had moved towards the door, and stood beckoning 
him to follow. 

“Tf this was not faith, and strong belief!” cried Hugh, raising 
his right arm aloft, and looking upward like a savage prophet 
whom the near approach of death had filled with inspiration, 
“where are they! What else should teach me—me, born as I 
was born, and reared as I have been—to hope for any mercy 
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in this hardened, cruel, unrelenting place! Upon these human 
shambles, I, who never raised this hand in prayer till now, call 
down the wrath of God! On that black tree, of which I am 
the ripened fruit, I do invoke the curse of all its victims, past, 
and present, and to come. On the head of that man, who, in 
his conscience, owns me for his son, I leave the wish that he 
may never sicken in his bed of down, but die a violent death 
as I do now, and have the night-wind for his only mourner. 
To this I say, Amen, amen!” 

His arm fell downward by his side; he turned; and moved 
towards them with a steady step: the man he had been before. 


“There is nothing more?” said the governor. 

Hugh motioned Barnaby not to come near him (though 
without looking in the direction where he stood) and answered, 
“There is nothing more.” 

“Move forward !” 

“__Unless,” said Hugh, glancing hurriedly back,—‘‘ unless 
some person here has a fancy for a dog ; and not then, unless he 
means to use him well. There’s one, belongs to me, at the 
house I came from; and it wouldn’t be easy to find a better. 
He’ll whine at first, but he'll soon get over that.—You wonder 
that I think about a dog just now,” he added, with a kind of 
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laugh. ‘If any man deserved it of me half as well, Pd think 
of ham.” 

He spoke no more, but moved onward in his place, with a 
careless air, though listening at the same time to the Service 
for the Dead, with something between sullen attention, and 
quickened curiosity. As soon as he had passed the door, his 
miserable associate was carried out; and the crowd beheld the 
rest. 

Barnaby would have mounted the steps at the same time— 
indeed he would have gone before them, but in both attempts 
he was restrained, as he was to undergo the sentence elsewhere. 
In a few minutes the sheriffs re-appeared, the same procession 
was again formed, and they passed through various rooms and 
passages to another door—that at which the cart was waiting. 
He held down his head to avoid seeing what he knew his 
eyes must otherwise encounter, and took his seat sorrowfully,— 
and yet with something of a childish pride and pleasure,—in 
the vehicle. The officers fell into their places at the sides, in 
front, and in the rear; the sheriffs’ carriages rolled on; a guard 
of soldiers surrounded the whole; and they moved slowly forward 
through the throng and pressure toward Lord Mansfield’s ruined 
house. 

It was a sad sight—all the show, and strength, and glitter, 
assembled round one helpless creature: and sadder yet to note, 
as he rode along, how his wandering thoughts found strange 
encouragement in the crowded windows and the concourse in 
the streets; and how, even then, he felt the influence of the 
bright sky, and looked up smiling into its deep unfathomable 
blue. But there had been many such sights since the riots 
were over—some so moving in their nature, and so repulsive 
too, that they were far more calculated to awaken pity for the 
sufferers, than respect for that law whose strong arm seemed in 
more than one case to be as wantonly stretched forth now that 
all was safe, as it had been basely paralysed in time of danger. 

Two cripples—both mere boys—one with a leg of wood, one 
who dragged his twisted limbs along by the help of a crutch, 
were hanged in this same Bloomsbury Square. As the cart was 
about to glide from under them, it was observed that they 
stood with their faces from, not to, the house they had assisted 
to despoil; and their misery was protracted that this omission 
might be remedied. Another boy was hanged in Bow Street ; 
other young lads in various quarters of the town. Four wretched 
women, too, were put to death. In a word, those who suffered 
as rioters were for the most part the weakest, meanest, and 
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most miserable among them. It was an exquisite satire upon 
the false religious cry which had led to so much misery, that 
some of these people owned themselves to be Catholics, and begged 
to be attended by their own priests. 

One young man was hanged in Bishopsgate Street, whose aged 
grey-headed father waited for him at the gallows, kissed him at its 
foot when he arrived, and sat there, on the ground, till they took 
him down. They would have given him the body of his child ; 
but he had no hearse, no coffin, nothing to remove it in, being 
too poor; and walked meekly away beside the cart that took 
it back to prison, trying, as he went, to touch its lifeless hand. 

But the crowd had forgotten these matters, or cared little 
about them if they lived in their memory: and while one great 
multitude fought and hustled to get near the gibbet before 
Newgate, for a parting look, another followed in the train of 
poor lost Barnaby, to swell the throng that waited for him on 
the spot. 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-EIGHTH. 


Own this same day, and about this very hour, Mr. Willet, the 
elder, sat smoking his pipe in a chamber at the Black Lion. 
Although it was hot summer weather, Mr. Willet sat close to 
the fire. He was in a state of profound cogitation, with his own 
thoughts, and it was his custom at such times to stew himself 
slowly, under the impression that that process of cookery was 
favourable to the melting out of his ideas, which, when he began 
to simmer, sometimes oozed forth so copiously as to astonish 
even himself. 

Mr. Willet had been several thousand times comforted by 
his friends and acquaintance, with the assurance that for the 
loss he had sustained in the damage done to the Maypole, he 
could ‘come upon the county.” But as this phrase happened 
to bear an unfortunate resemblance to the popular expression 
of “coming on the parish,” it suggested to Mr. Willet’s mind 
no more consolatory visions than pauperism on an extensive 
scale, and ruin in its most capacious aspect. Consequently, he 
had never failed to receive the intelligence with a rueful shake 
of the head, or a dreary stare, and had been always observed to 
appear much more melancholy after a visit of condolence than 
at any other time in the whole four-and-twenty hours, 

It chanced, however, that sitting over the fire on this 
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particular occasion—perhaps because he was, as it were, done 
to a turn; perhaps because he was in an unusually bright state 
of mind ; perhaps because he had considered the subject so long ; 
perhaps because of all these favouring circumstances, taken 
together—it chanced that, sitting over the fire on this particular 
occasion, Mr. Willet did, afar off and in the remotest depths of 
his intellect, perceive a kind of lurking hint or faint suggestion, 
that out of the public purse there might issue funds for the 
restoration of the Maypole to its former high place among the 
taverns of the earth. And this dim ray of light did so diffuse 
itself within him, and did so kindle up and shine, that at last 
he had it as plainly and visibly before him as the blaze by which 
he sat: and, fully persuaded that he was the first to make the 
discovery, and that he had started, hunted down, fallen upon, 
and knocked on the head, a perfectly original idea which had 
never presented itself to any other man, alive or dead, he laid 
down his pipe, rubbed his hands, and chuckled audibly. 

“Why, father!” cried Joe, entering at the moment, ‘ you're 
in spirits to-day !” 

‘“‘Tt’s nothing partickler,” said Mr. Willet, chuckling again. 
“Tt’?s nothing at all partickler, Joseph. Tell me something 
about the Salwanners.” Having preferred this request, Mr. 
Willet chuckled a third time ; and after these unusual demonstra- 
tions of levity, he put his pipe in his mouth again. 

“What shall I tell you, father?” asked Joe, laying his hand 
upon his sire’s shoulder, and looking down into his face. “ That 
I have come back, poorer than a church mouse? You know 
that. That I have come back, maimed and crippled? You 
know that.” 

“Tt was took off,’ muttered Mr. Willet, with his eyes upon 
the fire, ‘at the defence of the Salwanners, in America, where 
the war is,” 

“ Quite right,” returned Joe, smiling, and leaning with his 
remaining elbow on the back of his father’s chair; ‘the very 
subject I came to speak to you about. A man with one arm, 
father, is not of much use in the busy world.” 

This was one of those vast propositions which Mr. Willet had 
never considered for an instant, and required time to “tackle.” 
Wherefore he made no answer. 

“At all events,” said Joe, “he can’t pick and choose his 
means of earning a livelihood, as another man may. He can’t 
say ‘I will turn my hand to this,’ or ‘I won’t turn my hand to 
that,’ but must take what he can do, and be thankful it’s no 
worse.— What did you say ?” 
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Mr. Willet had been softly repeating to himself, in a musing 
tone, the words “defence of the Salwanners:” but he seemed 
embarrassed at having been overheard, and answered “ Nothing.” 

“‘ Now look here, father—Mr. Edward has come to England 
from the West Indies. When he was lost sight of (I ran away 
on the same day, father), he made a voyage to one of the 
islands, where a school-friend of his had settled; and, finding 
him, wasn’t too proud to be employed on his estate ; and—and 
in short, got on well, and is prospering, and has come over here 
on business of his own, and is going back again speedily. Our 
returning nearly at the same time, and meeting in the course 
of the late troubles, has been a good thing every way; for it 
has not only enabled us to do old friends some service, but has 
opened a path in life for me which I may tread without being a 
burden upon you. To be plain, father, he can employ me; I 
have satisfied myself that I can be of real use to him; and I 
am going to carry my one arm away with him, and to make the 
most of it.” 

In the mind’s eye of Mr. Willet, the West Indies, and indeed 
all foreign countries, were inhabited by savage nations, who were 
perpetually burying pipes of peace, flourishing tomahawks, and 
puncturing strange patterns in their bodies. He no sooner heard 
this announcement, therefore, than he leaned back in his chair, 
took his pipe from his lips, and stared at his son with as much 
dismay as if he already beheld him tied to a stake, and tortured 
for the entertainment of a lively population. In what form of 
expression his feelings would have found a vent, it is impossible 
to say. Nor is it necessary: for before a syllable occurred to 
him, Dolly Varden came running into the room, in tears; threw 
herself on Joe’s breast without a word of explanation ; and clasped 
her white arms round his neck. 

“Dolly !” cried Joe. “ Dolly!” 

“Ay, call me that; call me that always,” exclaimed the 
locksmith’s little daughter; “never speak coldly to me, never 
be distant, never again reprove me for the follies I have long 
repented, or I shall die.” 

“ J reprove you!” said Joe. 

“ Ves—for every kind and honest word you uttered, went to 
my heart. For you, who have borne so much from me—for you, 
who owe your sufferings and pain to my caprice—for you to be so 
kind—so noble to me, Joe—” 

He could say nothing to her. Not a syllable. There was 
an odd sort of eloquence in his one arm, which had crept round 
her waist: but his lips were mute. 
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“Tf you had reminded me by a word—only by one short word,” 
sobbed Dolly, clinging yet closer to him, “how little I deserved 
that you should treat me with so much forbearance ; if you had 
exulted only for one moment in your triumph, I could have borne 
it better.” 

“Triumph !” repeated Joe, with a smile which seemed to say, 
“T am a pretty figure for that.” 

“Yes, triumph,” she cried, with her whole heart and soul in 
her earnest voice, and gushing tears; ‘“‘for it 7s one. Iam glad 
to think and know it is. I wouldn’t be less humbled, dear; I 
wouldn’t be without the recollection of that last time we spoke 


together in this place—no, not if I could recall the past, and 
make our parting, yesterday.” 

Did ever lover look as Joe looked now ! 

“Dear Joe,” said Dolly, “I always loved you—in my own 
heart I always did, although I was so vain and giddy. I hoped 
you would come back that night. I made quite sure you would ; 
I prayed for it on my knees, Through all these long, long years, 
I have never once forgotten you, or left off hoping that this 
happy time might come.” 

The eloquence of Joe’s arm surpassed the most impassioned 
prelebe ; and so did that of his lips—yet he said nothing, 
either. 

“And now, at last” cried Dolly, trembling with the fervour 
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of her speech, “if you were sick, and shattered in your every 
limb; if you were ailing, weak, and sorrowful; if, instead of 
being what you are, you were in everybody’s eyes but mine the wreck 
and ruin of a man; I would be your wife, dear love, with greater 
pride and joy, than if you were the stateliest lord in England ! ” 

“What have I done,” cried Joe, “what have I done to meet 
with this reward ?” 

“You have taught me,” said Dolly, raising her pretty face 
to his, “‘to know myself, and your worth; to be something better 
than I was; to be more deserving of your true and manly nature. 
In years to come, dear Joe, you shall find that you have done so ; 
for I will be, not only now, when we are young and full of hope, 
but when we have grown old and weary, your patient, gentle, 
never-tiring wife. I will never know a wish or care beyond our 
home and you, and I will always study how to please you with 
my best affection and my most devoted love. I will; indeed I 
will!” 

Joe could only repeat his former eloquence—but it was very 
much to the purpose. 

“They know of this, at home,” said Dolly. ‘For your sake, 
I would leave even them; but they know it, and are glad of it, 
and are proud of you as I am, and full of gratitude.—You'll not 
come and see me as a poor friend who knew me when I was a girl, 
will you?” 

Well, well! It don’t matter what Joe said in answer, but he 
said a great deal; and Dolly said a great deal too: and he folded 
Dolly in his one arm pretty tight, considering that it was but one; 
and Dolly made no resistance: and if ever two people were happy 
in this world—which is not an utterly miserable one, with all its 
faults—we may, with some appearance of certainty, conclude that 
they were. 

To say that during these proceedings Mr. Willet the elder 
underwent the greatest emotions of astonishment of which our 
common nature is susceptible—to say that he was in a perfect 
paralysis of surprise, and that he wandered into the most stupen- 
dous and theretofore unattainable heights of complicated amaze- 
ment—would be to shadow forth his state of mind in the feeblest 
and lamest terms. If a roc, an eagle, a griffin, a flying elephant, 
a winged sea-horse, had suddenly appeared, and, taking him on its 
back, carried him bodily into the heart of the “ Salwanners,” it 
would have been to him as an every-day occurrence, in comparison 
with what he now beheld. To be sitting quietly by, seeing and 
hearing these things ; to be completely overlooked, unnoticed, and 
disregarded, while his son and a young lady were talking to each 
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other in the most impassioned manner, kissing each other, and 
making themselves in all respects perfectly at home ; was a posi- 
tion so tremendous, so inexplicable, so utterly beyond the widest 
range of his capacity of comprehension, that he fell into a lethargy 
of wonder, and could no more rouse himself than an enchanted 
sleeper in the first year of his fairy lease, a century long. 

“ Father,” said Joe, presenting Dolly. ‘You know who this 
is?” 

Mr, Willet looked first at her, then at his son, then back again 
at Dolly, and then made an ineffectual effort to extract a whiff 
from his pipe, which had gone out long ago. 

“Say a word, father, if it’s only ‘how d’ye do,’” urged Joe. 

“Certainly, Joseph,” answered Mr. Willet. ‘Oh yes! Why 
not?” 

‘To be sure,” said Joe. ‘‘ Why not?” 

“Ah!” replied his father. ‘Why not?” and with this re- 
mark, which he uttered in a low voice as though he were dis- 
cussing some grave question with himself, he used the little finger 
—if any of his fingers can be said to have come under that 
denomination—of his right hand, as a tobacco-stopper, and was 
silent again. 

And so he sat for half an hour at least, although Dolly, in the 
most endearing of manners, hoped, a dozen times, that he was not 
angry with her. So he sat for half an hour, quite motionless, and 
looking all the while like nothing so much as a great Dutch pin 
or skittle. At the expiration of that period, he suddenly, and 
without the least notice, burst, to the great consternation of the 
young people, into a very loud and very short laugh ; and repeating 
“Certainly, Joseph. Oh yes! Why not?” went out for a walk. 


>» 


CHAPTER THE SEVENTY-NINTH. 


Op Joun did not walk near the Golden Key, for between the 
Golden Key and the Black Lion there lay a wilderness of streets 
—as everybody knows who is acquainted with the relative bearings 
of Clerkenwell and Whitechapel—and he was by no means famous 
for pedestrian exercises. But the Golden Key lies in our way, 
though it was out of his; so to the Golden Key this chapter goes. 

The Golden Key itself, fair emblem of the locksmith’s trade, 
had been pulled down by the rioters, and roughly trampled under 
foot. But, now, it was hoisted up again in all the glory of a new 
coat of paint, and shewed more bravely even than in days of yore. 
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Indeed the whole house-front was spruce and trim, and so freshened 
up throughout, that if there yet remained at large any of the 
rioters who had been concerned in the attack upon it, the sight of 
the old, goodly, prosperous dwelling, so revived, must have been 
to them as gall and wormwood. 

The shutters of the shop were closed, however, and the window- 
blinds above were all pulled down, and in place of its usual 
cheerful appearance, the house had a look of sadness and an air of 
mourning ; which the neighbours, who in old days had often seen 
poor Barnaby go in and out, were at no loss to understand. The 
door stood partly open ; but the locksmith’s hammer was unheard ; 
the cat sat moping on the ashy forge; all was deserted, dark, 
and silent. 

On the threshold of this door, Mr. Haredale and Edward 
Chester met. The younger man gave place; and both passing in 
with a familiar air, which seemed to denote that they were tarrying 
there, or were well-accustomed to go to and fro unquestioned, shut 
it behind them. 

Entering the old back-parlour, and ascending the flight of stairs, 
abrupt and steep, and quaintly fashioned as of old, they turned into 
the best room ; the pride of Mrs. Varden’s heart, and erst the scene 
of Miggs’s household labours. 

“Varden brought the mother here last evening, he told me?” 
said Mr. Haredale. 

“She is above stairs now—in the room over here,” Edward 
rejoined. ‘‘ Her grief, they say, is past all telling. I needn’t add 
—for that you know beforehand—that the care, humanity, and 
sympathy of these good people have no bounds.” 

“T am sure of that. Heaven repay them for it, and for much 
more! Varden is out?” 

“ He returned with your messenger, who arrived almost at the 
moment of his coming home himself. He was out the whole night 
—but that of course you know. He was with you the greater 
part of it?” 

“He was. Without him, I should have lacked my right hand. 
He is an older man than I; but nothing can conquer him.” 

“ The cheeriest, stoutest-hearted fellow in the world.” 

“He has a right to be. He has a right to be. A better 
creature never lived. He reaps what he has sown—no more.” 

“Tt is not all men,” said Edward, after a moment’s hesitation, 
‘‘who have the happiness to do that.” 

“More than you imagine,” returned Mr. Haredale. ‘‘ We note 
the harvest more than the seed-time. You do so in me.” 

In truth his pale and haggard face, and gloomy bearing, had so 
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far influenced the remark, that Edward was, for the moment, at a 
loss to answer him. 

“Tut, tut,” said Mr. Haredale, “‘’twas not very difficult to read 
a thought so natural. But you are mistaken nevertheless. I have 
had my share of sorrows—more than the common lot, perhaps— 
but I have borne them ill. I have broken where I should have 
bent ; and have mused and brooded, when my spirit should have 
mixed with all God’s great creation. The men who learn endur- 
ance, are they who call the whole world, brother. I have turned 
from the world, and I pay the penalty.” 

Edward would have interposed, but he went on without giving 
him time. 

“Tt is too late to evade it now. I sometimes think, that if I 
had to live my life once more, I would amend this fault—not so 
much, I discover when I search my mind, for the love of what is 
right, as for my own sake. But even when I make these better 
resolutions, I instinctively recoil from the idea of suffering again 
what I have undergone; and in this circumstance I find the un- 
welcome assurance that I should still be the same man, though I 
could cancel the past, and begin anew, with its experience to guide 
me.” 

“Nay, you make too sure of that,” said Edward. 

“You think so,” Mr. Haredale answered, ‘‘and I am glad you 
do. I know myself better, and therefore distrust myself more. 
Let us leave this subject for another—not so far removed from it 
as it might, at first sight, seem to be. Sir, you still love my niece, 
and she is still attached to you.” 

‘“‘T have that assurance from her own lips,” said Edward, “and 
you know—I am sure you know—that I would not exchange it 
for any blessing life could yield me.” 

“You are frank, honourable, and disinterested,” said Mr. 
Haredale ; “you have forced the conviction that you are so, even 
on my once-jaundiced mind; and I believe you. Wait here till I 
come back.” 

He left the room as he spoke; but soon returned, with his 
niece. 

“On that first and only time,” he said, looking from the one to 
the other, “when we three stood together under her father’s roof, 
I bade you quit it, and charged you never to return.” 

“Tt is the only circumstance arising out of our love,” observed 
Edward, ‘‘ that I have forgotten.” 

“You own a name,” said Mr. Haredale, ‘‘I had deep reason to 
remember. I was moved and goaded by recollections of personal 
wrong and injury, I know: but even now I cannot charge myself 
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with having then, or ever, lost sight of a heartfelt desire for her 
true happiness ; or with having acted—however much I was mis- 
taken—with any other impulse than the one pure, single, earnest 
wish to be to her, as far as in my inferior nature lay, the father 
she had lost.” 

“‘Dear uncle,” cried Emma, ‘“‘I have known no parent but you. 
I have loved the memory of others, but I have loved you all my 
life. Never was father kinder to his child than you have been 
to me, without the interval of one harsh hour, since I can first 
remember.” 

“You speak too fondly,” he answered, “and yet I cannot wish 
you were less partial ; for I have a pleasure in hearing those words, 
and shall have in calling them to mind when we are far asunder, 
which nothing else could give me. Bear with me for a moment 
longer, Sir, for she and I have been together many years; and 
although I believe that in resigning her to you I put the seal upon 
her future happiness, I find it needs an effort.” 

He pressed her tenderly to his bosom, and after a minute’s 
pause, resumed : 

“T have done you wrong, Sir, and I ask your forgiveness—in 
no common phrase, or show of sorrow ; but with earnestness and 
sincerity. In the same spirit, I acknowledge to you both that the 
time has been when I connived at treachery and falsehood—which 
if I did not perpetrate myself, I still permitted—to rend you two 
asunder,” 

“You judge yourself too harshly,” said Edward. ‘Let these 
things rest,” 

“They rise up in judgment against me when I look back, and 
not now for the first time,” he answered. ‘I cannot part from 
you without your full forgiveness; for busy life and I have little 
left in common now, and I have regrets enough to carry into 
solitude, without addition to the stock.” 

“You bear a blessing from us both,” said Emma. ‘‘ Never 
mingle thoughts of me—of me who owe you so much love and 
duty—with anything but undying affection and gratitude for the 
past, and bright hopes for the future.” 

“The future,” returned her uncle, with a melancholy smile, ‘‘is 
a bright word for you, and its image should be wreathed with 
cheerful hopes. Mine is of another kind, but it will be one of 
peace ; and free, I trust, from care or passion, When you quit 
England I shall leave it too. There are cloisters abroad ; and now 
that the two great objects of my life are set at rest, I know no 
better home. You droop at that, forgetting I am growing old, 
and that my course is nearly run. Well, we will speak of it again 
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—not once or twice, but many times; and you shall give me 
cheerful counsel, Emma.” 

“And you will take it?” asked his niece. 

“Tl listen to it,” he answered, kissing her fair brow, “‘and it 
will have its weight, be certain. What have I left to say? You 
have of late been much together. It is better and more fitting 
that the circumstances attendant on the past, which wrought your 
separation, and sowed between you suspicion and distrust, should 
not be entered on by me.” 

“Much, much better,” whispered Emma. ‘Remember them 
no more!” 


“T avow my share in them,” said Mr, Haredale, “though I 
held it at the time in detestation. Let no man turn aside, ever 
so slightly, from the broad path of honour, on the plausible pre- 
tence that he is justified by the goodness of his end. All good 
ends can be worked out by good means. Those that cannot, are 
bad ; and may be counted so at once, and left alone.” 

He looked from her to Edward, and said in a gentler tone : 

“In goods and fortune you are now nearly equal; I have been 
her faithful steward, and to that remnant of a richer property 
which my brother left her, I desire to add, in token of my love, 
a poor pittance, scarcely worth the mention, for which I have no 
longer any need. I am glad you go abroad. Let our ill-fated 
house remain the ruin it is. When you return after a few thriving 
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years, you will command a better, and a more fortunate one. We 
are friends ?” 

Edward took his extended hand, and grasped it heartily. 

“You are neither slow nor cold in your response,” said Mr. 
Haredale, doing the like by him, ‘and when I look upon you now, 
and know you, I feel that I would choose you for her husband. 
Her father had a generous nature, and you would have pleased 
him well. I give her to you in his name, and with his blessing. 
If the world and I part in this act, we part on happier terms than 
we have lived for many a day.” 

He placed her in his arms, and would have left the room, but 
that he was stopped in his passage to the door by a great noise at 
a distance, which made them start and pause. 

It was a loud shouting, mingled with boisterous acclamations, 
that rent the very air. It drew nearer and nearer every moment, 
and approached so rapidly, that even while they listened, it burst 
into a deafening confusion of sounds at the street corner. 

“This must be stopped—quieted,” said Mr. Haredale, hastily, 
“We should have foreseen this, and provided against it. I will 
go out to them at once.” 

But before he could reach the door, and before Edward could 
catch up his hat and follow him, they were again arrested by a 
loud shriek from above stairs: and the locksmith’s wife, bursting 
in, and fairly running into Mr. Haredale’s arms, cried out : 

“She knows it all, dear Sir!—she knows it all! We broke it 
out to her by degrees, and she is quite prepared.” Having made 
this communication, and furthermore thanked Heaven with great 
fervour and heartiness, the good lady, according to the custom of 
matrons on all occasions of excitement, fainted away directly. 

They ran to the window, threw up the sash, and looked into 
the crowded street, Among a dense mob of persons, of whom not 
one was for an instant still, the locksmith’s ruddy face and burly 
form could be descried, beating about as though he were struggling 
with a rough sea. Now he was carried back a score of yards, now 
onward nearly to the door, now back again, now forced against the 
opposite houses, now against those adjoining his own: now carried 
up a flight of steps, and greeted by the outstretched hands of half 
a hundred men, while the whole tumultuous concourse stretched 
their throats, and cheered with all their might. Though he was 
really in a fair way to be torn to pieces in the general enthusiasm, 
the locksmith, nothing discomposed, echoed their shouts till he 
was as hoarse as they, and in a glow of joy and right good-humour, 
waved his hat until the daylight shone between its brim and 
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But in all the bandyings from hand to hand, and strivings to 
and fro, and sweepings here and there, which—saving that he 
looked more jolly and more radiant after every struggle—troubled 
his peace of mind no more than if he had been a straw upon the 
water’s surface, he never once released his firm grasp of an arm, 
drawn tight through his. He sometimes turned to clap this friend 
upon the back, or whisper in his ear a word of staunch encourage- 
ment, or cheer him with a smile; but his great care was to shield 
him from the pressure, and force a passage for him to the Golden 
Key. Passive and timid, scared, pale, and wondering, and gazing 
at the throng as if he were newly risen from the dead, and felt 
himself a ghost among the living, Barnaby—not Barnaby in the 
spirit, but in flesh and blood, with pulses, sinews, nerves, and 
beating heart, and strong affections—clung to his stout old friend, 
and followed where he led. 

And thus, in course of time, they reached the door, held ready 
for their entrance by no unwilling hands. Then slipping in, and 
shutting out the crowd by main force, Gabriel stood between Mr. 
Haredale and Edward Chester, and Barnaby, rushing up the stairs, 
fell upon his knees beside his mother’s bed. 

“Such is the blessed end, Sir,” cried the panting locksmith, to 
Mr. Haredale, ‘‘ of the best day’s work we ever did. The rogues! 
it’s been hard fighting to get away from ’em. I almost thought, 
once or twice, they’d have been too much for us with their kindness!” 

They had striven all the previous day to rescue Barnaby from 
his impending fate. Failing in their attempts, in the first quarter 
to which they addressed themselves, they renewed them in another. 
Failing there, likewise, they began afresh at midnight ; and made 
their way, not only to the judge and jury who had tried him, but 
to men of influence at Court, to the young Prince of Wales, and 
even to the antechamber of the King himself. Successful, at last, 
in awakening an interest in his favour, and an inclination to in- 
quire more dispassionately into his case, they had had an interview 
with the minister, in his bed, so late as eight o’clock that morning, 
The result of a searching inquiry (in which they, who had known 
the poor fellow from his childhood, did other good service, besides 
bringing it about) was, that between eleven and twelve o’clock, a 
free pardon to Barnaby Rudge was made out and signed, and 
entrusted to a horse-soldier for instant conveyance to the place of 
execution, This courier reached the spot just as the cart appeared 
in sight ; and Barnaby being carried back to jail, Mr. Haredale, 
assured that all was safe, had gone straight from Bloomsbury 
Square to the Golden Key, leaving to Gabriel the grateful task 
of bringing him home in triumph. 
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“T needn’t say,” observed the locksmith, when he had shaken 
hands with all the males in the house, and hugged all the females, 
five-and-forty times, at least, “that, except among ourselves, J 
didn’t want to make a triumph of it. But, directly we got into 
the street we were known, and this hubbub began. Of the two,” 
he added, as he wiped his crimson face, “and after experience of 
both, I think I’d rather be taken out of my house by a crowd of 
enemies, than escorted home by a mob of friends !” 

It was plain enough, however, that this was mere talk on 
Gabriel’s part, and that the whole proceeding afforded him the 
keenest delight ; for the people continuing to make a great noise 
without, and to cheer as if their voices were in the freshest order, 
and good for a fortnight, he sent up stairs for Grip (who had come 
home at his master’s back, and had acknowledged the favours of 
the multitude by drawing blood from every finger that came within 
his reach), and with the bird upon his arm presented himself at 
the first-floor window, and waved his hat again until it dangled by 
a shred, between his finger and thumb. This demonstration having 
been received with appropriate shouts, and silence being in some 
degree restored, he thanked them for their sympathy ; and taking 
the liberty to inform them that there was a sick person in the 
house, proposed that they should give three cheers for King George, 
three more for Old England, and three more for nothing particular, 
as a closing ceremony. The crowd assenting, substituted Gabriel 
Varden for the nothing particular; and giving him one over, for 
good measure, dispersed in high good-humour. 

What congratulations they exchanged when they were left 
alone; what an overflowing of joy and happiness there was among 
them; how incapable it was of expression in Barnaby’s own 
person ; and how he went wildly from one to another, until he 
became so far tranquillized, as to stretch himself on the ground 
beside his mother’s couch and fall into a deep sleep; are matters 
that need not be told. And it is well they happened to be of this 
class, for they would be very hard to tell, were their narration ever 
so indispensable. 

Before leaving this bright picture, it may be well to glance at 
a dark and very different one which was presented to only a few 
eyes, that same night. 

The scene was a churchyard ; the time, midnight ; the persons, 
Edward Chester, a clergyman, a grave-digger, and the four bearers 
of a homely coffin... They stood about a grave which had been 
newly dug, and one of the bearers held up a dim lantern,—the 
only light there—which shed its feeble ray upon the book of 
prayer. He placed it for a moment on the coflin, when he and 
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his companions were about to lower it down. There was no 
inscription on the lid. 

The mould fell solemnly upon the last house of this nameless 
man; and the rattling dust left a dismal echo even in the ac- 
customed ears of those who had borne it to its resting-place. The 
grave was filled in to the top, and trodden down. They all left 
the spot together. 

“You never saw him, living?” asked the priest, of Edward. 

‘Often, years ago; not knowing him for my brother.” 

“* Never since?” 

“Never. Yesterday, he steadily refused to see me. It was 
urged upon him, many times, at my desire.” 

“Still he refused? That was hardened and unnatural.” 

“Do you think so?” 

“*T infer that you do not?” 

“You are right. We hear the world wonder every day at 
monsters of ingratitude. Did it never occur to you that it often 
looks for monsters of affection, as though they were things of 
course ?” 

They had reached the gate by this time, and bidding each 
other good night, departed on their separate ways. 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTIETH. 


THAT afternoon, when he had slept off his fatigue; had shaved, 
and washed, and dressed, and freshened himself from top to toe ; 
when he had dined, comforted himself with a pipe, an extra Toby, 
a nap in the great arm-chair, and a quiet chat with Mrs. Varden 
on everything that had happened, was happening, or about to 
happen, within the sphere of their domestic concern; the lock- 
smith sat himself down at the tea-table in the little back-parlour : 
the rosiest, cosiest, merriest, heartiest, best-contented old buck, in 
Great Britain or out of it. 

There he sat, with his beaming eye on Mrs. V., and his shining 
face suffused with gladness, and his capacious waistcoat smiling in 
every wrinkle, and his jovial humour peeping from under the table 
in the very plumpness of his legs: a sight to turn the vinegar of 
misanthropy into purest milk of human kindness. There he sat, 
watching his wife as she decorated the room with flowers for the 
greater honour of Dolly and Joseph Willet, who had gone out 
walking, and for whom the tea-kettle had been singing gaily on 
the hob full twenty minutes, chirping as never kettle chirped 


BARNABY RUDGE. 583 


before ; for whom the best service of real undoubted china, 
patterned with divers round-faced mandarins holding up broad 
umbrellas, was now displayed in all its glory; to tempt whose 
appetites a clear, transparent, juicy ham, garnished with cool 
green lettuce-leaves and fragrant cucumber, reposed upon a shady 
table, covered with a snow-white cloth; for whose delight, pre- 
serves and jams, crisp cakes and other pastry, short to eat, with 
cunning twists, and cottage loaves, and rolls of bread both white 
and brown, were all set forth in rich profusion; in whose youth 
Mrs. V. herself had grown quite young, and stood there in a gown 
of red and white: symmetrical in figure, buxom in bodice, ruddy 
in cheek and lip, faultless in ankle, laughing in face and mood, in 
all respects delicious to behold—there sat the locksmith among all 
and every these delights, the sun that shone upon them all: the 
centre of the system: the source of light, heat, life, and frank 
enjoyment in the bright household world. 

And when had Dolly ever been the Dolly of that afternoon ? 
To see how she came in, arm-in-arm with Joe ; and how she made 
an effort not to blush or seem at all confused ; and how she made 
believe she didn’t care to sit on his side of the table ; and how she 
coaxed the locksmith in a whisper not to joke ; and how her colour 
came and went in a little restless flutter of happiness, which made 
her do everything wrong, and yet so charmingly wrong that it was 
much better than right !—why, the locksmith could have looked 
on at this (as he mentioned to Mrs. Varden when they retired for 
the night) for four-and-twenty hours at a stretch, and never wished 
it done. 

The recollections, too, with which they made merry over that 
long protracted tea! The glee with which the locksmith asked 
Joe if he remembered that stormy night at the Maypole when he 
first asked after Dolly—the laugh they all had about that night 
when she was going out to the party in the sedan-chair—the 
unmerciful manner in which they rallied Mrs. Varden about put- 
ting those flowers outside that very window—the difficulty Mrs. 
Varden found in joining the laugh against herself at first, and 
the extraordinary perception she had of the joke when she over- 
came it—the confidential statements of Joe concerning the precise 
day and hour when he was first conscious of being fond of Dolly, 
and Dolly’s blushing admissions, half volunteered, and half ex- 
torted, as to the time from which she dated the discovery that she 
“didn’t mind” Joe—here was an exhaustless fund of mirth and 
conversation ! 

Then there was a great deal to be said regarding Mrs. Varden’s 
doubts, and motherly alarms, and shrewd suspicions; and it 
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appeared that from Mrs. Varden’s penetration and extreme 
sagacity nothing had ever been hidden. She had known it all 
along. She had seen it from the first. She had always predicted 
it. She had been aware of it before the principals. She had 
said within herself (for she remembered the exact words) “that 
young Willet is certainly looking after our Dolly, and Z must look 
after him.” Accordingly she had looked after him, and had 
observed many little circumstances (all of which she named) so 
exceedingly minute that nobody else could make anything out of 
them even now; and had, it seemed from first to last, displayed 
the most unbounded tact and most consummate generalship. 

Of course the night when Joe would ride homeward by the side 
of the chaise, and when Mrs. Varden would insist upon his going 
back again, was not forgotten—nor the night when Dolly fainted 
on his name being mentioned—nor the times upon times when 
Mrs. Varden, ever watchful and prudent, had found her pining in 
her own chamber. In short, nothing was forgotten; and every- 
thing by some means or other brought them back to the conclusion, 
that that was the happiest hour in all their lives; consequently, 
that everything must have occurred for the best, and nothing 
could be suggested which would have made it better. 

While they were in the full glow of such discourse as this, 
there came a startling knock at the door, opening from the street 
into the workshop, which had been kept closed all day that the 
house might be more quiet. Joe, as in duty bound, would hear 
of nobody but himself going to open it; and accordingly left the 
room for that purpose. 

It would have been odd enough, certainly, if Joe had forgotten 
the way to this door; and even if he had, as it was a pretty large 
one and stood straight before him, he could not easily have missed 
it. But Dolly, perhaps because she was in the flutter of spirits 
before mentioned, or perhaps because she thought he would not 
be able to open it with his one arm—she could have had no other 
reason—hurried out after him; and they stopped so long in the 
passage—no doubt owing to Joe’s entreaties that she would not 
expose herself to the draught of July air which must infallibly 
come rushing in on this same door being opened—that the knock 
was repeated, in a yet more startling manner than before. 

“Ts anybody going to open that door?” cried the locksmith. 
“Or shall I come?” 

Upon that, Dolly went running back into the parlour, all 
dimples and blushes; and Joe opened it with a mighty noise, 
aa other superfluous demonstrations of being in a violent 

wry. 
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“Well,” said the locksmith, when he reappeared : ‘ what is it? 
eh Joe? what are you laughing at?” 

“Nothing, Sir. It’s coming in.” 

“Who's coming in? what’s coming in?” Mrs. Varden, as much 
at a loss as her husband, could only shake her head in answer to 
his inquiring look: so the locksmith wheeled his chair round to 
command a better view of the room door, and stared at it with 
his eyes wide open, and a mingled expression of curiosity and 
wonder shining in his jolly face. 

Instead of some person or persons straightway appearing, divers 
remarkable sounds were heard, first in the workshop and afterwards 
in the little dark passage between it and the parlour, as though 
some unwieldy chest or heavy piece of furniture were being brought 
in, by an amount of human strength inadequate to the task. At 
length after much struggling and bumping, and bruising of the 
wall on both sides, the door was forced open as by a battering-ram ; 
and the locksmith, steadily regarding what appeared beyond, smote 
his thigh, elevated his eyebrows, opened his mouth, and cried in a 
loud voice expressive of the utmost consternation: 

“Damme, if it an’t Miggs come back !” 

The young damsel whom he named no sooner heard these 
words, than deserting a very small boy and a very large box by 
whom she was accompanied, and advancing with such precipitation 
that her bonnet flew off her head, burst into the room, clasped her 
hands (in which she held a pair of pattens, one in each), raised her 
eyes devotedly to the ceiling, and shed a flood of tears. 

“The old story!” cried the locksmith, looking at her in inex- 
pressible desperation. “She was born to be a damper, this young 
woman ! nothing can prevent it!” 

“Tio master, ho mim!” cried Miggs, ‘can I constrain my 
feelings in these here once agin united moments! Ho Mr. Warden, 
here’s blessedness among relations, Sir, here’s forgivenesses of 
injuries, here’s amicablenesses ! ” 

The locksmith looked from his wife to Dolly, and from Dolly 
to Joe, and from Joe to Miggs, with his eyebrows still elevated 
and his mouth still open: when his eyes got back to Miggs, they 
rested on her; fascinated. 

“To think,” cried Miggs with hysterical joy, “that Mr. Joe, 
and dear Miss Dolly, has raly come together after all as has been 
said and done contrairy! ‘Tc see them two a settin’ along with 
him and her, so pleasant and in all respects so affable and mild ; 
and me not knowing of it, and not being in the ways to make no 
preparations for their teas. Ho what a cutting thing it is, and yet 
what sweet sensations is awoke within me!” 
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Either in clasping her hands again, or in an ecstasy of pious 
joy, Miss Miggs clinked her pattens after the manner of a pair of 
cymbals, at this juncture ; and then resumed in the softest accents : 

“ And did my missis think—ho goodness, did she think—as her 
own Miggs, which supported her under so many trials, and under- 
stood her natur’ when them as intended well but acted rough, 
went so deep into her feelings—did she think as her own Miggs 
would ever leave her? Did she think as Miggs, though she was 
but a servant, and knowed that servitudes was no inheritances, 
would forgit that she was the humble instruments as always made 
it comfortable between them two when they fell out, and always 


told master of the meekness and forgiveness of her blessed dis- 
positions! Did she think as Miggs had no attachments? Did 
she think the wages was her only object 2” 

To none of these interrogatories, whereof every one was more 
pathetically delivered than the last, did Mrs. Varden answer one 
word: but Miggs, not at all abashed by this circumstance, turned 
to the small boy in attendance—her eldest nephew; son of her 
own married sister; born in Golden Lion Court, number twenty- 
sivin; and bred in the very shadow of the second bell-handle on 
the right-hand door-post—and with a plentiful use of her pocket- 
handkerchief, addressed herself to him: requesting that on his 
return home he would console his parents for the loss of her, his 
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aunt, by delivering to them a faithful statement of his having left 
her in the bosom of that family, with which, as his aforesaid 
parents well knew, her best affections were incorporated ; that he 
would remind them that nothing less than her imperious sense of 
duty, and devoted attachment to her old master and missis, like- 
wise Miss Dolly and young Mr. Joe, should ever have induced her 
to decline that pressing invitation which they, his parents, had, as 
he could testify, given her, to lodge and board with them, free of 
all cost and charge, for evermore ; lastly, that he would help her 
with her box up stairs, and then repair straight home, bearing her 
blessing and her strong injunctions to mingle in his prayers a 
supplication that he might in course of time grow up a locksmith, 
or a Mr. Joe, and have Mrs. Vardens, and Miss Dollys for his 
relations and friends, 

Having brought this admonition to an end, upon which, to say 
the truth, the young gentleman for whose benefit it was designed, 
bestowed little or no heed, having to all appearance his faculties 
absorbed in the contemplation of the sweetmeats,—Miss Miggs 
signified to the company in general that they were not to be 
uneasy, for she would soon return; and, with her nephew’s aid, 
prepared to bear her wardrobe up the staircase. 

“My dear,” said the locksmith to his wife. ‘‘ Do you desire 
this ?” 

“T desire it!” she answered. ‘“‘I am astonished—I am 
amazed—at her audacity. Let her leave the house this moment.” 

Miggs, hearing this, let her end of the box fall heavily to the 
floor, gave a very loud sniff, crossed her arms, screwed down the 
corners of her mouth, and cried, in an ascending scale, ‘‘ Ho, good 
gracious !” three distinct times. 

“You hear what your mistress says, my love,” remarked the 
locksmith. ‘ You had better go, I think. Stay; take this with 
you, for the sake of old service.” 

Miss Miggs clutched the bank-note he took from his pocket- 
book and held out to her; deposited it in a small, red leather 
purse ; put the purse in her pocket (displaying, as she did so, a 
considerable portion of some under-garment, made of flannel, and 
more black cotton stocking than is commonly seen in public) ; and, 
tossing her head, as she looked at Mrs. Varden, repeated— 

‘Ho, good gracious !” 

“J think you said that once before, my dear,” observed the 
locksmith. 

“Times is changed, is they, mim!” cried Miggs, bridling ; 
“you can spare me now, can you? You can keep ’em down with- 
out me? You're not in wants of any one to scold, or throw the 
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ad 
blame upon, no longer, an’t you, mim? I’m glad to find youve | 
grown so independent. I wish you joy, I’m sure!” 

With that she dropped a curtsey, and keeping her head erect, 
her ear towards Mrs. Varden, and her eye on the rest of the 
company, as she alluded to them in her remarks, proceeded : 

“Tm quite delighted, I’m sure, to find sich independency, 
feeling sorry though, at the same time, mim, that you should have 
been forced into submissions when you couldn’t help yourself—he 
he he! It must be great vexations, ‘specially considering how ill 
you always spoke of Mr. Joe—to have him for a son-in-law at last ; 
and I wonder Miss Dolly can put up with him, either, after being 
off and on for so many years with a coachmaker. But I have 
heerd say that the coachmaker thought twice about it—he he he !— 
and that he told a young man as was a frind of his, that he hoped he 
knowed better than to be drawed into that; though she and all 
the family did pull uncommon strong!” 

Here she paused for a reply, and receiving none, went on as 
before. 

““T have heerd say, mim, that the illnesses of some ladies was 
all pretensions, and that they could faint away stone dead when- 
ever they had the inclinations so todo. Of course I never see sich 
cases with my own eyes—ho no! He he he! Nor master neither 
—ho no! Hehehe! I have heerd the neighbours make remark 
as some one as they was acquainted with, was a poor good-natur’d 
mean-spirited creetur, as went out fishing for a wife one day, and 
caught a Tartar. Of course I never to my knowledge see the poor 
person himself. Nor did you neither, mim—ho no! I wonder who 
it can be—don’t you, mim? No doubt you do, mim. Ho yes. 
He he he!” 

.Again Miggs paused for a reply; and none being offered, was 
so oppressed with teeming spite and spleen, that she seemed like 
to burst. 

“Tm glad Miss Dolly can laugh,” cried Miggs with a feeble 
titter. “TI like to see folks a laughing—so do you, mim, don’t 
you? You was always glad to see people in spirits, wasn’t you, 
mim? And you always did your best to keep ’em cheerful, didn’t 
you, mim? ‘Though there an’t such a great deal to laugh at now 
either ; is there, mim? It an’t so much of a catch, after looking 
out go sharp ever since she was a little chit, and costing such a 
deal in dress and show, to get a poor, common soldier, with 
one arm, is it, mim? He he! I wouldn’t have a husband with 
one arm, anyways. I would have two arms. I would have two 
arms, if it was me, though instead of hands they’d only got hooks 
at the end, like our dustman !” 
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Miss Miggs was about to add, and had, indeed, begun to add, 
that, taking them in the abstract, dustmen were far more eligible 
matches than soldiers, though, to be sure, when people were past 
choosing they must take the best they could get, and think them- 
selves well off too; but her vexation and chagrin being of that 
internally bitter sort which finds no relief in words, and is 
aggravated to madness by want of contradiction, she could hold 
out no longer, and burst into a storm of sobs and tears. 

In this extremity she fell on the unlucky nephew, tooth and 
nail, and plueking a handful of hair from his head, demanded to 
know how long she was to stand there to be insulted, and whether 
or no he meant to help her to carry out the box again, and 
if he took a pleasure in hearing his family reviled, with other 
inquiries of that nature: at which disgrace and _ provocation, 
the small boy, who had been all this time gradually lashed into 
rebellion by the sight of unattainable pastry, walked off indignant, 
leaving his aunt and the box to follow at their leisure. Somehow 
or other, by dint of pushing and pulling, they did attain the street 
at last ; where Miss Miggs, all blowzed with the exertion of getting 
there, and with her sobs and tears, sat down upon her property ; 
to rest and grieve until she could ensnare some other youth to 
help her home. 

“Tt’s a thing to laugh at, Martha, not to care for,” whispered 
the locksmith, as he followed his wife to the window, and good- 
humouredly dried her eyes. ‘‘ What does it matter? You had 
seen your fault before. Come! Bring up Toby again, my 
dear; Dolly shall sing us a song; and we'll be all the merrier for 
this interruption.” 


CHAPTER THE EIGHTY-FIRST. 


ANoTHER month had passed, and the end of August had nearly 
come, when Mr. Haredale stood alone in the mail-coach office at 
Bristol. Although but a few weeks had intervened since his con- 
versation with Edward Chester and his niece, in the locksmith’s 
house, and he had made no change, in the mean time, in his 
accustomed style of dress, his appearance was greatly altered. 
He looked much older, and more care-worn. Violent agitation 
and anxiety of mind scatter wrinkles and grey hairs with no 
unsparing hand ; but deeper traces follow on the silent uprooting of 
old habits, and severing of dear, familiar ties. The affections are 
not so easily wounded as the passions, but their hurts are deeper, 
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and more lasting. He was now a solitary man, and the heart 
within him was dreary and lonesome. 

; He was not the less alone for having spent so many years in 
seclusion and retirement. This was no better preparation than a 
round of social cheerfulness : perhaps it even increased the keenness 
of his sensibility. He had been so dependent upon her for com- 
panionship and love; she had come to be so much a part and 
parcel of his existence ; they had had so many cares and thoughts 
in common, which no one else had shared ; that losing her was 
beginning life anew, and being required to summon up the hope 
and elasticity of youth, amid the doubts, distrusts, and weakened 
energies of age. 

The effort he had made to part from her with seeming cheerful- 
ness and hope—and they had parted only yesterday—left him the 
more depressed. With these feelings, he was about to revisit 
London for the last time, and look once more upon the walls of 
their old home, before turning his back upon it, for ever. 

The journey was a very different one in those days from what 
the present generation find it; but it came to an end, as the 
longest journey will, and he stood again in the streets of the 
metropolis. He lay at the inn where the coach stopped, and 
resolved, before he went to bed, that he would make his arrival 
known to no one; would spend but another night in London ; and 
would spare himself the pang of parting even with the honest 
locksmith. 

Such conditions of the mind as that to which he was a prey 
when he lay down to rest, are favourable to the growth of dis- 
ordered fancies, and uneasy visions. He knew this, even in the 
horror with which he started from his first sleep, and threw up 
the window to dispel it by the presence of some object, beyond the 
room, which had not been, as it were, the witness of his dream. 
But it was not a new terror of the night ; it had been present to 
him before, in many shapes ; it had haunted him in bygone times ; 
and visited his pillow again and again. If it had been but an 
ugly object, a childish spectre, haunting his sleep, its return, in its 
old form, might have awakened a momentary sensation of fear, 
which, almost in the act of waking, would have passed away. 
This disquiet, however, lingered about him, and would yield to 
nothing. When he closed his eyes again, he felt it hovering near ; 
as he slowly sank into a slumber, he was conscious of its gathering 
strength and purpose, and gradually assuming its recent shape ; 
when he sprang up from his bed, the same phantom vanished from 
his heated brain, and left him filled with a dread against which 
reason and waking thought were powerless. 
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The sun was up before he could shake it off. He rose late, 
but not refreshed, and remained within doors all that day. He 
had a fancy for paying his last visit to the old spot in the evening, 
for he had been accustomed to walk there at that season, and 
desired to see it under the aspect that was most familiar to him. 
At such an hour as would afford him time to reach it a little before 
sunset, he left the inn, and turned into the busy street. 

He had not gone far, and was thoughtfully making his way 
among the noisy crowd, when he felt a hand upon his shoulder, 
and, turning, recognised one of the waiters from the inn, who 
begged his pardon, but he had left his sword behind him. 

*“Why have you brought it to me?” he asked, stretching out 
his hand, and yet not taking it from the man, but looking at him 
in a disturbed and agitated manner. 

The man was sorry to have disobliged him, and would carry it 
back again. The gentleman had said that he was going a little 
way into the country, and that he might not return till late. 
The roads were not very safe for single travellers after dark; and 
since the riots, gentlemen had been more careful than ever, not to 
trust themselves unarmed in lonely places. ‘‘We thought you 
were a stranger, Sir,” he added, ‘and that you might believe our 
roads to be better than they are; but perhaps you know them 
well, and carry fire-arms—” 

He took the sword, and putting it up at his side, thanked the 
man, and resumed his walk. 

It was long remembered that he did this in a manner so strange, 
and with such a trembling hand, that the messenger stood looking 
after his retreating figure, doubtful whether he ought not to 
follow, and watch him. It was long remembered that he had been 
heard pacing his bedroom in the dead of the night ; that the attend- 
ants had mentioned to each other in the morning, how fevered and 
how pale he looked; and that when this man went back to the 
inn, he told a fellow-servant that what he had observed in this 
short interview lay very heavy on his mind, and that he feared the 
gentleman intended to destroy himself, and would never come 
back alive. 

With a half-consciousness that his manner had attracted the 
man’s attention (remembering the expression of his face when they 
parted), Mr. Haredale quickened his steps; and arriving at a 
stand of coaches, bargained with the driver of the best to carry 
him so far on his road as the point where the footway struck 
across the fields, and to await his return at a house of entertain- 
ment which was within a stone’s-throw of that place. Arriving 
there in due course, he alighted and pursued his way on foot. 
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He passed so near the Maypole, that he could see its smoke 
rising from among the trees, while a flock of pigeons—some of its 
old inhabitants, doubtless—sailed gaily home to roost, between him 
and the unclouded sky. ‘The old house will brighten up now,” 
he said, as he looked towards it, ‘‘and there will be a merry fire- 
side beneath its ivied roof. It is some comfort to know that 
everything will not be blighted hereabouts. I shall be glad to 
have one picture of life and cheerfulness to turn to!” 

He resumed his walk, and bent his steps towards the Warren. 
It was a clear, calm, silent evening, with hardly a breath of wind 
to stir the leaves, or any sound to break the stillness of the time, 
but drowsy sheep-bells tinkling in the distance, and at intervals 
the far-off lowing of cattle, or bark of village dogs. The sky was 
radiant with the softened glory of sunset; and on the earth, and 
in the air, a deep repose prevailed. At such an hour, he arrived 
at the deserted mansion which had been his home so long, and 
looked for the last time upon its blackened walls. 

The ashes of the commonest fire are melancholy things, for in 
them there is an image of death and ruin,—of something that has 
been bright, and is but dull, cold, dreary dust,—with which our 
nature forces us to sympathise. How much more sad the crumbled 
embers of a home: the casting down of that great altar, where the 
worst among us sometimes perform the worship of the heart ; and 
where the best have offered up such sacrifices, and done such deeds 
of heroism as, chronicled, would put the proudest temples of old 
Time, with all their vaunting annals, to the blush! 

He roused himself from a long train of meditation, and walked 
slowly round the house. It was by this time almost dark. 

He had nearly made the circuit of the building, when he 
uttered a half-suppressed exclamation, started, and stood still. 
Reclining, in an easy attitude, with his back against a tree, and 
contemplating the ruin with an expression of exquisite pleasure,— 
a pleasure so keen that it overcame his habitual indolence and 
command of feature, and displayed itself utterly free from all 
restraint or reserve,—before him, on his own ground, and triumph- 
ing over him then, as he had done in every misfortune and dis- 
appointment of his life, there stood the man whose presence, of all 
mankind, in any place, and least of all in that, he could the least 
endure, 

Although his blood so rose against this man, and his wrath so 
stirred within him, that he could have struck him dead, he put 
such fierce constraint upon himself that he passed him without a 
word or look. Yes, and he would have gone on, and not turned, 
though to resist the Devil who poured such hot temptation in his 
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brain, required an effort scarcely human, if this man had not him- 
self summoned him to stop: and that, with an assumed compassion 
in his voice which drove him well-nigh mad, and in an instant 
routed all the self-command it had been anguish—acute, poignant 
anguish—to sustain. 

All consideration, reflection, mercy, forbearance ; everything by 
which a goaded man can curb his rage and passion; fled from him 
as he turned back. And yet he said, slowly and quite calmly— 
far more calmly than he had ever spoken to him before : 

“Why have you called to me?” 

**To remark,” said Sir John Chester with his wonted composure, 
“what an odd chance it is, that we should meet here!” 

“Tt zs a strange chance.” 

“Strange! The most remarkable and singular thing in the 
world. I never ride in the evening; I have not done so for years. 
The whim seized me, quite unaccountably, in the middle of last 
night.—How very picturesque this is !”—He pointed, as he spoke, 
to the dismantled house, and raised his glass to his eye. 

“You praise your own work very freely.” 

Sir John let fall his glass; inclined his face towards him with 
an air of the most courteous inquiry ; and slightly shook his head 
as though he were remarking to himself, “I fear this animal is 
going mad!” 

“‘T say you praise your own work very freely,” repeated Mr. 
Haredale. 

‘Work !” echoed Sir John, looking smilingly round. ‘Mine! 
—I beg your pardon, I really beg your pardon—” 

“Why, you see,” said Mr. Haredale, “those walls. You see 
those tottering gables. You see on every side where fire and 
smoke have raged. You see the destruction that has been 
wanton here. Do you not?” 

“My good fellow,” returned the knight, gently checking his 
impatience with his hand, ‘‘of course I do. I see everything you 
speak of, when you stand aside, and do not interpose yourself 
between the view and me. I am very sorry for you. If I had 
not had the pleasure to meet you here, I think I should have 
written to tell you so, But you don’t bear it as well as I had 
expected—excuse me—no, you don’t indeed.” 

He pulled out his snuff-box, and addressing him with the 
superior air of a man who by reason of his higher nature has a 
right to read a moral lesson to another, continued : 

“For you are a philosopher, you know—one of that stern and 
rigid school who are far above the weaknesses of mankind in 
general, You are removed, a long way, from the frailties of the 
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crowd, You contemplate them from a height, and rail at them 
with a most impressive bitterness. I have heard you.” 

—‘ And shall again,” said Mr. Haredale. 

“Thank you,” returned the other. “Shall we walk as we 
talk? The damp falls rather heavily. Well,—as you please. 
But I grieve to say that I can spare you only a very few moments.” 

“TJ would,” said Mr. Haredale, ‘‘you had spared me none. I 
would, with all my soul, you had been in Paradise (if such a 
monstrous lie could be enacted), rather than here to-night.” 

“ Nay,” returned the other—“ really—you do yourself injustice. 
You are a rough companion, but I would not go so far to avoid 
you.” 

“Listen to me,” said Mr. Haredale. ‘‘ Listen to me.” 

“While you rail?” inquired Sir John, 

“While I deliver your infamy. You urged and stimulated to 
do your work a fit agent, but one who in his nature—in the very 
essence of his being—is a traitor, and who has been false to you, 
despite the sympathy you two should have together, as he has 
been to all others. With hints, and looks, and crafty words, 
which told again are nothing, you set on Gashford to this work— 
this work before us now. With these same hints, and looks, and 
crafty words, which told again are nothing, you urged him on to 
eratify the deadly hate he owes me—lI have earned it, I thank 
Heaven—by the abduction and dishonour of my niece. You did. 
I see denial in your looks—” he cried, abruptly pointing in his face, 
and stepping back. ‘‘ Denial is a lie!” 

He had his hand upon his sword; but the knight, with a 
contemptuous smile, replied to him as coldly as before. 

_ “You will take notice, Sir—if you can discriminate sufficiently 
—that I have taken the trouble to deny nothing. Your discern- 
ment is hardly fine enough for the perusal of faces, not of a kind 
as coarse as your speech; nor has it ever been, that I remember ; 
or, in one face that I could name, you would have read indifference, 
not to say disgust, somewhat sooner than you did. I speak of a 
long time ago,—but you understand me.” 

“Disguise it as you will, you mean denial. Denial explicit or 
reserved, expressed or left to be inferred, is still a lie. You say 
you don’t deny. Do you admit?” 

“You yourself,” returned Sir John, suffering the current of his 
speech to flow as smoothly as if it had been stemmed by no one 
word of interruption, ‘‘ publicly proclaimed the character of the 
gentleman in question (I think it was in Westminister Hall) in 
terms which relieve me from the necessity of making any further 
allusion to him. You may have been warranted ; you may not 
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have been ; I can’t say. Assuming the gentleman to be what you 
described, and to have made to you or any other person any state- 
ments that may have happened to suggest themselves to him, for 
the sake of his own security, or for the sake of money, or for his 
own amusement, or for any other consideration,—I have nothing 
to say of him, except that his extremely degrading situation 
appears to me to be shared with his employers. You are so very 
plain yourself, that you will excuse a little freedom in me, I am 
sure.” 

“ Attend to me again, Sir John—but once,” cried Mr. Haredale ; 
‘in your every look, and word, and gesture, you tell me this was 
not your act. I tell you that it was, and that you tampered with 
the man I speak of, and with your wretched son (whom God for- 
give) to do this deed. You talk of degradation and character. 
You told me once that you had purchased the absence of the poor 
idiot and his mother, when (as I have discovered since, and then 
suspected) you had gone to tempt them, and had found them flown. 
To you I traced the insinuation that I alone reaped any harvest 
from my brother’s death; and all the foul attacks and whispered 
calumnies that followed. in its train. In every action of my life, 
from that first hope which you converted into grief and desolation, 
you have stood, like an adverse fate, between me and peace. In 
all, you have ever been the same cold-blooded, hollow, false, un- 
worthy villain. For the second time, and for the last, I cast 
these charges in your teeth, and spurn you from me as I would a 
faithless dog !” 

With that he raised his arm, and struck him on the breast so 
that he staggered back. Sir John, the instant he recovered, drew 
his sword, threw away the scabbard and his hat, and rushing on 
his adversary made a desperate lunge at his heart, which, but 
that his guard was quick and true, would have stretched him dead 
upon the grass. 

In the act of striking him, the torrent of his opponent’s rage 
had reached a stop. He parried his rapid thrusts, without return- 
ing them, and called to him with a frantic kind of terror in his 
face to keep back. 

“Not to-night! not to-night!” he cried. ‘In God’s name, 
not to-night !” 

Seeing that he lowered his weapon, and that he would not 
thrust in turn, Sir John lowered his. 

“‘T warn you, not to-night!” his adversary cried. ‘‘ Be warned 
in time!” 

“Vou told me—it must have been in a sort of inspiration—” 
said Sir John, quite deliberately, though now he dropped his mask, 
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and showed his bitter hatred in his face, ‘‘that this was the last 
time. Be assured it is! Did you believe our last meeting was 
forgotten? Did you believe that your every word and look was 
not to be accounted for, and was not well remembered? Do you 
believe that I have waited your time, or you mine? What kind 
of man is he who entered, with all his sickening cant of honesty 
and truth, into a bond with me to prevent a marriage he affected 
to dislike, and when I had redeemed my part to the spirit and the 
letter, skulked from his, and brought the match about in his own 


time, to rid himself of a burden he had grown tired of, and cast a 
spurious lustre on his house ?” 

“T have acted,” cried Mr. Haredale, ‘with honour and in 
good faith. I do so now. Do not force me to renew this duel 
to-night !” 

“You said my ‘wretched’ son, I think? ” said Sir John, with 
a smile. ‘Poor fool! The dupe of such a shallow knave— 
trapped into marriage by such an uncle and by such a niece—he 
well deserves your pity. But he is no longer son of mine: you 
are welcome to the prize your craft has made, Sir.” 

“Once more,” cried his opponent, wildly stamping on the 
ground, “although you tear me from my better angel, I implore 
you not to come within the reach of my sword to-night. Oh! 
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why were you here at all! Why have we met! To-morrow 
would have cast us far apart for ever !” 

“That being the case,” returned Sir John, without the least 
emotion, “it is very fortunate we have met to-night. Haredale, I 
have always despised you, as you know, but I have given you 
eredit for a species of brute courage. For the honour of my 
judgment, which I had thought a good one, I am sorry to find 
you a coward.” 

Not another word was spoken on either side. They crossed 
swords, though it was now quite dusk, and attacked each other 
fiercely. They were well matched. Each was skilled in the 
management of his weapon. Mr. Haredale had the advantage in 
strength and height ; on the other hand his adversary could boast 
superior address, and certainly a greater share of coolness. 

After a few seconds they grew hotter and more furious, and 
pressing on each other inflicted and received several slight wounds. 
It was directly after receiving one of these in his arm, that Mr. 
Haredale, making a keener thrust as he felt the warm blood 
spirting out, plunged his sword through his opponent’s body to 
the hilt. 

Their eyes met, and were on each other, as he drew it out. He 
put his arm about the dying man, who repulsed him, feebly, and 
dropped upon the turf. Raising himself upon his hands, he gazed 
at him for an instant, with scorn and hatred in his look: but 
seeming to remember, even then, that this expression would 
distort his features after death, he tried to smile; and, faintly 
moving his right hand, as if to hide his bloody linen in his vest, 
fell back dead—the phantom of last night. 


CHAPTER THE LAST. 


A PARTING glance at such of the actors in this little history as 
it has not, in the course of its events, dismissed, will bring it to 
an end. 

Mr. Haredale fled that night. Before pursuit could be begun, 
indeed before Sir John was traced or missed, he had left the 
kingdom. Repairing straight to a religious establishment, known 
throughout Europe for the rigour and severity of its discipline, 
and for the merciful penitence it exacted from those who sought 
its shelter as a refuge from the world, he took the vows which 
thenceforth shut him out from nature and his kind, and after a 
few remorseful years was buried in its gloomy cloisters. 
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Two days elapsed before the body of Sir John was found. As 
soon as it was recognised and carried home, the faithful valet, true 
to his master’s creed, eloped with all the cash and movables he 
could lay his hands on, and started as a finished gentleman upon 
his own account. In this career he met with great success, and 
would certainly have married an heiress in the end, but for an 
unlucky check which led to his premature decease. He sank 
under a contagious disorder, very prevalent at that time, and 
vulgarly termed the jail fever. 

Lord George Gordon, remaining in his prison in the Tower 
until Monday the Fifth of February in the following year, was on 
that day solemnly tried at Westminster for High Treason. Of 
this crime he was, after a patient investigation, declared Not 
Guilty ; upon the ground that there was no proof of his having 
called the multitude together with any traitorous or unlawful 
intentions. Yet so many people were there still, to whom those 
riots taught no lesson of reproof or moderation, that a public 
subscription was set on foot in Scotland to defray the cost of his 
defence. 

For seven years afterwards he remained, at the strong inter- 
cession of his friends, comparatively quiet ; saving that he every 
now and then took occasion to display his zeal for the Protestant 
faith in some extravagant proceeding which was the delight of its 
enemies ; and saving, besides, that he was formally excommunicated 
by the Archbishop of Canterbury, for refusing to appear as a 
witness in the Ecclesiastical Court when cited for that purpose. 
In the year 1788 he was stimulated by some new insanity to write 
and publish an injurious pamphlet, reflecting on the Queen of 
France, in very violent terms. Being indicted for the libel, and 
(after various strange demonstrations in Court) found guilty, he 
fled into Holland in place of appearing to receive sentence: from 
whence, as the quiet burgomasters of Amsterdam had no relish 
for his company, he was sent home again with all speed. Arriving 
in the month of July at Harwich, and going thence to Birmingham, 
he made in the latter place, in August, a public profession of the 
Jewish religion ; and figured there as a Jew until he was arrested, 
and brought back to London to receive the sentence he had evaded. 
By virtue of this sentence he was, in the month of* December, 
cast into Newgate for five years and ten months, and required 
besides to pay a large fine, and to furnish heavy securities for his 
future good behaviour. 

After addressing, in the midsummer of the following year, an 
appeal to the commiseration of the National Assembly of France, 
which the English minister refused to sanction, he composed 


BARNABY RUDGE. 599 


himself to undergo his full term of punishment ; and suffering his 
beard to grow nearly to his waist, and conforming in all respects 
to the ceremonies of his new religion, he applied himself to the 
study of history, and occasionally to the art of painting, in which, 
in his younger days, he had shown some skill. Deserted by his 
former friends, and treated in all respects like the worst criminal 
in the jail, he lingered on, quite cheerful and resigned, until the 
lst of November 1793, when he died in his cell, being then only 
three-and-forty years of age. 

Many men with fewer sympathies for the distressed and needy, 
with less abilities and harder hearts, have made a shining figure 
and left a brilliant fame. He had his mourners. The prisoners 
bemoaned his loss, and missed him; for though his means were 
not large his charity was great, and in bestowing alms among 
them he considered the necessities of all alike, and knew no 
distinction of sect or creed. There are wise men in the highways 
of the world who may learn something, even from this poor crazy 
lord who died in Newgate. 

To the last, he was truly served by bluff John Grueby. He 
was at his side before he had been four-and-twenty hours in the 
Tower, and never left him until he died. He had one other 
constant attendant, in the person of a beautiful Jewish girl; who 
attached herself to him from feelings half religious, half romantic, 
but whose virtuous and disinterested character appears to have 
been beyond the censure even of the most censorious. 

Gashford deserted him, of course. He subsisted for a time 
upon his traffic in his master’s secrets; and, this trade failing 
when the stock was quite exhausted, procured an appointment in 
the honourable corps of spies and eaves-droppers employed by the 
Government. As one of these wretched underlings, he did his 
drudgery, sometimes abroad, sometimes at home ; and long endured 
the various miseries of such a station. Ten or a dozen years ago 
—-not more—a meagre, wan old man, diseased and miserably poor, 
was found dead in his bed at an obscure inn in the Borough, 
where he was quite unknown. He had taken poison. There was 
no clue to his name; but it was discovered from certain entries in 
a pocket-book he carried, that he had been secretary to Lord 
George Gordon in the time of the famous riots. 

Many months after the re-establishment of peace and order ; 
and even when it had ceased to be the town talk, that every 
military officer, kept at free quarters by the City during the late 
alarms, had cost for his board and lodging four pounds four per 
day, and every private soldier two and twopence half-penny ; many 
months after even this engrossing topic was forgotten, and the 
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United Bull-dogs were to a man all killed, imprisoned, or trans- 
ported; Mr. Simon Tappertit, being removed from a hospital to 
prison, and thence to his place of trial, was discharged by pro- 
clamation, on two wooden legs. Shorn of his graceful limbs, and 
brought down from his high estate to circumstances of utter 
destitution, and the deepest misery, he made shift to stump back 
to his old master, and beg for some relief. By the locksmith’s 
advice and aid, he was established in business as a shoe-black, and 
opened shop under an archway near the Horse Guards. This 
being a central quarter, he quickly made a very large connexion ; 
and on levee days, was sometimes known to have as many as 
twenty half-pay officers waiting their turn for polishing. Indeed 
his trade increased to that extent, that in course of time he 
entertained no less than two apprentices, besides taking for his 
wife the widow of an eminent bone and rag collector, formerly of 
Millbank. With this lady (who assisted in the business) he lived 
in great domestic happiness, only chequered by those little storms 
which serve to clear the atmosphere of wedlock, and brighten its 
horizon. In some of these gusts of bad weather, Mr. Tappertit 
would, in the assertion of his prerogative, so far forget himself, as to 
correct his lady with a brush, or boot, or shoe; while she (but 
only in extreme cases) would retaliate by taking off his legs, and 
leaving him exposed to the derision of those urchins who delight 
in mischief. 

Miss Miggs, baffled in all her schemes, matrimonial and other- 
wise, and cast upon a thankless, undeserving world, turned very 
sharp and sour; and did at length become so acid, and did so 
pinch and slap and tweak the hair and noses of the youth of 
Golden Lion Court, that she was by one consent expelled that 
sanctuary, and desired to bless some other spot of earth, in 
preference. It chanced at that moment, that the justices of the 
peace for Middlesex proclaimed by public placard that they stood 
in need of a female turnkey for the County Bridewell, and 
appointed a day and hour for the inspection of candidates. Miss 
Miggs attending at the time appointed, was instantly chosen and 
selected from one hundred and twenty-four competitors, and at 
once promoted to the office; which she held until her decease, 
more than thirty years afterwards, remaining single all that time. 
It was observed of this lady that while she was inflexible and 
grim to all her female flock, she was particularly so to those who 
could establish any claim to beauty: and it was often remarked as 
a proof of her indomitable virtue and severe chastity, that to such 
as had been frail she showed no mercy ; always falling upon them 
on the slightest occasion, or on no occasion at all, with the fullest 
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measure of her wrath. Among other useful inventions which she 
practised upon this class of offenders and bequeathed to posterity, 
was the art of inflicting an exquisitely vicious poke or dig with 
the wards of a key in the small of the back, near the spine. She 
likewise originated a mode of treading by accident (in pattens) on 
such as had small feet ; also very remarkable for its ingenuity, and 
previously quite unknown. 

It was not very long, you may be sure, before Joe Willet and 
Dolly Varden were made husband and wife, and with a handsome 
sum in bank (for the locksmith could afford to give his daughter 
a good dowry), reopened the Maypole. It was not very long, 
you may be sure, before a red-faced little boy was seen staggering 
about the Maypole passage, and kicking up his heels on the green 
before the door. It was not very long, counting by years, before 
there was a red-faced little girl, another red-faced little boy, and a 
whole troop of girls and boys: so that, go to Chigwell when you 
would, there would surely be seen, either in the village street, or 
in the green, or frolicking in the farm-yard—for it was a farm 
now, as well as a tavern—more small Joes and small Dollys than 
could be easily counted. It was not a very long time before these 
appearances ensued ; but it was a very long time before Joe looked 
five years older, or Dolly either, or the locksmith either, or his 
wife either: for cheerfulness and content are great beautifiers, 
and are famous preservers of youthful looks, depend upon it, 

It was a long time, too, before there was such a country inn as 
the Maypole, in all England: indeed it is a great question whether 
there has ever been such another to this hour, or ever will be. It 
was a long time too—for Never, as the proverb says, is a long 
day—before they forgot to have an interest in wounded soldiers 
at the Maypole; or before Joe omitted to refresh them, for the 
sake of his old campaign ; or before the serjeant left off looking 
in there, now and then; or before they fatigued themselves, or 
each other, by talking on these occasions of battles and sieges, 
and hard weather and hard service, and a thousand things 
belonging to a soldier’s life. As to the great silver snuff-box 
which the King sent Joe with his own hand, because of his 
conduct in the Riots, what guest ever went to the Maypole 
without putting finger and thumb into that box, and taking a 
great pinch, though he had never taken a pinch of snuff before, 
and almost sneezed himself into convulsions even then? As to 
the purple-faced vintner, where is the man who lived in those 
times and never saw fim at the Maypole: to all appearance as 
much at home in the best room, as if he lived there? And as to 
the feastings and christenings, and revellings at Christmas, and 
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celebrations of birthdays, wedding-days, and all manner of days, 
both at the Maypole and the Golden Key,—if they are not 
notorious, what facts are ? 

Mr. Willet the elder, having been by some extraordinary 
means possessed with the idea that Joe wanted to be married, 
and that it would be well for him, his father, to retire into private 
life, and enable him to live in comfort, took up his abode in a 
small cottage at Chigwell; where they widened and enlarged the 
fireplace for him, hung up the boiler, and furthermore planted in 
the little garden outside the front-door, a fictitious Maypole ; so 
that he was quite at home directly. To this, his new habitation, 
Tom Cobb, Phil Parkes, and Solomon Daisy went regularly every 
night: and in the chimney-corner, they all four quaffed, and 
smoked, and prosed, and dozed, as they had done of old. It 
being accidentally discovered after a short time that Mr. Willet 
still appeared to consider himself a landlord by profession, Joe 
provided him with a slate, upon which the old man regularly 
scored up vast accounts for meat, drink, and tobacco. As he grew 
older this passion increased upon him; and it became his delight 
to chalk against the name of each of his cronies a sum of 
enormous magnitude, and impossible to be paid: and such was 
his secret joy in these entries, that he would be perpetually seen 
going behind the door to look at them, and coming forth again, 
suffused with the liveliest satisfaction. 

He never recovered the surprise the Rioters had given him, 
and remained in the same mental condition down to the last 
moment of his life. It was like to have been brought to a speedy 
termination by the first sight of his first grandchild, which 
appeared to fill him with the belief that a miracle had happened 
to Joe, and that something alarming had occurred. Being promptly 
blooded, however, by a skilful surgeon, he rallied; and although 
the doctors all agreed, on his being attacked with symptoms of 
apoplexy six months afterwards, that he ought to die, and took it 
very ill that he did not, he remained alive—possibly on account of 
his constitutional slowness—for nearly seven years more, when he 
was one morning found speechless in his bed. He lay in this 
state, free from all tokens of uneasiness, for a whole week, when 
he was suddenly restored to consciousness by hearing the nurse 
whisper in his son’s ears that he was going. ‘I’m a going, 
Joseph,” said Mr. Willet, turning round upon the instant, “to the 
Salwanners ”—and immediately gave up the ghost. 

He left a large sum of money behind him; even more than he 
was supposed to have been worth, although the neighbours, 
according to the custom of mankind in calculating the wealth 
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that other people ought to have saved, had estimated his property 
in good round numbers. Joe inherited the whole; so that he 
became a man of great consequence in those parts, and was 
perfectly independent. 

Some time elapsed before Barnaby got the better of the shock 
he had sustained, or regained his old health and gaiety. But he 
recovered by degrees: and although he could never separate his 
condemnation and escape from the idea of a terrific dream, he 
became, in other respects, more rational. Dating from the time 
of his recovery, he had a better memory and greater steadiness of 
purpose ; but a dark cloud overhung his whole previous existence, 
and never cleared away. 

He was not the less happy for this; for his love of freedom 
and interest in all that moved or grew, or had its being in the 
elements, remained to him unimpaired. He lived with his 
mother on the Maypole farm, tending the poultry and the cattle, 
working in a garden of his own, and helping everywhere. He 
was known to every bird and beast about the place, and had a 
name for every one. Never was there a lighter-hearted husband- 
man, a creature more popular with young and old, a blither or 
more happy soul than Barnaby: and though he was free to 
ramble where he would, he never quitted Her, but was for ever- 
more her stay and comfort. 

It was remarkable that although he had that dim sense of the 
past, he sought out Hugh’s dog, and took him under his care ; 
and that he never could be tempted into London. When the 
Riots were many years old, and Edward and his wife came back 
to England with a family-almost as numerous as Dolly’s, and one 
day appeared at the Maypole porch, he knew them instantly, and 
wept and leaped for joy. But neither to visit them, nor on any 
other pretence, no matter how full of promise and enjoyment, 
could he be persuaded to set foot in the streets: nor did he ever 
conquer this repugnance or look upon the town again. 

Grip soon recovered his looks, and became as glossy and sleek 
as ever. But he was profoundly silent. Whether he had 
forgotten the art of Polite Conversation in Newgate, or had made 
a vow in those troubled times to forego, for a period, the display 
of his accomplishments, is matter of uncertainty ; but certain it is 
that for a whole year he never indulged in any other sound than 
a grave, decorous croak. At the expiration of that term, the 
morning being very bright and sunny, he was heard to address 
himself to the horses in the stable, upon the subject of the 
Kettle, so often mentioned in these pages ; and before the witness 
who overheard him could run into the house with the intelligence, 
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and add to it upon his solemn affirmation the statement that he 
had heard him laugh, the bird himself advanced with fantastic 
steps to the very door of the bar, and there cried “I’m a devil, 
I’m a devil, 7’m a devil!” with extraordinary rapture. 

From that period (although he was supposed to be much 
affected by the death of Mr. Willet senior), he constantly 
practised and improved himself in the vulgar tongue ; and as he 
was a mere infant for a raven, when Barnaby was grey, he has 
very probably gone on talking to the present time. 


THE END. 


Printed by R. & R. CrarK, Edinburgh. 


MACMILLAN’S THREE -AND-SIXPENNY SERIES 


OF 
WORKS BY POPULAR AUTHORS. 


In Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d. each. 


By Sir SAMUEL BAKER. 
TRUE TALES FOR MY GRANDSONS. 


By ROLF BOLDREWOOD. 


SATURDAY REVIEW—“Mr. Boldrewood can tell what he knows with great point 
and vigour, and there is no better reading than the adventurous parts of his books.” 

PALL MALL GAZETTE—“The volumes are brimful of adventure, in which gold, 
gold-diggers, prospectors, claim-holders, take an active part.” 


ROBBERY UNDER ARMS. THE SQUATTER’S DREAM. 
THE MINER'S RIGHT. A SYDNEY-SIDE SAXON, 
A COLONIAL REFORMER. NEVERMORE., 


By FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT. 
LOUISIANA; anp THAT LASS O’ LOWRIE’S. 


By HUGH CONWAY. 
MORNING POST— Life-like and full of individuality.” 
DAILY NEWS—“ Throughout written with spirit, good feeling, and ability, and a 


certain dash of humour.” 
LIVING OR DEAD? | A FAMILY AFFAIR. 


By Mrs. CRAIK. 


(The Author of “ Joun Harirax, GENTLEMAN.”) 
OLIVE. With Illustrations by G. Bowers. | TWO MARRIAGES. 
THE OGILVIES. With Illustrations. THE LAUREL BUSH. 
AGATHA’S HUSBAND. With Illustra-| MY MOTHER ANDI. With Illustrations. 


tions. MISS TOMMY: A Medizval Romance. 
HEAD OF THE FAMILY. With Illus- Illustrated. 
trations, KING ARTHUR: Nota Love Story. 


SERMONS OUT OF CHURCH. 


By F. MARION CRAWFORD. 


SPECTATOR— With the solitary exception of Mrs. Oliphant we have no living 
novelist more distinguished for variety of theme and range of imaginative outlook than Mr. 
Marion Crawford.” 

MR. ISAACS: A Tale of Modern India. 
Portrait of Author. PAUL PATOFF. 

DR. CLAUDIUS: A True Story. WITH THE IMMORTALS. 

A ROMAN SINGER. | GREIFENSTEIN. 


A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH. 


ZOROASTER. SANT’ ILARIO. 
MARZIO’S CRUCIFIX. A CIGARETTE-MAKER’S ROMANCE. 


By Sir HENRY CUNNINGHAM, K.C.LE. 


ST. JAMESS GAZETTE— Interesting as specimens of romance, the style of writing 
is so excellent—scholarly and at the same time easy and natural—that the volumes are worth 
reading on that account alone. But there is also masterly description of persons, places, and 
things ; skilful analysis of character ; a constant play of wit and humour ; and a happy gift of 
instantaneous portraiture.” 

THE C@RULEANS. | THE HERIOTS. 
WHEAT AND TARES., 


By CHARLES DICKENS. 


THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With 50 Illustrations. 
OLIVER TWIST. With 27 Illustrations. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 44 Illustrations. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With 4x Illustrations. 
THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With 97 Illustrations. 
BARNABY RUDGE. With 76 Illustrations. 


By LANOE FALCONER. 
CECILIA DE NOEL. 


By W. WARDE FOWLER. 


A YEAR WITH THE BIRDS. Illustrated by Bryan Hook. 
TALES OF THE BIRDS. Illustrated by Bryan Hook. 


By the Rev. JOHN GILMORE, 
STORM WARRIORS. 


By THOMAS HARDY. 


TIMES—“ There is hardly a novelist, dead or living, who so skillfully harmonises the 
poetry of moral life with its penury. Just as Millet could in the figure of a solitary peasant 
toiling on a plain convey a world of pathetic meaning, so Mr. Hardy with his yeomen and 
villagers. Their occupations in his hands wear a pathetic dignity, which not even the encomiums 
of a Ruskin could heighten.” 


THE WOODLANDERS. | WESSEX TALES. 


By BRET HARTE. 


SPEAKER—‘ The best work of Mr. Bret Harte stands entirely alone . . . marked on 
every page by distinction and quality. . . . Strength and delicacy, spirit and tenderness, go 
together in his best work.” 

CRESSY. 
THE HERITAGE or DEDLOW MARSH. 
A FIRST FAMILY OF TASAJARA. 


By the Author of ‘‘ Hogan, M.P.” 
HOGAN, M.P. 


By THOMAS HUGHES. 


TOM BROWN’S SCHOOLDAYS. With Illustrations by A. Hucues and S. P. Hatt. 
TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. With Illustrations by S. P. Hatt. 


THE SCOURING OF THE WHITE HORSE, ann THE ASHEN FAGGOT. With 
Illustrations by RicHARD DoyLe. 


By HENRY JAMES. 


SATURDAY REVIEW— Ve has the power of seeing with the artistic perception of 
ae few, and of writing about what he has seen, so that the many can understand and feel with 
im. 


_ WORLD—* His touch is so light, and his humour, while shrewd and keen, so free from 
bitterness.” 


A LONDON LIFE. | THE ASPERN PAPERS, 
THE TRAGIC MUSE. 


By ANNIE KEARY. 


SPECTATOR— In our opinion there have not been many novels published better worth 
reading. The literary workmanship is excellent, and all the windings of the stories are worked 
with patient fulness and a skill not often found.” 


CASTLE DALY, 


A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. 


JANET’S HOME. 
OLDBURY. 


A DOUBTING HEART. 


By PATRICK KENNEDY, 
LEGENDARY FICTIONS OF THE IRISH CELTS. 


By CHARLES KINGSLEY. 


WESTWARD HO! 

HYPATIA. 

YEAST. 

ALTON LOCKE. 

TWO YEARS AGO. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE. 

POEMS. 

THE HEROES. 

THE WATER BABIES. 

MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY. 

AT LAST. 

PROSE IDYLLS. 

PLAYS AND PURITANS, &c. 

THE ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. 

SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES 
AND ESSAYS. 

HISTORICAL LECTURES AND 
ESSAYS. 

SCIENTIFIC LECTURES AND 
ESSAYS. 


LITERARY AND GENERAL LEC. 
TURES. 

THE HERMITS. 

GLAUCUS; or, THE WonpDERS OF THE 
SEA-SHORE. With Coloured _ Illustra- 
tions. 

VILLAGE AND TOWN AND 
COUNTRY SERMONS. 

THE WATER OF LIFE, AND OTHER 
SERMONS. 

SERMONS ON NATIONAL’ SUB- 
JECTS, AND THE KING OF THE 
EARTH 


SERMONS FOR THE TIMES. 

GOOD NEWS OF GOD. 

THE GOSPEL OF THE PENTA- 
TEUCH, AND DAVID. 

DISCIPLINE, AND OTHER SER. 
MONS. 

WESTMINSTER SERMONS. 


ALL SAINTS’ DAY, AND OTHER SERMONS. 


By HENRY KINGSLEY. 
TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. 


By MARGARET LEE. 
FAITHFUL AND UNFAITHFUL. 


By AMY LEVY. 
REUBEN SACHS. 


By the EARL OF LYTTON. 
THE RING OF AMASIS. 


By MALCOLM M‘LENNAN. 
MUCKLE JOCK, AND OTHER STORIES OF PEASANT LIFE. 


By LUCAS MALET. 
MRS. LORIMER. 


By A. B. MITFORD. 


TALES OF OLD JAPAN. 


Illustrated. 


By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 


SPECTATOR—« Mr. Christie Murray has more power and genius for the delineation of 
English rustic life than any half-dozen of our surviving novelists put together. ; 
SATURDAY REVIEW— «Few modern novelists can tell a story of English country 


life better than Mr. D. Christie Murray.” 


AUNT RACHEL. 
JOHN VALPF’S GUARDIAN. 


SCHWARTZ, 
THE WEAKER VESSEL. 


HE FELL AMONG THIEVES. By D. C. Murray and H. Herman. 


By Mrs. OLIPHANT. | 


ACADEMY—« At her best she is, with one or two exceptions, the best of living English 
novelists.” 

SATURDAY REVIEWW— Has the charm of style, the literary quality and flavour 
that never fails to please.” 


A BELEAGUERED CITY. KIRSTEEN. 
JOYCE. HESTER. 
NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN. HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY. 


By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 


TIMES—“ Mr. Clark Russell is one of those writers who have set themselves to revive 
the British sea story in all its glorious excitement. Mr. Russell has made a considerable 
reputation in this line. His plots are well conceived, and that of Jfavooned is no exception 


to this rule.” 
MAROONED. | A STRANGE ELOPEMENT. 


By J. H. SHORTHOUSE. 


ANTI-JACOBIN—« Powerful, striking, and fascinating romances.” 
JOHN INGLESANT. THE LITTLE SCHOOLMASTER MARK. 
SIR PERCIVAL. THE COUNTESS EVE. 
A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN. 


By Mrs. HUMPHRY WARD. 
MISS BRETHERTON. 


By MONTAGU WILLIAMS, Q.C. 


LEAVES OF A LIFE. | LATER LEAVES. 

By Miss CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 
THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. LOVE AND LIFE. 
HEARTSEASE. UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. 
HOPES AND FEARS. STRAY PEARLS. 3 
DYNEVOR TERRACE, THE ARMOURER’S ’PRENTICES. 
THE DAISY CHAIN. THE TWO SIDES OF THE SHIELD. 
THE TRIAL: More Links or THE| NUTTIE’S FATHER. 

Daisy CHAIN. SCENES AND CHARACTERS. 


PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. Vol. I. CHANTRY HOUSE. 
PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. Vol. II. A MODERN TELEMACHUS. 


THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. BYE-WORDS. 
THE CLEVER WOMAN OF THE} BEECHCROFT AT ROCKSTONE. 

FAMILY. MORE BYWORDS. 
THE THREE BRIDES. A REPUTED CHANGELING. 
MY YOUNG ALCIDES. THE LITTLE DUKE. 
THE CAGED LION. THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. 
THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE’S NEST.| THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. 
THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. Ps AND Q's anpd LITTLE LUCY’S 
LADY HESTER, AND THE DANVERS WONDERFUL GLOBE. 

PAPERS. THE TWO PENNILESS PRIN- 
MAGNUM BONUM. CESSES. 

By ARCHDEACON FARRAR. 

SEEKERS AFTER GOD. IN THE DAYS OF THY YOUTH. 
ETERNAL HOPE. SAINTLY WORKERS. 
THE FALL OF MAN. EPHPHATHA. 


CHRIST. SERMONS AND ADDRESSES 
THE SILENCE AND VOICES OF GOD. DELIVERED IN AMERICA. Sept. 


By FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE. 
SERMONS PREACHED IN LINCOLN’S INN CHAPEL. Jx 6 vols. 


THE WITNESS OF HISTORY TO | MERCY AND JUDGMENT. 


MACMILLAN & CO., BEDFORD STREET, 
STRAND, LONDON. 


July, 1892. 


A CLASSIFIED 


Ce raLOoGur OE BOOKS 


IN GENERAL LITERATURE 


PUBLISHED BY 


MACMILLAN AND CO. 
BEDFORD STREET, STRAND, LONDON, W.C, 


for purely Educational Works see MACMILLAN AND Co,’s Educational Catalogue. 


AGRICULTURE. 
(See also BOTANY; GARDENING.) 


FRANKLAND (Prof. P. F.).—A HanpBookx 
OF AGRICULTURAL CHEMICAL ANALYSIS. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


TANNER (Henry).—ELementTary Lzssons 
IN THE SCIENCE OF AGRICULTURAL PRac- 


TICE. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
First PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE. 
18mo. Is. 


THE PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE. For 
Use in Elementary Schools. Ext. fep. 8vo.— 
THE ALPHABET OF THE PRINCIPLES OF 
AGRICULTURE. 6d@.— FURTHER STEPS IN 
THE PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE. 15.— 
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL READINGS ON THE 
PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE FOR THE 
THIRD STAGE. 1s. 


— Tue Apsot’s Farm; or, Practice with 


Science. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
ANATOMY, Human. (See Puysrorocy.) 
ANTHROPOLOGY. 


BROWN (J. Allen).—Par#o.irHic Man In 
Nortu-WeEstT MIDDLESEX. 8vo. 75. 6d. 


DAWKINS (Prof. W. Boyd).—Earty Man 
IN BRITAIN AND HIS PLACE IN THE TER- 
TIARY Periop. Med. 8vo. 25s. 


DAWSON (James). — AUSTRALIAN ABORI- 
GINES. Small 4to. 145. 


FINCK (Henry T.).—Romantic LovE anp 
PrerRsoNAL BEAuTY. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 18s. 


FISON (L.) and HOWITT (A. W.).—Kamt- 
LAROI AND KurRnai Group. Group-Mar- 
riage and Relationship, and Marriage by 
Elopement. 8vo. 155. 

FRAZER (J. G.).--Tue Gotpen Boucu: A 
Study in Comparative Religion. 2*vols, 
8vo. 28s. 

GALTON (Francis).—ENGLIsH MEN oF ScrI- 
ENCE: THEIR NATURE AND NURTURE. 
8vo. 8s. 6d. 

-— Inquirizs InTO Human FacuLty AND 
1Ts DEVELOPMENT. 8vo._ 16s. 

Recorp oF Famiry Facutties. Con- 
sisting of Tabular Forms and Directions for 
Entering Data. 4to. 2s. 6d. 

— Lire-History Atpum: Being a Personal 
Note-book, combining Diary, Photograph 
Album, a Register of Height, Weight, and 
other Anthropometrical Observations, and a 
Record of Illnesses. 4to. 3s.6¢.--Or with Cards 
of Wool for Testing Colour Vision. 4s. 6d. 

—— NarurAt INHERITANCE. 8vo. 95. 


M’LENNAN (J. F.).—TuHe ParriarRcHar 
THEORY. Edited and completed by DonaLp 
M’Lennan, M.A. 8vo. 14s. 

— Stupies in Ancient History. Com- 
prising ‘‘ Primitive Marriage.” 8vo. 16s. 
MONTELIUS—WOODS. — Tue Crvitisa- 
TION OF SWEDEN IN HEATHEN TIMES. 
By Prof. Oscar Monte .ius. Translated 
by Rev. F. H. Woops. LIllustr. 8vo. 14s. 
TURNER (Rey. Geo.).—Samoa, A HUNDRED 
YEARS AGO AND LONG BEFORE. Cr. 8vo. gs. 
TYLOR (E. B.).—ANTHROPOLOGY. Witb 

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

WESTERMARCK (Dr. Edward).—TueE His- 
TORY OF HUMAN MARRIAGE. With Preface 
by Dr. A. R. WaALLace. 8vo. 145. net. 

WILSON (Sir Daniel).—Preuistoric ANNALS 
OF SCOTLAND. Illustrated. 2 vols. 8vo. 36s. 

PrEHIsTORIC MAN: Researches into the 

Origin of Civilisation in the Old and New 


World. Illustrated. 2vols. 8vo. 36s. 
THE Ricgut Hann: Lert HANDEDNESs. 
Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 
ANTIQUITIES. 


(See also ANTHROPOLOGY.) 


ATKINSON (Rev. J. C.).—Forty Years In 
A MoorvanpD ParisH. Ext. cr. 8vo. 85. 6a. 
net.—//lustrated Edition. 12s. net. 


BURN (Robert).—Roman LITERATURE IN 
RELATION TO RomAN ART. With Illustra- 
tions. Ext. cr. 8vo. 14s. 


DILETTANTI SOCIETY'S PUBLICA- 
TIONS. 


Antiquities oF Ionia. Vols. I.—III. 22. 2s. 
each, or 5. 5s. the set, net.— Vol. IV. Folio, 
half morocco, 3¢. 13s. 6d. net. 

An INVESTIGATION OF THE PRINCIPLES OF 
ATHENIAN ARCHITECTURE. By F. C, 
Penrose. Illustrated. Folio. 72. 7s. nete 

SPECIMENS OF ANCIENT SCULPTURE: EGyp- 
TIAN, ETRUSCAN, GREEK, AND ROMAN, 
Vol. Il. Folio. 57. 5s. net. 


DYER (Louis).—StTupigs oF THE Gops IN 
GREECE AT CERTAIN SANCTUARIES RE- 
CENTLY EXCAVATED. Ext. cr. 8vo. 8s.6d. net. 

GARDNER (Percy).—Samos AND SAMIAN 
Coins: An Essay, 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

GOW (J., Litt.D.).—A Companton To ScHOoL 
Cvrassics. Illustrated. 3rd Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

HARRISON (Miss Jane) and VERRALL 
(Mrs.).—MyTHoLocy AND MoNnuMENTS OF 
ANCIENT ATHENS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 16s. 


I 


2 ANTIQUITIES—ASTRONOMY. 


ANTIQUITIES—continued. 


LANCIANI (Prof. R.).—AncienT RomME IN 
THE LIGHT OF RECENT DISCOVERIES. 4to. 245. 


MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—A PRmmeR oF 
GREEK ANTIQUITIES. 18mo, 1s. 

— Sociat Lire in GREECE FROM HOMER 
vo MeENANDER. 6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. os. 
— RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. I]- 

lustrated. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6a. 
(See also HisToRY, p. 11.) 
NEWTON (Sir C. ‘f.).—Essays on ART AND 
ARCHAOLOGY. 8vo. 125. 6d. 
SHUCHHARDT (Carl).—Dr. Scuiizmann’s 
ExcavaTions AT TRoy, TiryNSs, MyCENAE, 
OrcHoMENOS, ITHACA, IN THE LIGHT OF 
Recent KNowLepcGe. ‘Trans. by EUGENIZ 
SELLERS. Preface by WALTER Lear, Litt.D. 
Illustrated. 8vo. 18s. net. 
STRANGFORD. (See Vovaces & TRAVELS.) 
WALDSTEIN (C.).—CaTaLoGuE or Casts 
IN THE Museum oF CrassicaL ARCHA0- 
LOGY, CAMBRIDGE. Crown 8vo. 1s. 6a.— 
Large Paper Edition. Small 4to. 5s. 
WHITE (Gilbert). (See NaTurat History.) 


WILKINS (Prof. A. S.).—A Primer oF Ro- 
MAN ANTIQUITIES. 18mo. 1s. 


ARCHEOLOGY. (See ANTIQUITIES.) 


ARCHITECTURE. 

FREEMAN (Prof. E. A.).—Hisrory oF THE 
CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF WELLS. Cr. 8vo. 
38. 6a. 

— HistroricaL AND ARCHITECTURAL 
SKETCHES, CHIEFLY ITALIAN. Illustrated 
by the Author. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

HULL (E.).—A TREATISE ON ORNAMENTAL 
AND BUILDING STONES OF GREAT BRITAIN 
AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES. 8vo. 125, 

MOORE (Prof. C. H.).—THe DEvELOPMENT 
AND CHARACTER OF GoTHiIC ARCHITEC- 
TURE. Illustrated. Med. 8vo. 18s. 

PENROSE (F. C.). (See ANTIQUITIES.) 

STEVENSON (J. J.).—Houss ArcHitec- 


TuRE. With Illustrations, 2 vols. Roy. 
8vo. 18s. each.—Vol. I. ARCHITECTURE; 
Vol. I]. Housz PLANNING. 


ART. 
(See also Music.) 


ART AT HOME SERIES. Edited by 

W. J. Lorris, B.A. Cr. 8vo. 

THE Brproom AND Boupoir. By Lady 
BARKER. 28. 6d. 

NEEDLEWORK. By ELIZABETH GLAISTER, 
Illustrated. 25s. 6d. 

Music 1n THE House. By Jonn HULvan. 
4th edit. 2s. 6d. 


Tue Library. By ANDREW LaNG, witha 
Chapter on English Illustrated Books, by 
Austin Donson. 3s. 6d. 

Tue Dininc-Room. By Mrs.? Lorris, 
With Illustrations. end Edit. 2s. 6d. 

AMATEUR THEATRICALS. By WattTER H. 
PotitocKk and Lapy Pottock. Illustrated 
by Kate GREFNAWAY. 25. 62. 


ATKINSON (J. B.).—An Art Tour To 
NorTHERN CaPiITALs OF EuROPE. 8vo. 125. 


BURN (Robert). (See ANTIQUITIES.) 


CARR (J. Comyns).—Parers on Art. Cr. 
8vo. 85. 6d. 


COLLIER (Hon. John).—A PRIMER oF ArT. 
18mo. 1s. 

COOK (E. T.).—A PorpuLtar HanpsooKk To 
THE NaTIONAL GALLERY. Including Notes. 
collected from the Works of Mr. Ruskin. 
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo, half morocco. 145.— 
Large paper Edition, 250 copies. 2 vols. 8vo. 


CRANE (Lucy).—Lecrures oN ART AND» 
THE FORMATION OF TasTE, Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
DELAMOTTE (Prof. P. H.).—_A BrGINNER’S. 

Drawinc-Boox. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
ELLIS (Tristram).—SKETCHING FROM Na- 


TURE. Illustr. by H. Stacy oe RAY 
and the Author. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


HAMERTON (P. G.).—THouGHTS aBouT 
ArT. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 85. 6d. 

HERKOMER (cl.).—ETcHING AND MxEzzo- 
TINT ENGRAVING. 4to. 42s. net. 

HOOPER (W. H.)and PHILLIPS (W. C ).— 
A Manuat or Marks on PoTTeRY AND 
PoRCELAIN. 16mo. 4s. 6d. 

HUNT (W.).—Tacxs azsouT ART. 
Letter from Sir J. E. Mitvais, Bart., 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

LECTURES ON ART. By Recp. StuART 
Poor, Professor W. B. RicHmon»n, E. J. 
Poynter, R.A., J. T. MickLETHWAITS,, 
and WiLL1AM Morris. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 64 

NEWTON (Sir C. T.).—(See ANTIQUITIES.) 

PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.).—Essays on ART. 
Ext. fep. 8vo. 6s. 

PATER (W.).—TuHE RENAISSANCE: Studies. 
in Artand Poetry. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

PENNELL (Joseph).—PEN DrawinG AND. 
Pen DRAUGHTSMEN. With,158 Illustrations. 
4to. 32.135. 6d. net. 

PROPERT (J. Lumsden).—A History oF 
MrinratTure ArT. Illustrated. Super roy. 
4to. 32. 13s. 6¢.—Bound in vellum. 42. 14s. 6a. 


TURNER’S LIBER STUDIORUM: A. 


With a 
R.A. 


DescripTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W. G. 
Raw.inson. Med. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 
TYRWHITT (Rev. R. St. John).—Our 


SKETCHING CLuB. 5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


WYATT (Sir M. Digby).—Finz Art: A. 
Sketch of its History, Theory, Practice, and! 
Application to Industry. 8vo. 55s. 


ASTRONOMY. 


AIRY (Sir G. B.).—Poputar AsTRONOMY.. 
Illustrated. 7th Edit. Fep. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— Gravitation. An Elementary Explana- 
tion of the Principal Perturbations in the 
Solar System. end Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


BLAKE (J. F.).—AstronomicaL MyrTus.. 
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 9s. 


CHEYNE (C. H. H.).—An ELementary 
TREATISE ON THE PLANETARY THEORY. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

CLARK (L.) and SADLER (H.).—Tue Star: 
GuIpE. Roy. 8vo. 5s. 

CROSSLEY (E.), GLEDHILL (J.), and 
WILSON (J. M.).—A Hanpsoox oF Dovu-- 
BLE STARS. 8yo. 21s. 

—— CorRECTIONS TO THE HANDBOOK oF 
Dovusie Stars. 8vo. 1s. 
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FORBES (Prof. George).—TuHr TRANSIT OF 


Venus. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

GODFRAY (Hugh).—An ELemMeNnTARY 
TREATISE ON THE LuNaR THEORY. 2nd 
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 55. 6d. 


—— A TREATISE ON ASTRONOMY, FOR THE 
USE OF COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS. 8vo. 125. 6d. 


LOCKYER (J. Norman, F.R.S.).—A PRIMER 
oF Astronomy. Iilustrated. 18mo. 1s. 
— ELementary Lessons IN ASTRONOMY. 
Illustr. New Edition. Fep. 8vo. _ 5s. 6d. 
—— QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. By J. FORBES 

Rogpertson. Fep. 8vo. ts. 6d. 

— THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SuN. IIlus- 
trated. 8vo. ras. 

—— Tue Mereoritic HyporHEsis OF THE 
OriGINn oF Cosmicat SysTems. Illustrated. 
8vo. 175. net. 

— Tue EvoLuTIon oF THE HEAVENS AND 
THE Eartu. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 

—— Srar-GazinG Past AND PRESENT. Ex- 
panded from Notes with the assistance of 
G. M. Szasroxe. Roy. 8vo. ais. 

MILLER (R. Kalley).—THe Romance oF 
ASTRONOMY. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

NEWCOMB (Prof. Simon).—Popurar As- 
TRONOMY. Engravingsand Maps. 8vo. 18s. 

PENROSE (Francis).—On a METHOD oF 
PREDICTING, BY GRAPHICAL CONSTRUCTION, 
OccuLTATIONS OF STARS BY THE MOON AND 
Sorar Eciips—es FOR ANY GIVEN PLACE. 
4to. 125, : 

RADCLIFFE (Charles B.).—BreHiInD THE 


TipEs. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
ROSCOE—SCHUSTER. (See CuEemisTRry.) 
ATLASES. 


(See also GEOGRAPHY). 
BARTHOLOMEW (J. G.).—ELEMENTARY 
ScHoot ATLAS. 4to. 15. 
— PuysicAL AND PoLiTICcAL SCHOOLATLAS. 
80 maps. 4to. 8s. 6d.; half mor. ros, 6d. 
— Lisprary REFERENCE ATLAS OF THE 
Wor.tp. With Index to 100,000 places. 
Folio. 52s. 6d. net.—Also in 7 monthly parts, 
Part I. March, 1891. 5s. net; Geographical 
Index, 7s. 6d. net. 

LABBERTON (R. H.).—New Huisroricat 
ATLAS AND GENERAL HisTory. 4to. 155. 


BIBLE. 


(See under THEOLOGY, p. 30.) 


BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL CATALOGUE OF 
MACMILLAN AND CO.’S PUBLICA- 
TIONS, 1843—89. Med. 8vo. tos. net. 

MAYOR (Prof. John E. B.).—A BisiioGra- 
PHICAL CLuE TO Latin LITERATURE, Cr. 
8vo. tos. 6d. 

RYLAND (F.).—CuHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES 
oF EnGuisH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


BIOGRAPHY. 
(See also HisTorRY.) 

For other subjects of BioGRAPHY, see ENGLISH 
Men oF Letrers, ENGLISH MEN OF 
Action, TWELVE ENGLISH STATESMEN. 

ABBOTT (EF. A.).—Tue ANGLICAN CAREER 

oF CARDINAL NEwman. <vols. 8vo. 255.net. 

AGASSIZ (Louis): His Lire anp CoRRES- 

PONDENCE. Edited by EvizapeTH CARY 
Acassiz 2vols. Cr, 8vo. 18s. 


ALBEMARLE (Earl of).—Firty Years or 
My Lire. 3rd Edit., revised. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


ALFRED. THE GREAT. By Tuomas 


Hueues. Cr. 8vo. 65. 

AMIEL (Henri Fréderic).—Tur JourNAL 
InTime. ‘Translated by Mrs. HumpHry 
Warp. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas). (See Puysics.) 

ARNAULD, ANGELIQUE. By Frances 
Martin. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

ARTEVELDE. James AND PHILIP VAN 
ARTEVELDE. By W. J. ASHLEY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BACON (Francis): An Account oF His LIFE 
AND Works. By E. A. ABBOTT. 8vo. 145. 

BARNES. Lire or Witi1aM Barnes, Poet 
AND PuiLo.ocist. By his Daughter, Lucy 
BaxTer (‘‘ Leader Scott”), Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

BERLIOZ (Hector): AuToBioGRAPHY OF. 
Trns. by R. & E.HoimeEs. 2vols. Cr. 8vo, 21s. 

BERNARD (St.). THe Lire anp TIMES OF 
Sr. Bernarp, AppoT oF CLaiRVAUX. By 
J. C. Morison, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s, 

BLACKBURNE. Lirr or THE Ricut Hon. 
Francis BLACKBURNE, late Lord Chancellor 
of Ireland, by his Son, Epwarp BracK- 
BURNE. With Portrait. 8vo. 12s, 

BLAKE. Lire oF Witiiam Biake. With 
Selections from his Poems, etc. Illustr. from 
Blake’s own Works. By ALEXANDER GIL- 
CHRIST. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 42s. 

BOLEYN (Anne): A CHAPTER oF ENGLISH 
History, 1527—36. By Paut FRIEDMANN, 
2vols. 8vo. 28s. 

BROOKE (Sir Jas.), THe Raja oF Sara: 
wak (Life of). By GertrupE L. Jacos. 
2vols. 8vo. 255. ‘ 

BURKE. By JoHNn Mor.ey. Globe 8vo. 55. 

CALVIN. (See SELECT BroGRraPHy, p. 5.) 

CARLYLE (Thomas). Edited by CuarLes 
E. Norton. Cr. 8vo. 

REMINISCENCES. 2 vols. 128. 

— Earty Letters, 1814—26. 2vols. 18s. 

—— LETTERS, 1826—36. 2 vols. 18s. 

— CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN GOETHE 
AND CARLYLE. 9S. 

CARSTARES (Wm.): A CHARACTER AND 
CAREER OF THE REVOLUTIONARY EpocH 
(1649—1715). By R. H. Story. 8vo. ras, 

CAVOUR. (See SELECT BIoGRAPHY, p. 5.) 

CHATTERTON: A Srory or THE YEAR 
1770. By Prof. Davip Masson. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

A BIoGRAPHICAL Stuby. By Sir DanieL 
Witson. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

CLARK. MeEmortALts FROM JOURNALS AND 
LeTrers OF SAMUEL CLARK, M.A. Edited 
by his Wife. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

CLOUGH (A. H.). (See LrrERATUuRE, p. 19. 

COMBE. Lire or GrorGE ComsBe. By 
CHARLES GIBBON. 2 vols, 8vo. 325. 

CROMWELL. (SeeSELect Biocrapny,p. 5.) 


DAMIEN (Father): A JourNEY FRom CasH- 
MERE TO HIs HomE In Hawa. By Epwarp 


CuirForD. Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
DANTE: anv oTHER Essays. By Dean 
CuurcuH. Globe 8vo. 5s. 
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DARWIN (Charles): Memortat Notices, 
By T. H. Huxrey, G. J. Romaness, Sir. 
ARCH. GEIKIE, and W. THISELTON DYER. 
With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


DEAK (Francis): HuNnGARIAN STATESMAN. 
A Memoir. 8vo. tas. 6d. 


DRUMMOND OF HAWTHORNDEN. By 
Prof. D. Masson. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


EADIE. Lire or Joun Eapiz, D.D. By 
James Brown, D.D. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


ELLIOTT. Lire or H. V. ELLioTT, oF 
Bricuron. ByJ. Bateman. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


EMERSON. Lire or RALPH WALDO EMER- 
son. By]. L. Cagpot. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 18s. 


ENGLISH MEN OF ACTION. Cr. 8vo. 

With Portraits. 2s. 6d. each. 

Curve. By Colonel Sir CHARLES WILSON. 

Cook (Captain). By WALTER BESANT. 

Dampier. By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

Drake. By JULIAN CORBETT. 

GorDON (GENERAL). By Col. Sir W. BUTLER. 

HastTincs (WARREN). By Sir A. LYALL. 

HAVELOcK (Sir Henry). By A. ForzeEs. 

Henry V. By the Rev, A. J. CHURCH. 

LAWRENCE (Lorb). By Sir Ricu. TEMPLE. 

Livincstone. By THomas HUGHES. 

Monk. By Jurian CorsetrT. 

Montrose. By Mowsray Morris. 

Moore(SirJoun). ByCol. Maurice.[nprep. 

Napier (Str CHartes). By Colonel Sir 
Wm. BUTLER. 

PETERBOROUGH. By W. STEBBING. 

Ropney. By Davip Hannay. 

Stmon DE Montrort. By G. W. PrRo- 
THERO. [x prep. 

STRAFFORD. By H. D. TRAILL, 

WARWICK, THE KincG-Maker. By C. W. 
Oman. 

WELLINGTON. By GEORGE Hooper. 


ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited 
by Joun Morey. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6a. each. 
Cheap Edition, 1s. 6¢. ; sewed, rs. 

Appison. By W. J. CouRTHOPE. 
Bacon. By Dean CHuRCH, 
BENTLEY. By Prof. Jess. 
Bunyan. By J. A. FRoupDE. 
Burke. By Joun Morvey. 
Burns. By Principal SHarrp. 
Byron. By Joun NicHot, 
CARLYLE. By JOHN NicHo.. [/2 the Press. 
Cuaucer. By Prof. A. W. Warp. 
Coverioce. By H. D. TRatry. 
Cowper. By GoL_pwin SMITH. 
Drror. By W. Minto. 

De Quincey. By Prof. Masson. 
Dickens. By A. W. Warp. 
Drypven. By G. SAINTSBURY. 
Fie_pinc. By Austin Dopson. 
Gipson. By J. Correr Morison. 
GoLpsMITH. By WituiamM BuLack. 
Gray. By Epmunp Goss. 
HAwTHORNE. By HENRY JAMEs. 
Hume. By T. H. Hux ey. 

By Leslie STEPHEN, 

By Sipney CoLvin. 

By Rey. ALFRED AINGER. 

By Sipney Cotvin. 

By Prof. FowLer. 
Macauray. By J. Correr Morison. 
Mitton. By Mark Patrison. 

Pore. By LESLIE STEPHEN. 


ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS—contd. 


Scotr. By R. H. Hutton. 

SHELLEY. By J. A. SyMonps. 
SHERIDAN. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Sripngey. By J. A. SyMonDs. 
SouTHeEy. By Prof. DowvEn. 
SPENSER. By Dean CHURCH. 

STERNE. By H. D. TratLi. 

Swirt. By LEesLtie STEPHEN. 
THACKERAY. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
WorpswortH. By F. W. H. Mvers. 


ENGLISH STATESMEN, TWELVE 

Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6a. each. 

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. 
A. Freeman, D.C.L., LL.D 

Henry Il. By Mrs. J. R. GREEN. 

Epwarp I. By T. F. Tout, M.A. [Jn prep. 

Henry VII. By James GAIRDNER. 

CARDINAL WotsEyY. By Bp. CREIGHTON. 

EvizaBetTH. By FE. S. BEESLY. 

OLIVER CROMWELL. By F. HarRISON. 

WiruraM III. By H. D. TRaIL. 

Wa tpoLe. By JoHN MORLEY. 

Cuatuam. By JoHN Mortey. [/x the Press. 

Pirt. By Lorp RosEeBErRy, 

Pret. By J. R. THURSFIELD. 


EPICTETUS. (See S—ELEcT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5-} 
FAIRFAX. Lire oF RoperRT FAIRFAX OF 


By Epwarp 


STEETON, Vice-Admiral, Alderman, and 
Member for York, a.p. 1666-1725. By CLE~ 
MENTS R. MarKHAM,C.B. 8vo. 125. 6d. 


See (Edward). (See LITERATURE, 

p- 20. 

FORBES (Edward): Memoiror. By GEORGE 
Witson, M.P., and Sir ARCHIBALD GEIKIE, 
F.R.S., etc. Demy 8vo. 14s. 

FRANCIS OF ASSISI. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

FRASER. James FRASER, SECOND BISHOP 
oF MancnesteR: A Memoir. By T. 
Hucues. Cr. 8vo. -6s. 

GARIBALDI. (See SELEcT BIOGRAPHY, p. 5.) 

GOETHE: Lire or. By Prof. HEInricH 
Dintzer. Translated by T. W. LysTER. 
2vols. Cr. 8vo. 21s. 

GOETHE AND CARLYLE. (See CARLYLE.) 

GORDON (General): ASxetrcu. By REGI- 
NALD H. Barnes. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 

— LerTters oF GENERAL C. G. GoRDON 


TO HIS SisTER, M. A. Gorpon. 4th Edit. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6a. 

HANDEL: Lire or. By W. S. RocxstrRo. 
Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 


HOBART. (See CoLtLtEcTED Works, p. 21.) 
HODGSON. Memorr or Rev. FRANCIS 
Honpeson, B.D. By his Son, Rev. James T. 
Hovcson, M.A. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 185, 
JEVONS (W, Stanley).—LrerTtrEers AND JouR- 
NAL. Edited by His Wire. 8vo. 14s. 
KAVANAGH (Rt. Hon. A. McMurrough): A 
BrioGrapuy. From papers chiefly unpub- 
lished, compiled by his Cousin, Saran L. 
STEELE. With Portrait. 8vo. 14s. net. 
KINGSLEY: His Lerrers, anD MEMORIES 
or His Lire. Edited by His Wire. 2 vols. 
Cr. 8vo. 12s.—Cheap Edition. x vol. 6s. 
LAMB. Tue Lire or Cuartes Lams. By 
Rev. ALFRED AINGER, M.A. Globe 8vo. 5s. 


LOUIS (St.). (See SzeLEcT BioGRAPHY, p. 5- 
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MACMILLAN (D.). Memoir or Danrev 
Macmititan. By Tuomas HucGues, Q.C. 
With Portrait. “Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6¢.—Cheap 
Edition. Cr. 8vo, sewed. 1s. 

MALTHUS AND HIS WORK. By James 
Bonar. 8vo. res. 6d. 

MARCUS AURELIUS. 
GRAPHY, delow.) 

MATHEWS. Tue Lire or Cuaries J. 
Maruews. Edited by Cuartes Dickens. 
With Portraits. 2vols. 8vo. 255. 

MAURICE. Lire oF FREDERICK DENISON 
Maurice. Byhis Son, FREDERICK MauRICE, 
Two Portraits. 2vols. 8vo. 36s.—Popular 
Edit. (4th Thousand). 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 16s. 

MAXWELL. Proressor CLERK MaxwELt, 
A Lire or. By Prof. L. Campse ti, M.A., 
and W. Garnett, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

MAZZINI. (See SELECT BroGRaPHy.) 

MELBOURNE. Memoirs oF Viscount 
MExsourne. By W. M. Torrens. With 
Portrait. 2nd Edit. z2vols. 8vo. 32s. 

MILTON. Tue Lire or Joun MILTon. 
By Prof. Davip Masson. Vol. I., 21s. ; 
Vol. 111., 18s. ; Vols. IV. and V., 32s.; Vol. 
VI., with Portrait, 21s. (See also CLASSICAL 
WRITERS, p. 13.) 

NAPOLEON I., HISTORY OF. By P. 
Lanrrey. 4vols. Cr. 8vo. 30s. 

NELSON. Souruey’s Lire or NeEtson. 
With Introduction and Notes by MicHaEL 
Macmitian, B.A. Globe 8vo. 3s. 6a. 

NORTH (M.),—REcOLLECTIONS OF A Happy 
Lire. Being the Autobiography of MARIANNE 
Nortu. Ed. by Mrs. J. A. Symonps. 2nd 
Edit. 2vols. Ex. cr. 8vo. 17s. net. 

OXFORD MOVEMENT, THE, 1833—45. 
By Dean CHuRcH. Gl. 8vo. 59. 

PATTESON. Lire anp LETTERS oF JOHN 
CoLertpce Patreson, D.D., Missionary 
Bisuor. ByC.M.Yonce. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 
12s. (See also BooKS FOR THE YOUNG, p. 38.) 


PATTISON (M.).—Memorrs. Cr. 8vo. 8s.6d. 
PITT. (See Serecr BioGRAPHy.) 
POLLOCK (Sir Frdk., 2nd Bart.).— PERSONAL 
REMEMBRANCES. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 16s. 
POOLE, THOS., AND HIS FRIENDS. 
By Mrs. SANDFORD. 2nd edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
PYM. (See Setect BioGRAPHY.) 
ROBINSON (Matthew): AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF. 
Edited by J. E. B. Mayor. Fcp. 8vo. 55. 
ROSSETTI (Dante Gabriel) : A REcorD AND 
AStupy. By W. SHarp. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 
RUMFORD. (See CoLtLtecTED WorKS, p. 22.) 
SENECA. (See SELECT BioGRAPHY.) 
SCHILLER, Lirgor. By Prof. H. DUNTZER. 
Trans. by P. E. PinKerTOoN. Cr. 8vo. 105.6d. 


SHELBURNE. Lire or WILLIAM, EARL 
oF SHELBURNE. By Lord Epmonp FitTz- 
MAURICE. In 3 vols.—Vol. I. 8vo. 125.— 
Vol. II. 8vo. 12s.—Vol. III. 8vo. 16s. 

SIBSON. (See MEDICINE.) 

SMETHAM (Jas.).: Lerrers or, Ed. by 
Sarau SMETHAM and W. Daviss. Portrait. 
Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

SPINOZA: A Srupy oF. 
TinEaAvu. LL.D. end Edit. 


(See SELECT Bio- 


By James Mar- 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


TAIT. Tue Lire oF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL 
Tarr, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. By 
the BisHop of RocHEsTER and Rev. W. 
BenHaAm, B.D. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 10s. net. 

— CATHARINE AND CrawFukpD Tait, 
WIFE AND Son oF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL, 
ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY: A Memoir, 
Ed. by Rev. W. Benuam, B.D. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
—Popular Edit., abridged. Cr.8vo. 2s. 6a. 


THRING (Edward): A Memory or. By 
J.-H. Sxrine. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING 
OF ITALY. By G. S. Gopxin. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


WARD. Wi LLiAM GEORGE WARD AND THE 
OxForD Movement. By his Son, WILFRID 
Warp. With Portrait. 8vo. 14s. 


WATSON. A Recorp oF ELLEN WATSON. 
By Anna Buckianp. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


WHEWELL. Dr. WittiAmM WHEWELL, late 
Master of Trinity College, Cambridge. An 
Account of his Writings, with Selections from 
his Literary and Scientific Correspondence 
By I. TopHunTER, M.A. 2 vols. 8vo. 255, 

WILLIAMS (Montagu).—LEaAvEs oF A LIFE. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Later Leaves. Being further Reminis- 
cences. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
WILSON. Memoir oF Pror. GEORGE WIL* 
son, M.D. By His Sister. With Portrait. 

2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WORDSWORTH. DoveCotrtace, Worpse 
WORTH S Home, 1800—8. Gl. 8vo, swd. ° 1s. 
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FARRAR (Archdeacon),— SEEKERS AFTER 
Gop. THE Lives oF SENECA, EPICTETUS, 


AND Marcus AureE.ius. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
FAWCETT (Mrs. H.). —Some Eminent 
WoMEN OF OUR TimEs. Cr. 8vo 25. 6d. 


GUIZOT.—GreEatT CHRISTIANS OF FRANCE? 
Sr. Louis anD Cavin. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

HARRISON (Frederic).— THE New CALEn- 
DAR OF GREAT MEN. Ex.cr.8vo. 75.6d. net. 

MARRIOTT (J. A. R.).—THE Makers oF 
Mopern Itary: Mazzini, Cavour, GarRi- 
BALDI. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 

MARTINEAU (Harriet). — BioGRAPHICAL 
SKETCHES, 1852—75. Cr. 8vo. 65. | 

SMITH (Goldwin).—TVuree ENGLISH STATES- 
MEN : CROMWELL, Pym, Pitt. Cr. 8vo. 55. 

WINKWORTH (Catharine). — CHRISTIAN 
Sincers oF GERMANY. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

YONGE (Charlotte M.).—Tue Purits or Sr. 
Joun. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— PIoNEERS AND FounpeErRsS; or, Recent 
Workers in the Mission Field. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— A Book oF WorTHIES, GATHERED FROM 
THE OLD HISTORIES AND WRITTEN ANEW. 
18mo. 2s. 6d. net. 

— A Boox or GoLpDEN Derps. 18mo. 2s.6d. 
net.--Globe Readings Edition. Gl\.8vo. 2s. 
Abridged Edition. Pott 8vo. 1s. 


BIOLOGY. 

(See also Botany ; NaTurat History} 
PuysioLoGy; Zoo.ocy.) 
BALFOUR (F. M.).—Comparative Em- 
BRYOLOGY. Illustrated. 2 vols. 8vo. Vol. I. 

185.8 Vol. Ils 2zs. 


6 BIOLOGY—BOTANY. 


BIOLOGY—continued. 
BALL (W. P.).—ArE THE Errsects oF USE 
AND DisusEe INHERITED? Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 


BASTIAN (H. Charlton),—THE BEGINNINGS 
oF Lirk. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 28s. 
EVoLuTION AND THE ORIGIN OF LIFE. 


Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

BATESON (W.).—MaTERIALS FOR THE 
Srupy or VARIATION IN ANIMALS. Part I. 
Discontinuous VARIATION. L[lustr. 8vo. 


BERNARD (H. M.).—TueE Apopipage. Cr. 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 

BIRKS (T. R.).—Mopvern Puysicat Fa- 
TALISM, AND THE DOCTRINE OF EVOLUTION. 
Including an Examination of Mr. Herbert 
Spencer’s ‘‘ First Principles.” Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

EIMER (G. H. T.).—OrcGanic EvoLuTIon 
AS THE ResULT OF THE INHERITANCE OF 
Acquirep CHARACTERS ACCORDING TO THE 
Laws or OrGanic Growrtu. Translated by 
J. T. Cunnincuam, M.A. 8vo. tas. 6d. 

FISKE (John).—OvurT ines or Cosmic PHILo- 
SOPHY, BASED ON THE DocTRINE OF Evo- 
LUTION. 2vols. 8vo. 255. 

— Man’s DesTINy VIEWED IN THE LIGHT 
OF HIS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

FOSTER (Prof. M.) and BALFOUR (F. M.). 

e —TuHE ELements or Empryovocy. Ed. A. 
SrepGwick, and WactTer Heape. Illus. 3rd 
Edit., revised and enlarged. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

HUXLEY (T. H.) and MARTIN (H. N.).— 
(See under ZooLoGy, p. 40.) 

KLEIN (Dr. E.).—Micro-OrGANISMS AND 
Diseask. With 121 Engravings. 3rd Edit. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

LANKESTER (Prof. E. Ray).—Compara- 
TIVE LONGEVITY IN MAN AND THE LOWER 
ANIMALS. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6a. 

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.).—Screntiric 
Lecrourss. Illustrated. end Edit. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

PARKER (T. Jeffery).—Lrssons in ELE- 
MENTARY BrouocGy. Lllustr. Cr. 8vo,. ros.6d. 

ROMANES (G. J.).—ScrentTiric EvipDENCES 
OF ORGANIC EvoLuTion. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

VARIGNY (H. de).—Exverimentat Evo- 
LUTION.* Cr. 8vo. (lx the Press. 

WALLACE (Alfred R.).—Darwinism: An 
Exposition of the Theory of Natural Selec- 
tion. Illustrated. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 9s. 

— CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE THEORY OF 
NavuraAL SELECTION, AND Tropica, Na- 
TURE : and other Essays. New Ed. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

— THE GEOGRAPHICAL DISTRIBUTION OF 
ANIMALS. Illustrated. 2 vols, 8vo. 42s. 

— Istanp Lirr. Illustr. Ext. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


BIRDS. (See ZooLtocy; ORNITHOLOGY.) 


BOOK-KEEPING. 
THORNTON (J.).—First Lessons in Boox- 


KEEPING. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. as. 6d. 
— Key. Oblong gto. ros. 6d. 
— Primer oF BoOK-KEEPING. r8mo. Is. 
— Key. Demy 8vo. as. 6d. 
—— Exercises IN BOOK-KEEPING. 18mo. ts. 
BOTANY. 


See also AGRICULTURE} GARDENING.) 


ALLEN (Grant).— On THE CoLouRS oF 
Fiowers. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


Rien (Prof. J. B.) and WARD (Prof. 
H. M.).—A Generat Text-Book oF 
Botany. 8vc. [In preparation. 


BETTANY G. T.).—First Lessons in PRAC- 
TICAL BoTANy. 18mo._ Is. 


BOWER (Prof. F. O.).—A CoursE oF - PRAC 
TICAL INSTRUCTION IN Botany. Cr. 8vo. 
tos. 6¢.—Abridged Edition. [/x preparation. 


CHURCH (Prof. A. H.)and SCOTT (D. H.). 
—MaNnuaL OF VEGETABLE PHYSIOLOGY. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. [lx preparation. 


GOODALE (Prof. G. L.).—PHYSIOLOGICAL 
Botany.—1. OUTLINES OF THE HISTOLOGY 
OF PHANOGAMOUS PLANTS; 2. VEGETABLE 
PuysioLoGy. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


GRAY (Prof. Asa).—STRUCTURAL BOTANY} 
or, Organography on the Basis of Mor- 
phology. 8vo. os. 6a. 

Tue Screntiric Papers oF Asa GRAY. 

Selected by C. S. SARGENT. 2vols. 8vo. 215. 


HANBURY (Daniel). — Science Papers, 
CHIEFLY PHARMACOLOGICAL AND BOoTANI- 
cat. Med. 8vo. 14s. 


HARTIG (Dr. Robert).—TExtT-Book OF THE 
Diseases OF TREES. Transl. by Prof. Wm. 
SoMERVILLE, B.Sc. With Introduction by 
Prof. H. MarsHaLtt WarRD. 8vo. 


HOOKER (Sir Joseph D.).—Tue STUDENT'S 
FLoRA OF THE BriITISH ISLANDS. 3rd 
Edit. Globe 8vo. tos. 62. 

— A PRIMER oF Botany. 18mo. 1s. 


LASLETT (Thomas).—TimsBeR AND TIMBER 
TREES, NATIVE AND Foreicn. Cr. 8vo. 
8s. 6d. 


LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.).—On BritisH 
WILD FLOWERS CONSIDERED IN RELATION 
to Insects. Illustrated. Cr.8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— Frowers, Fruits, anp Leaves. With 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


MULLER—THOMPSON.—TueE FErTILI- 
SATION OF Flowers. By Prof. H. MULLER. 
Transl. by D'Arcy W. THompson. Preface 
by CHARLES Darwin, F.R.S. 8vo. ars. 


OLIVER (Prof. Daniel).+Lrssons in ELs- 
MENTARY Borany. Illustr. Fep.8vo. 45.64. 

—— First Book oF Inp1IAN Botany. _ Illus- 
trated. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

ORCHIDS: Being THE REpoRT ON THE 
OrRcHID CONFERENCE HELD AT SoUTH KEN- 
SINGTON, 1885. 8vo. 2s, net. 


PETTIGREW (J. Bell).—Tue Puystotocy 
@F THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS, IN THE 
Lower ANIMALS, ANDIN Man. 8vo. 125. 

SMITH (J.).—Economic Prants, DicTion- 
ARY OF PoruLaR NaAmEs OF; THEIR His- 
TorY, PRopucts, AND UsEs. 8vo. 14s. 

SMITH (W. G.).—Disrases OF FIELD AND 
GaRDEN CROPS, CHIEFLY SUCH AS ARE 
CAUSED BY Func. Illust. Fep.8vo. 4s. 6d. 


STEWART (S. A) and CORRY (T. H.).— 
A Fora oF THE NortTH-EastT oF IRELAND. 
Cr. 8vo. 55. 6d. 


WARD (Prot. H. M.).—TIMBER AND SOME OF 
1rs Diseases. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


YONGE (C. M.).—TuHeE Hers oF THE FIELD. 
New Edition, revised. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


CHEMISTRY—DICTIONARIES. 7 


BREWING AND WINE. 
PASTEUR — FAULKNER. — Srupies on 
FERMENTATION: THE Diseases OF BEER, 
THEIR CAUSES, AND THE MEANS OF PRE- 
VENTING THEM. By L. Pasteur. Trans- 
lated by FRANK FAULKNER. 8vo. ars. 
THUDICHUM (J. L. W.) and (DUPRE (A.). 
—TREATISE ON THE ORIGIN, NATURE, AND 
VARIETIES OF WINE. Med. 8vo. 255. 


CHEMISTRY. 
(See also METALLURGY.) 

BRODIE (Sir Benjamin).—Ipear CHemistRY. 
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 

COHEN (J. B.).—THE OwrEns COLLEGE 
Course OF PracTicaL OrGANIC CHEMIS- 
TRY. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

COOKE (Prof. J. P., jun.).—PrincipLes oF 
CuEemicaL PuHitosoppy. New Edition. 
Svo. 16s. 

FLEISCHER (Emil).—A System or Vouv- 
METRIC ANnatysis. Transl. with Additions, 
by M. M. P. Muir, F.R.S.E. Cr.8vo. 75.6a. 

FRANKLAND (Prof. P. F.). (See Acri- 
CULTURE.) 

GLADSTONE (J. H.) and TRIBE (A.).— 
THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SECONDARY Bar- 
TERIES OF PLANTE AND FauRE. Cr.8vo. 25.6. 

HARTLEY (Prof. W. N.).—A Course oF 
QuaNTITATIVE ANALYSIS FOR STUDENTS. 
Globe 8yo. 55. 

HEMPEL (Dr. W.).—Metuops or Gas 
Anatysis. Translated by L. M. Dennis. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

HOFMANN (Prof. A. W.).—TuHe LirzE WorK 
oF LizpiG IN EXPERIMENTAL AND PHILO- 
SOPHIC CHEMISTRY. 8vo. 55. 

JONES (Francis).—Tue Owrns CoLiecEe 
JUNIOR COURSE OF PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. 
Illustrated. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

— QUESTIONS ON CHEMISTRY. Fecp.8vo. 3s. 

TANDAUER (J.). — Browripe ANALYsIS. 
Translated by J. Taytor. Gl. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

LOCKYER (J. Norman, F.R.S.). — THE 
CHEMISTRY OF THE SUN. Illustr. 8vo. 145. 

LUPTON (S.). — CHEmMiIcAL ARITHMETIC. 
With 1200 Problems. Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

MANSFIELD (C. B.).—A THeory oF Satts. 
Cr. 8vo, 145. 

MELDOLA (Prof. R.).—THe CHEMISTRY OF 
PyHoroGrapHy. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

MEYER (E. von).—History oF CHEMISTRY 
FROM THE HARLIEST TIMES TO THE PRE- 
sENT Day. Translated by G. McGowan, 
Ph.D. 8vo. x4s. net. 

MIXTER (Prof. W. G.).—AN ELEMENTARY 
TextT-Boox oF CHEMISTRY. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6a. 

MUIR (M. M. P.).—PracticaL CHEMISTRY 
FOR MEDICAL STUDENTS (First M. B. Course). 
Fep. 8vo. 1s. 62. 

MUIR (M. M. P.) and WILSON (D. M.).— 
ELEMENTS OF THERMAL CHEMISTRY. 125.6d. 


OSTWALD (Prof.).—OUTLINES OF GENERAL 
CuemisTrY. Trans. Dr. J. WALKER, Ios. net. 


RAMSAY (Prof. William).—ExPERIMENTAL 
Proors oF CHEMICAL THEORY FOR BEGIN- 
NERS. 18mo. 2s. 6d. 


REMSEN (Prof. Ira).—Tur ELEMENTS oR 
CHEMISTRY. Fecp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

— An INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF 
CHEMISTRY (INORGANIC CHEMISTRY). Cr 
8vo. 6s. 6d. 

—— A Text-Book of INorGANiIC CHEMIs- 
TRY. 8vo. 16s. 

—— Comrounpbs oF Carzgon; or, An Intro- 
duction to the Study of Organic Chemistry. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

ROSCOE (Sir Henry E., F.R.S.).—A PRIMER 
OF CHEMISTRY. Illustrated. 18mo. 1s. 
—— Lessons In ELEMENTARY CHEMISTRY, 

INORGANIC AND ORGANIC. Fep. 8vo. 4s. 6a. 

ROSCOE (Sir H. E.)and SCHORLEMMER 
(Prof. C.).—A CompLete TREATISE ON IN- 
ORGANIC AND ORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Illustr. 
8vo.—Vols. I. and I]. InorGanic CHEMIS- 
tTrY: Vol. I. THe Non-Merautic ELE- 
MENTS, 2nd Edit., 21s. Vol. II. Parts I. 
and II. Merats, 18s. each.—Vol. III. Or- 
GANIC CHEMISTRY: THE CHEMISTRY OF THR 
Hypro-CarBoNns AND THEIR DERIVATIVES. 
Parts I. If. IV. and VI. er1s.; Parts III. and 
V. 18s. each. 

ROSCOE (Sir H. E.) and SCHUSTER (A.,). 
—Spectrum Anatysis. By Sir Henry E. 
Roscogk. 4th Edit., revised by the Author 
and A. Scuuster, F.R.S. With Coloured 
Plates. 8vo. ars. 

THORPE (Prof. T. E.) and TATE (W.).-- 
A SERIES oF CHEMICAL ProspLemMsS. With 
Key. Fep. 8vo. 2s. J 

THORPE (Prof. T. E.) and RUCKER (Prof. 
A. W.).—A TREATISE ON CHEMICAL Pury- 
stcs. Illustrated. 8vo. [In preparation. 

WURTZ (Ad.).—A History oF CHEMICAL 
Tueory. Transl. by H. Warts. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


CHRISTIAN CHURCH, History of the. 
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 31.) 


CHURCH OF ENGLAND, The. 


(See under THEOLOGY, p. 32-) 


COLLECTED WORKS. 


(See under LITERATURE, Pp. 19.) 


COMPARATIVE ANATOMY. 
(See under ZOOLOGY, p. 39.) 


COOKERY. 


(See under Domestvic Economy, p. 8.) 


DEVOTIONAL BOOKS. 
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 32.) 


DICTIONARIES AND GLOSSARIES. 


AUTENRIETH (Dr. G.).—An Homeric 
Dictionary. Translated from the German, 
by R. P. Keep, Ph.D. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BARTLETT (J.).—FaAmMILIAR QUOTATIONS. 

— A SHAKESPEARE GLOSSARY. Cr. 8vo. 
12s. 6d. 

GROVE (Sir George)—A DicTioNaRY or 
Music anp Musicians. (See Music.) 

HOLE (Rev. C.).—A Brier BroGRAPHICAL 
Dictionary. 2nd Edit. 18mo. 4s. 6d. 

MASSON (Gustave).—A Compenptious [ice 
TIONARY OF THE FRENCH LANGUAGE. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

PALGRAVE (R. H. 1.).—A Dicrronary or 
Po.iricAL Economy. (See POoritTicar 
Economy.) 


8 DOMESTIC ECONOMY—ENGINEERING. 


DICTIONARIES—continued. 


WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.).—A Compenpious 
GERMAN AND ENGLISH DicTIONARY. Cr. 


8vo. 5s.—German-English Part separately. 
38. 6d. 

WRIGHT (W. Aldis).—TuHe Brste Worp- 
Book. end Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


YONGE (Charlotte M.).—HisTory or CHRIS- 
TIAN Names. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 


Cookery—Nursing—Needlework. 
Cookery. 

BARKER (Lady).—First LEssons IN THE 
PRINCIPLES OF COOKING. 3rd Ed. 18mo. 1s. 

FREDERICK (Mrs.).—Hints to Houss- 
WIVES ON SEVERAL POINTS, PARTICULARLY 
ON THE PREPARATION OF ECONOMICAL AND 
TASTEFUL DisHEsS. Cr. 8vo. ts. 

MIDDLE-CLASS COOKERY BOOK, Tue. 
Compiled for the Manchester School of 
Cookery. Fecp. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 


TEGETMEIER (W. B.).—HousEHoLD Man- 


AGEMENT AND COOKERY. 18mo. Is. 
WRIGHT (Miss Guthrie). —TuHE ScHooL 
CooKERy-Book. 18mo. 1s. 


Nursing. 

CRAVEN (Mrs. Dacre).—A GuipE To Dis- 
TRicT Nurses. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

FOTHERGILL (Dr. J. M.).—Foop For THE 
INVALID, THE CONVALESCENT, THE DysPEp- 
TIC, AND THE GouTy. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

JEX-BLAKE (Dr. Sophia).—THE Care oF 
Inrants: A Manual for Mothers and 
Nurses. x8mo. 1s. 

RATHBONE (Wm.).—THE History AND 
Proaress oF District NURSING, FROM ITS 
COMMENCEMENT IN THE YEAR 1859 TO THE 
PrEsENT Date. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF A NURSE. By 
E.D. Cr. 8yo. 2s. 

STEPHEN (Caroline E.).—Tur SERVICE oF 
THE Poor. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6a. 

Needlework. 

GLAISTER (Elizabeth).—NEEDLEworK. Cr. 
8vo. 25.,6d. 

GRAND’'HOMME.—Cuttinc Out anp 
DRESSMAKING. From the French of Mdlle. 
—. GRaND'’HOMME. 18mo. 1s. 

GRENFELL(Mrs.)}-DressMAkING. 18mo. ts. 

DRAMA, The. 
(See under LITERATURE, Pp. 14.) 
ELECTRICITY. 
(See under Puysics, p. 26.) 


EDUCATION. 
ARNOLD (Matthew).—HIGHER SCHOOLS AND 
UNIVERSITIES IN GERMANY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
— Reports oN ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS, 
1852-82. Ed. by Lord SanpForRD. 8vo. 3s.6d. 
BLAKISTON (J. R.).—THE TEAcHER: Hints 
ON SCHOOL MANAGEMENT, Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 
CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.).—On Tracu- 
ING. 4th Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
COMBE (George).—Epucation: Its Prin- 
CIPLES AND PRACTICE AS DEVELOPED BY 
GrorRGE Comsg, Ed. by W. JoLty. 8vo. 15s. 
CRAIK (Henry).—Tue State In 1Ts RELA- 
TION TO EpucaTion. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


FEARON (D. R.).—ScHoot INSPECTION 
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

FITCH (J. G.).—NotTes on AMERICAN 
ScHooLts AND TRAINING COLLEGES. Re- 
printed by permission. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

GLADSTONE (J. H.).—SpELLinc REFORM 
FROM AN EDUCATIONAL PoiNT OF VIEW. 
ard Edit. Cr. 8vo. 19. 6d. 

HERTEL (Dr.).—OvERPRESSURE IN Hick 
Scuoots In DENMARK. With Introduction 
by Sir J. CricHTON-BrowneE. Cr. 8vo. 35.64- 

KINGSLEY (Charles).—HEALTH AND Epvu- 
CATION. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.).— POLITICAL AND 
EDUCATIONAL ADDRESSES. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 
MAURICE (F. D.).—LEARNING AND WORK- 

InG. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

RECORD OF TECHNICAL AND SE- 
CONDARY EDUCATION. Crown 8vo. 
Sewed, 2s. net. No. I. Nov. 1891. 

THRING (Rev. Edward).—EDUCATION AND 
ScHoot. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


ENGINEERING. 

ALEXANDER (T.) and THOMSON (A.W.) 
—ELEMENTARY APPLIED MEcHANICcS. Part 
II. TRANSVERSE STRESS. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

CHALMERS (J. B.).—GrapuicaL DETER- 
MINATION OF ForcEs IN ENGINEERING 
Structures. Illustrated. 8vo. 245. 

COTTERILL (Prof. J. H.).—Aprtiep ME- 
cHANIcs: An Elementary General Introduc- 
tion to the Theory of Structures and Ma- 
chines. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 18s. 

COTTERILL (Prof. J. H.) and SLADE 
(J. H.).—Lessons in APPLIED MECHANICS. 
Fcp. 8vo. 55. 6d. 

KENNEDY (Prof. A. B. W.).—THE MeE- 
CHANICS OF MAcHINERY. Cr. 8vo. 125. 6d. 

PEABODY (Prof. C. H.).—THERMODYNAMICS 
OF THE STEAM ENGINE AND OTHER HEAT- 
ENGINES. 8vo. 21s. 

SHANN (G.).—An ELEMENTARY TREATISE 
on Heat IN RELATION TO STEAM AND THE 
Steam-EnGIne. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6a. 

WHITHAM (Prof. J. M.).—STEAm-ENGINE 


Desicn. For the use of Mechanical En- 
gineers, Students, and Draughtsmen. Lllus- 
trated. 8vo. 25s. 


WOODWARD (C. M.).—A History oF THE: 
Sr. Louis BripGe. 4to. 2. 2s. net. 


YOUNG (E. W.).—Simp_e Practica, ME- 
THODS OF CALCULATING STRAINS ON GIR- 
DERS, ARCHES, AND TRUSSES. 8vo. 7s. 6d.. 


ENGLISH CITIZEN SERIES. 


(See Porrics.) 


ENGLISH MEN OF ACTION. 
(See BioGRAPHY.) 


ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. 


(See BioGrapPHy.) 


ENGLISH STATESMEN, Twelve. 
(See BIOGRAPHY.) 
ENGRAVING. (See Art.) 
ESSAYS. (See wader LITERATURE, p. 19.) 
ETCHING. (See Art.) 
ETHICS. (See under PHILosoPHy, p. 25.) 


GARDENING—HISTORY. > 


FATHERS, The. 
See under THEOLOGY, p. 32.) 
FICTION, Prose. 
(See under LITERATURE, Pp. 17.) 
GARDENING. 
(See also AGRICULTURE; BoTANy.) 
BLOMFIELD (R.) and THOMAS (F. I.).— 
THe ForMaAL GARDEN IN ENGLAND. Illus- 
trated. Ex. cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.—Large 
Paper Edition. 8vo. 21s. net. 


BRIGHT (H. A.).—Tue EnGiish FLOWER 


GaRDEN. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
— A YEARIN A LANCASHIRE GARDEN. Cr. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 


HOBDAY (E.).— Vitra GarpDENING. A 
Handbook for Amateur and Practical Gar- 
deners. Ext.cr. 8vo. 6s. 

HOPE (Frances J.).—Notes anp THOUGHTS 
ON GARDENS AND WooDLANDs. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


GEOGRAPHY. 

(See also ATLASES.) 

* BLANFORD (H. F.).—EvLementTary GEo- 
GRAPHY OF INDIA, BuRMA, AND CEYLON. 
Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

CLARKE (C. B.).-—A GeoGRAPHICAL READER 
AND COMPANION TO THE ATLAS. Cr. 8vo. 25. 

— ACrass-Boox or GEoGRAPHY. With 18 
Coloured Maps. Fcp. 8vo. 3s.; swd., 2s. 6d. 

DAWSON (G. M.) and SUTHERLAND (A.). 
ELEMENTARY GEOGRAPHY OF THE BriTISH 
Cotonies. Globe 8vo. 3s. 

ELDERTON (W. A.).—Maprs anp Map 
Drawinc. Pott 8vo. 1s. 

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald).—THE TEACHING oF 
GrocRAPHY. A Practical Handbook for the 
use of Teachers. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

GEOGRAPHY OF THE BriTIsH IsLes. 
r8mo. Is. 

GREEN (J. R. and A. S.).—A SHort GEoGrRa- 
PHY OF THE BRITISH ISLANDS. Fcp.8vo. 35.6d. 

GROVE (Sir George).—A PrimER oF GEO- 
GRAPHY. Maps. 18mo. ts. 

KIEPERT (H.).—Manuat oF ANCIENT 
GrocrapPHy. Cr. 8vo. 595. 

MILL (H. R.).—EvLEmEeNTARY CLass-Book 
OF GENERAL GEOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

SIME (James).—GEoGRAPHY OF EUROPE. 
With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. 35. 

STRACHEY (Lieut.-Gen. R.),—LrecTurREs on 
GEoGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

TOZER (H. F.).—A Primer oF CLASSICAL 
GEOGRAPHY. 18mo. Is. 


GEOLOGY AND MINERALOGY. 

BLANFORD (W. T.).— GeoLocy anp 
ZOOLOGY OF ABYSSINIA. 8vo. ais. 

COAL: Irs Hisrory anp Its Uses. By 
Profs. GREEN, Mracit, THorPE, RUCKER, 
and MARSHALL. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

DAWSON (Sir J. W.).—Tue Grotocy oF 
Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, AND 
PRINCE Epwarp IsLanpD; or, Acadian Geo- 
logy. 4th Edit. 8vo. arts. 

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald).—A PRIMER OF GEO- 
LoGy. Illustrated. x18mo. 1s. 
— Crass-Boox or GeEo.ocy. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 4 
— OvurT.ines oF Fietp Geotocy. With 
numerous Illustrations. Gl. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


GEIKIE (Sir A.).—GrotocicaL SKETCHES 
aT Home AnD ABroap. Illus. 8vo. ros.6d.. 

TeExtT-Book oF GEoLocy. Illustrated. 
2nd Edit. 7th Thousand. Med. 8vo. 28s.. 

— THE SCENERY OF SCOTLAND. Viewed in 
connection with its Physical Geology. 2nd 
Edit. Cr. 8vo. ras. 6d. 

HULL (E.).—A TREATISE ON ORNAMENTAL. 
AND BUILDING STONES OF GREAT BRITAIN 
AND FoREIGN COUNTRIES. 8vo. 125. 

PENNINGTON (Rooke).—NoTEs ON THE. 
BaRRoOwS AND Bone CAVES OF DERBYSHIRE. 
8vo. 6s. 

RENDU—WILLS.—THE THEORY OF THE 
GLAcIERS OF Savoy. By M. Le CHANoINE 
Renobu. Trans. by A. WiLts,Q.C. 8vo. 7s.6d- 

ROSENBUSCH—IDDINGS.— Microscori- 
CAL PHYSIOGRAPHY OF THE RoCK-MAKING 
Minerats. By Prof. H. RosEnsuscuH. 
Transl. by J. P. Ippines. Illustr. 8vo. 245. 

WILLIAMS (G. H.).—ELEmMENTs oF Cry- 
STALLOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


GLOBE LIBRARY. (See LITERATURE, p. 20.) 
GLOSSARIES. (See DicTIONARIES.) 
GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 


(See LITERATULE, p. 20.) 


GRAMMAR. (Sve PuiLotoey.) 
HEALTH. (See Hyciene.) 
HEAT. (See under Puysics, p. 27.) 


HISTOLOGY. (See Puysiotocy.) 


HISTORY. 
(See also BIOGRAPHY.) 

ANNALS OF OUR TIME. A Diurnal of 
Events, Social and Political, Home and 
Foreign. By Josrepu Irvinc. 8vo.—Vol. I 
June 2oth, 1837, to Feb. 28th, 1871, 18s. ;. 
Vol. Il. Feb. 24th, 1871, to June 24th, 1887, 
18s. Also Vol. II. in 3 parts: Part I. Feb. 
24th, 1871, to March roth, 1874, 4s. 6d.; Part 
Il. March 2oth, 1874, to July 22nd, 1878, 
4s.6d.; Part III. July 23rd, 1878, to June 
24th, 1887, 9s. Vol. III. By H. H. Fyre. 
Part I. June 25th, 1887, to Dec. 30th, 1890. 
4s. 6d.; sewed, 3s.6d Part II. 1891, 1s. 6c. 5 
sewed, 1s. 

ARNOLD (T.).—TuHE Seconp Punic War. 
By Tuomas Arnotp, D.D. Ed. by W. T. 
ARNoLpD, M.A. With 8 Maps. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

ARNOLD (W. T.).—A History oF THE 
Earty RomMaAN Empire. Cr. 8vo. [/ prep. 

BEESLY (Mrs.).—SToriIEs FROM THE His- 
TORY OF Rome. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

BLACKIE (Prof. John Stuart).—Wuat Doss 
History TEACH? Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

BRYCE (James, M.P.).—Tur Hoty Roman 
Empire. 8th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6a.— 
Library Edition. 8vo. 148. 

BUCKLEY (Arabella).—History or EnG- 
LAND FOR BEGINNERS. Globe 8vo. 3s. 

BURKE (Edmund). (See Pouirics.) 

BURY (J. B.).—A History of THE LATER 
Roman EMPIRE FROM ARCADIUS TO IRENE, 
A.D. 390—800. 2vols. 8vo0. 325. 

CASSEL (Dr. D.).—Manvat oF Jerwisr 
History AND LITERATURE. Translated by 
Mrs. Henry Lucas. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

COX (G. V.).—RECOLLECTIONS OF OxForRD. 
and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


40 HISTORY. 


HISTORY—continued. 


@NGLISH STATESMEN, TWELVE. 
(See BroGRapuy.) 


FISKE (John).—Tue Critica, PERiop IN 
American Huisrory, 1783-89. Ext. cr. 
8vo. tos. 6d. 

Tue Brecoinnincs or New ENGLAND; 

or, The Puritan Theocracy in its Relations to 

Civil and Religious Liberty. Cr.8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Tue AMERICAN REVOLUTION. 2 vols. 
Cr. 8vo. 18s. 

-——— Tue Discovery oF AMERICA. 2 vols. 
Cr 8vo. 18s. } 


RAMJI (Dosabhai).— History oF THE 
Parsis, INCLUDING THEIR MANNERS, Cus- 
TOMS, RELIGION, AND PRESENT PosITION. 
With Illustrations. 2vols. Med.8vo. 36s. 

®REEMAN (Prof. E. A.).—HisTory OF THE 
CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF WELIS. Cr. 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 

Op EnGtisH History. With 3 Coloured 
Maps. gth Edit., revised. Ext. fcp.8vo. 6s. 

—— Hisroricat Essays. First Series. 4th 


Edit. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

-—— —— Second Series. 3rd Edit., with 
Additional Essays. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

—— —— Third Series. 8vo. res. 

—-— —-— Fourth Series. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


—— Tue GrowTu OF THE ENGLISH CONSTI- 
TUTION FROM THE Earliest Times. 5th 
Edit. Cr. 8yo. sss. 

Comparative Po.itics. 
Royal Institution. To which is added ‘‘ The 
Unity of History.” 8vo. 14s. 

— Supyecr anp NerGHsourR LANDS OF 
Venice. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6a. 
— EncuiisH Towns anv Districts.. A 
Series of Addresses and Essays. 8vo. 14s. 
— Tue Orrick or THE HisToRICAL Pro- 

FESSOR. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 

DISESTABLISHMENT AND  DISENDOW- 

MENT; WHAT ARE THEY? Cr, 8vo. 2s. 

GreEATER GREECE AND GREATER Bri- 
TAIN: GEORGE WASHINGTON THE Ex- 
PANDER OF ENGLAND. With an Appendix 
on IMPERIAL FEDERATION. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

-—— Tue Meruops oF Hisroricat Stupy. 
Right Lectures at Oxford. S8vo. ros. 6d. 

— ‘THe Cuter Pertops oF Europrran His- 
ToRY. With Essay on ‘‘ Greek Cities under 
Roman Rule.” 8vo. tos. 6a. 

Four Oxrorp Lecrures, 1887; Frrry 
YEARS OF EuvRopEAN History; TEUTONIC 
Conquest IN GAUL AND Britain. 8vo. 55. 

FRIEDMANN (Paul). (See BroGrapuy.) 

‘GIBBINS (H. de B.).—Hisrory oF Com- 
MERCE IN Europe. Globe 8vo. 39. 6d. 

«GREEN (John Richard).—A Srort History 
oF THE ENGLisH ProrLte. New Edit,, re- 
vised. xs9th Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 8». 6d.— 
Alsoin Parts, with Analysis. 3s.each.—Part I. 
607—1265 ; 11. 1204—1553; II]. 1540—1689; 
IV. 1660—1873.— Jdlustrated Edition, in 
Parts. Super roy. 8vo. xs. each net.—Part 
I. Oct. 189r. 


— History oF THE EnGtisH PeorLte. In 
4 vols. 8vo. 16s. each. 


THE MakinG oF ENGLAND. 8vo. 16s. 


Lectures at the 


—— Tue Conquest oF ENGLAND. With 
Maps and Portrait. 8vo. 18s. 
—— Reapincs in Encuisu History. In 3 


Parts. Fecp. 8vo. 1s. 6d. each. 


GREEN (Alice S.).—THe EncuiisH Town 
IN THE 15TH CENTURY. 2 vols. 8vo. 


GUEST (Dr. E.).—Orreines Cettica. Maps. 
2vols. 8yvo. 325. 

GUEST (M. J.) —LecTureEs ON THE HisTORY 
oF ENGLanpD. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


HISTORY PRIMERS. 
RICHARD GREEN. 18mo. 


Edited by Joun 


ts. each. 


Europe. By E. A. FREEMAN, M.A. 
Greece. ByC. A. FyFre, M.A. 
Romer. By Bishop CREIGHTON. 


Francs. By CHarLtotts M. YONGE. 


HISTORICAL COURSF FOR SCHOOLS. | 
Ed. by Epw. A. Freeman, D.C.L. 18mo. 
GENERAL SKETCH OF EUROPEAN HISTORY. © 
By E. A. FREEMAN. Maps. 3s. 6d. | 

History oF ENGLAND. By EpitH THOMP- 
son. Coloured Maps. 2s. 6d. 

History or Scotranp. By MArGarset 
MACARTHUR. 28. 

History or Iraty. By the Rev. W. Hunt, 
M.A. With Coloured Maps. 3s. 6d. 

History oF GERMANY. By James SIME, 
MA. 438s 

History oF AMERICA. 
With Maps. 4s. 6d. 

History oF EvurorEAN COoLonies. By 
E. J. Payne, M.A. Maps. 4s. 6d. 

History or France. By CHartotTe M. 
Yonce. Maps. 3s. 6d. 

HOLE (Rey. C.).—GENEALOGICAL STEMMA 
oF THE Kincs oF ENGLAND AND FRANCE, 
Ona Sheet. ts. 


INGRAM (T. Dunbar).—A HisTorY OF THE 
LEGISLATIVE UNION OF GREAT BRITAIN 
AND IRELAND. 8vo. tos. 6d. : 

— Two Cuaprers oF Irish HISTORY: 1. 
The Irish Parliament of James II.; 2. The 
Alleged Violation of the Treaty of Limerick. 
8vo. 6s. 

JEBB (Prof. R. C.).—Movern Greece. Two 
Lectures. Crown $vo. 55. 

JENNINGS (A. C,).—Curonoocicat Ta- 
BLES OF ANCIENT History. 8vo. 55. 

KEARY (Annie).—THE Nations AROUND. 
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

KINGSLEY (Charles).—THe Roman AND 
THE TEUTON. Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

—— Historica Lrecrures AND ESSAYS« 
Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

LABBERTON (R. H.). (See ATLASES.) 


LEGGE (Alfred O.).—THE GRowTH OF THE 
TEMPORAL POWER OF THE Papacy. Cr. 
8vo. 8s. 6d. 


LETHBRIDGE (Sir Roper).—A Snort Man- 
UALOF THE HisTorY OF INDIA. Cr. 8vo. 58. 

—— Tue Wor tp’s History. Cr. 8vo,swd. 1s. 

— Easy InrRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY 
or Inp1a. Cr. 8vo, sewed. 15. 6d. 

— Hisroryor ENGLAND. Cr.8vo,swd. 1s.6d. 

— Easy INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY 
AND GEOGRAPHY OF BENGAL. Cr.8vo. 15.64. 


LYTE(H. C. Maxwell).—A History or ETon 
COLLEGE, 1440—1884. Illustrated. 8vo. ats. 

— A History OF THE UNIVERSITY OF 
OXFORD, FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO 
THE YEAR 1530. 8vo. 16s. 


MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—Socrat Lirz 
IN GREECE, FROM Homer TO MENANDER. 
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs. 


By J. A. Doyie. 


HiS tory — 


HYGIENE. Wi 


MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.)—Greex Lire 
AND THOUGHT, FROM THE AGE OF ALEX 
ANDER TO THE ROMAN CONQUEST. Cr. 
8vo. ras. 6d. 

— THE GREEK WoRLD UNDER ROMAN 


Sway, FRom Potysius TO PLuTarcH. Cr. 
8vo. tos. 6d. 

— Prosiems 1n Greek History. Crown 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 


MARRIOTT (J. A. R.). 
GRAPHY, Pp. 5.) 


(MICHELET (M.).—A Summary oF MoDERN 
History. Translated by M. C. M. Simp- 
son. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


MULLINGER (J. B.).—CampripGE CHARAC- 
TERISTICS IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. 
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

NORGATE (Kate).— ENGLAND UNDER THE 
ANGEVIN Kines. In2 vols. 8vo. 328. 
OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.).—THE Maxers 
OF FLorENCE: Dante, GiotrTo, Savona- 
ROLA, AND THEIR City. LIllustr. Cr. 8vo. 
tos. 64.—E dition de Luxe. S8vo. 215. net. 

THe Makers oF VENICE: DoGss, Con- 
QUERORS, PAINTERS, AND MEN oF LETTERS. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

—— Royat EpinsurcH: HER 
KinGs, PRopHETS, AND Ports. Illustrated 
by G. Reip, R.S.A. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

JERUSALEM, ITs History AND Hope. 
Illust. 8vo. 21s.—Large Paper Edit. 50s. net. 

OTTE (E. C.).—Scanpinavian History. 
With Maps. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

PALGRAVE (Sir F.).—Hisrory or Nor- 
MANDY ANDOF ENGLAND: 4 vols. 8vo. 42.48. 

PARKMAN (Francis). — MoNnTCALM AND 
Wotre. Library Edition. Illustrated with 
Portraits and Maps. 2 vols. 8vo. 12s.6d. each. 

THE CoLLECTED WorKS OF FRANCIS 

PARKMAN. Popular Edition. In ro vols. 

Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. each ; or complete, 37.135.6d. 

—PIONEERS OF FRANCE IN THE NEw WorLD, 

tvol.; THe Jesuirs In NortH AMERICA, 

rvol.; LA SALLE AND THE DISCOVERY OF 

THE GREAT WEST, 1 vol.; THE OREGON 

‘TRaIt, rvol., THE OLpD R&GImME IN CANADA 

UNDER Louis XIV., 1 vol.; Count FRon- 

TENAC AND NEW FRANCE UNDER Louis 

XIV., x vol.; MontcaLm AnD WOLFE, 2 

vols. ; THE CONSPIRACY OF PONTIAC, 2 vols. 

A Hacer Century oF Coneiicr. 2 vols. 
8vo. 255. 

POOLE (R. L.).—A History or THE HuGugE- 
NOTS OF THE DISPERSIGN AT THE RECALL 
OF THE Epict or NANTES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


ROGERS (Prof. J. E. Thorold).—HistToricau 
GLEANINGS. Cr. 8vo.—x1st Series. 45. 6d.— 
and Series. 6s. 

SAYCE (Prof. A. H.).—Tue Ancient EmM- 
PIRES OF THE East. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SEELEY (Prof. J). R.).—Lecrures anp 
Essays. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— Tue Expansion OF ENGLAND. Two 
Courses of Lectures. Cr. 8vo.° 4s. 6d. 

Our CorontaL Expansion. Extracts 

from the above. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 


SEWELL (KE. M.) and YONGE (C. M.).— 
EurorpEAN History, NARRATED IN A 
Serres oF HisToRICAL SELECTIONS FROM 
THE BEST AUTHORITIES. 2 vols, 3rd Edit. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. each. 


(See SELEcT Bio- 


Saints, 


SHUCKBURGH (E. S.).—A Scuoot His- 
TORY OF Rome, Cr. 8vo. [lu preparation 


STEPHEN (Sir J. Fitzjames, Bart.).—THE 
Story or NuNCcOMAR AND THE IMPEACH- 
MENT OF Sir EvijAH Impey. 2 vols. Cr. 
8vo. 15s. 


TAIT (C. W. A.).—ANALYsIS OF ENGLISH 
HisToRY, BASED ON GREEN’S ‘SHORT His- 


TORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE.” Cr. 8vo. 
4s. 6d. 

TOUT (7. F.).—Anatysis oF EncGiisH His- 
TORY. 18mo. 1s. 


TREVELYAN (Sir Geo. Otto).—CAwNnPorRE. 
Cr. B96. 1 Gs. 


WHEELER (J. Talboys).—Primer or In- 
piAN History, ASIATIC AND EUROPEAN. 
r8mo. 1s. 

CoLLeceE History oF Inpra, ASIATIC 

AND European. Cr. 8vo. 3s.; swd. 2s. 6d. 

ASuort History or [np1a. With Maps. 

Cr. 8vo. 128. 

INDIA UNDER BriTISsH RULE. 8vo. 12s.6d. 


WOOD (Rev. E. G.).—THE REGAL PowER 
OF THE CHURCH. 8vo. 45. 6d. 


YONGE (Charlotte).—CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH 
History. Ext. fep. 8vo. 5s. each.—Vol. 1x. 
From Rotto tro Epwarp II.; Vol. 2. THE 
Wars IN FRANCE; Vol. 3. THE Wars oF 
THE Roses; Vol. 4. REFORMATION TIMES 3 
Vol. 5. ENGLAND AND SPAIN; Vol. 6. Forty 
YEARS OF STEWART RULE (1603—43) ; Vol. 7. 
THE REBELLION AND RESTORATION (1642— 
1678). 

Tue Vicrortan Hatr-Century. Cr. 
8vo. 1s. 6d.; sewed, rs. 

Tue Srory of THE CHRISTIANS AND 

Moors IN Spain. 18mo. 4s. 6d. 


HORTICULTURE. (See GARDENING.) 
HYGIENE. 
BERNERS (J.)—First Lessons on HEALTH. 


18mo. Is. 


BLYTH (A. Wynter).—A Manuat oF Pus.ic 
HEALTH. 8vo. 17s. net. 


“BROWNE (J. H. Balfour).—WaTER Suppty. 
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

CORFIELD (Dr. W. H.).—Tue TREATMENT 
AND UTILISATION OF SEWAGE. 3rd Edit. 
Revised by the Author, and by Louis C. 
Parkes, M.D. 8vo. 16s. 

GOODFELLOW(J.).—TuHeE Digeretic VALUE 
oF BREAD. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

KINGSLEY (Charles).—SANITARY AND So- 
CIAL LecTurRES. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

— HEALTH AND EpucaTION. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


REYNOLDS (Prof. Osborne).—Srewer Gas, 
AND How TO KEEP IT OUT OF HousEs. 3rd 
Edit. Cr. 8vo. rs. 6d. 


RICHARDSON (Dr. B. W.).—Hycria: A 
City of Heattu. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 

Tue FurTure oF SANITARY SCIENCE 

Cr Svou is) 

On ALCOHOL. 


HYMNOLOGY. 
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 33-) 


Cr. 8vo. 1s. 
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ILLUSTRATED BOOKS. 
BALCH (Elizabeth). — Giimpses oF OLD 
EnG.isH Homes. Gl. 4to. 14s. 
BLAKE. (See BroGrapuy.) 
BOUGHTON (G. H.) and ABBEY (E. A.). 
(See VovyAGES AND TRAVELS.) 
CHRISTMAS CAROL (A). _ Printed in 
Colours, with Illuminated Borders. 4to. 21s. 


DAYS WITH SIR ROGER DE COVER- 
LEY. From the Spectator. Illustrated by 
Hucu THomson. Fep. 4to. 6s. 


DELL (E. C.).—Picrures From SHELLEY. 
Engraved by J. D. Cooper. Folio. ars. net. 

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, 
THE. (See PerRtopicats.) 

Proof Impressions of Engravings originally 

published in The English Illustrated Maga- 


zine, 1884. In Portfolio 4to. ars. 
GASKELL (Mrs.).—Cranrorp. _ Illustrated 
by HucuH Tuomson. Cr. 8vo. 6s.—Also 


with uncut edges paper label. 6s. 


GOLDSMITH (Oliver), — Tue Vicar oF 
WAKEFIELD. New Edition, with 182 Illus- 
trations by HuGH THomson. Preface by 
Austin Dosson. Cr. 8vo. 6s.—Also with 
Uncut Edges, paper label. 6s. 


GREEN (John Richard). — ILLusTRaTED 
EDITION OF THE SHORT HisToRY OF THE 
EnGiisH Prope. In Parts. Super roy. 
8vo. xs. each net. Part I. Oct. 1891. 


GRIMM. (See Booxs ror THE YOUNG.) 


HALLWARD (R. F.).—FLowers oF Para- 
pisk. Music, Verse, Design, Illustration. 6s. 


IRVING (Washington).—OLp CHRISTMAS. 
FromtheSketch Book. Illustr. by RANDOLPH 
CatpecoTrrT. Gilt edges. Cr.8vo. 6s.,—Also 
with uncut edges, paper label. 6s. 

— BracesrivGe HALL. Illustr. by Ran- 
poLeH CALpEcoTrr. Gilt edges. Cr. 8vo. 
6s.—Also with uncut edges, paper label. 6s. 

— Ou_p CnristmMas AND BRACEBRIDGE 
Hari. Ladition deLuxe. Roy.8vo. 218. 


KINGSLEY (Charles).—Tur WaTER Banigs. 
(See Books FOR THE YOUNG.) 

— Tue Hrrogs. (See Booxs for the YOuNG.), 

Giaucus. (See NATURAL History.) 

LANG (Andrew).—TuHe Lisprary. With a 
Chapter on Modern Illustrated Books, by 
Austin Dosson. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6a. 


LYTE (H.C. Maxwell). (See History.) 


MAHAFFY (Rev. Prof. J. P.) and ROGERS 
(J. E.). (See Vovacrs anv TRAVELS.) 


MEREDITH (L. A.).—Busu Frienps Nn 
Tasmania. Native Flowers, Fruits, and 
Insects, with Prose and Verse Descriptions. 
Folio. 52s. 6d. net. 


OLD SONGS. With Drawings by E. A. 
Anpeyand A. Parsons. 4to,mor, gilt. 315.6. 


PROPERT (J. L.). (See Art.) 


STUART, RELICS OF THE ROYAL 
HOUSE OF. Illustrated by 4o Plates in 
Colours drawn from Relics of the Stuarts by 
Witiiam Gisp. With an Introduction by 
Joun SKevTon, C.B., LL.D., and Descrip- 
tive Notes by W. St. Joun Hops. Folio, 
half morocco, gilt edges. 72. 7s. net. 


TENNYSON (Hon. Hallam).—Jack AND 
THE BEAN-STALK. English Hexameters. 
Illustrated by R. CatpEcoTT. Fep.4to. 35.62. 


TRISTRAM (W. O.).—Coacuinc Days AND 
CoacuinGc Ways. Illust. H. Rattron and 
Hucu Tuomson. Ext. cr. 4to. 315. 6d. 


TURNER’S LIBER STUDIORUM: A 
DESCRIPTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W.G.. 
Rawiinson. Med. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

WALTON and COTTON—LOWELL.—Tup. 
ComPpLeTE ANGLER. With Introduction by 
Jas. RussELL LowE tu. 2vols. Ext. cr. 8vo- 
52s. 6d. net. 


LANGUAGE. (See PHILOLOoGy.) 


LAW. 


BERNARD (M.).—Four LECTURES ON SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED WITH DIPLOMACY. 8v0. 93+ 

BIGELOW (M. M.).—History oF PROCE- 
DURE IN ENGLAND FROM THE NORMANS 
ConQUEST, 1066-1204. 8vo. 16s. 

BOUTMY (E.).— Stupies 1N_ ConstTITU- 
TIONAL Law. Transl. by Mrs. Dicey. Pre- 
face by Prof. A. V. Dicmy. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION. Transl- 
by Mrs. EapEN. Introduction by Sir F.. 
Pottock, Bart. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

CHERRY (R. R.).— LecTURES ON THE 
GrowTH oF CRIMINAL LAw IN ANCIENT 
Communities. 8vo. 5s. net. 

DICEY (Prof. A. V.).—Lectrures INTRODUC- 
TORY TO THE STUDY OF THE LAW OF THE 
ConsTITuUTION. 3rd Edit. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

ENGLISH: CITIZEN SERIES, THE. 
(See Po.irics.) 

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.).—Tur Treaty Re- 
LATIONS OF RussIA AND TURKEY, FROM 
1774 TO 1853. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 

HOLMES (O. W., jun.).—THE Commow 
Law. 8vo. 12s, 

LIGHTWOOD (J. M.).—THE Nature oF 
Positive Law. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

MAITLAND (F. W.).—PLEAs oF THE CRown 
FOR THE COUNTY OF GLOUCESTER, A.D. 1221~ 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 

—— Justice AND Potice. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

MONAHAN (James H.).—THE Metuop oF 
Law. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

PATERSON (James).—CoMMENTARIES ON 
THE LIBERTY OF THE SUBJECT, AND THE 
Laws or ENGLAND RELATING TO THE SE~ 
CURITY OF THE PERSON. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 215. 

—— Tue LIBERTY OF THE PRESS, SPEECH» 
AND Pusiic Worsuip. Cr. 8vo. 125. 

PHILLIMORE (John G.).—PrivateE Law 
AMONG THE ROMANS. 8vo. 6s. 

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.).—Essays 1n JuRIS~ 
PRUDENCE AND ETHICS. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— Tue Lanp Laws. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

— LerapInGc CasES DONE INTO ENGLISH. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

RICHEY (Alex. G.).—Tue Ir1sH LANp Laws- 
Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 

SELBORNE (Earl of).—Jupiciat Proce- 
DUREIN THE PRivy CouNcCIL. 8wo. 15. net- 
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STEPHEN (Sir J. Fitzjames, Bart.).—A Dr- 
GEST OF THE LAW OF EVIDENCE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
A Dicest oF THE CRIMINAL Law: 
CRIMES AND PUNISHMENTS. 4th Ed. 8vo. 16s. 
— A Dicest oF THE LAw oF CRIMINAL 
PROCEDURE IN INDICTABLE OFFENCES. By 
Sir J. F., Bart., and HerserT STEPHEN, 


LL.M. 8vo. tras. 6d. 
— A History oF THE CRIMINAL LAw OF 
ENGLAND. 3vols. 8vo. 48s. 


— A GENERAL VIEW OF THE CRIMINAL 
Law oF ENGLAND. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 14s. 

STEPHEN QJ. K.).—INTERNATIONAL Law 
AND INTERNATIONAL RELATIONS. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 


WILLIAMS (S. E.).—Forensic Facts anp 


Fauracies. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
LETTERS. (See under LITERATURE, Pp. 19.) 
LIFE-BOAT. 


GILMORE (Rev. John).—STorM WarRRIORS} 
or, Life-Boat Work on the Goodwin Sands. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


LEWIS (Richard).—HistTory oF THE LIFE- 
Boat anD 1Ts WorK. Cr. 8vo. 55. 


LIGHT. (Sze under Puysics, p. 27.) 


LITERATURE. 

History and Criticism of— Commentaries, 
etc.—Poetry and the Drama—Poetical Col- 
lections and Selections—Prose Fiction—Col- 
lected Works, Essays, Lectures, Letters, 
Miscellaneous Works. 


History and Criticism of. 
(See also ESSAYS, p. 19.) 
ARNOLD (M.). (See Essays. p. 19.) 


BROOKE (Stopford A.).—A PRIMER oF ENG- 
LISH LITERATURE. 18mo._ ss. — Large 
Paper Edition. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

—— A History of Earty Encuisu LITERA- 
TURE. 2 vols. 8vo. 


CLASSICAL WRITERS. Edited by Joun 
RICHARD GREEN. F cp. 8vo. 1s. 6d, each. 
DEMOSTHENES. By Prof. BuTcHER, M.A. 
Euripipes. By Prof. MaHarry. 

Livy. By the Rev. W. W. Capes, M.A. 
Mitton. By Storrorp A. BRooKE#. 
Sorpuocies. By Prof. L. CampBe yi, M.A. 
Tacitus. By Messrs. CuuRCH and BRODRIBB. 
Vereit. By Prof. Nerriesurp, M.A. 


{NGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. 
BioGRAPHY.) 
HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. 
In 4 vols. Cr. 8vo. 
Earty EncuisH LireratTure. By Srop- 
FORD Brookes, M.A. [Jn preparation. 
ELizaABETHAN LITERATURE (1560—1665). 
By Greorce SaInTsBuRy. 78. 6d. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY LITERATURE (1660 
—1780). By Epmunp Goss, M.A. 7s. 6d. 
Tue MoperRN Pertop. By Prof. DowpENn. 
[lx preparation. 
JEBB (Prof. R, C.).—A PRIMER oF GREEK 
LITERATURE. 18mo, Is. 
— THE ATTIC ORATORS, FROM ANTIPHON 
to Isagzos. 2vols 8vo. 255. 


JOHNSON’S LIVES OF THE POETS. 
Mitton, DrypDEN, Pore, ADDISON, SwiFT, 
AND Gray. With Macaulay's ‘Life of 
Johnson ” Ed. by M. ArnoxpD. Cr.8vo. 45.6d. 


(See 


KINGSLEY (Charles). — LireERaryY AND 


GENERAL LecTuRES. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—A History oF 

CLASSICAL GREEK LITERATURE. 2 vols. 

Cr. 8vo.—Vol. 1. THE Ports. With an 


Appendix on Homer by Prof. Saycz. Ina 
Parts.—Vol. 2. THE Prose Writers. In2 
Parts. 4s. 6d. each. 

MORLEY (John). (See CottecTepD Works, 
Pp. 22.) 


NICHOL (Prof. J.) and McCORMICK (Prof 
(W. S.).—A SHorT History oF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE. Globe 8vo. [lx preparation. 


OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.).—Tue LitE- 
RARY History OF ENGLAND IN THE END 
OF THE 18TH AND BEGINNING OF THE 19TH 
CENTURY. 3 vols. 8vo. 21s. 


RYLAND (F.).—CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES 
or ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


WARD (Prof. A. W.).—A History or EnG- 
LISH DRAMATIC LITERATURE, TO THE 
DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE. 2vols. 8vo. 325. 

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.).—A PRIMER oF Ros 
MAN LITERATURE. 18mo. Is. 


Commentaries, etc, 


BROWNING. 
A PRIMER ON Browninc. By Mary WILson, 
Cr. 8vo. 25, 6d. 


DANTE. 

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE 
Chiefly based on the Commentary of Ben- 
venuto da Imola. By the Hon. W. W. 
Vernon, M.A. With an Introduction by 
Dean CuurcuH. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 245, 


HOMER. 

Homeric Dictionary. (See DicTIONARIES.) 

THe Proprem oF THE Homeric Porms, 
By Prof. W. D. Gepvgs. 8vo. 14s. 

Homeric SyNCHRONISM. An Inquiry into 
the Time and Place of Homer. By the 
Rt. Hon. W. E.Grapstong. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

PRIMER OF Homer. By the same. 18mo. 1s. 

LANDMARKS OF HOMERIC STUDY, TOGETHER 
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Miss Tommy: A Medizval Romance. 
Kine Artuur: Nota Love Story. 


CRAWFORD(F.Marion).-- Uniform Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. each. 


Mr. Isaacs: A Tale of Modern India. 

Dr. CLaupius. 

A RomMAN SINGER. 

ZOROASTER. 

A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH. 

Marzio’s CRUCIFIX. 

Pau PATorF. 

WITH THE IMMORTALS. 

GREIFENSTEIN. 

Sant’ ILARIO. 

A CIGARETTE MAxKeEr’s ROMANCE. 
— Kuatzp: A Tale of Arabia. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
— THE WitTcuH oF PraGuE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


— Tue THREE Fates. 3 vols. 315. 6d. 
CUNNINGHAM (Sir H. S.).—Tue Carv- 


Lteans: A Vacation Idyll. Cr.8vo. 3s. 6d. 
— Tue Heriots. Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 
—— WHEAT AND TarEs. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


DAGONET THE JESTER. Cr. 8vo. 45.64. 

DAHN (Felix).—Fexiciras. Translated by 
M.A.C.E. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

DAY (Rev. Lal Behari).—BrencaL PEASANT 
Lire. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— Fork Tares or BenGat. Cr. 8vo. 45,.6d. 


DEFOE (D.). (See GLose Liprary, p. 20: 
GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 20.) 


DEMOCRACY: An AMERICAN Nove. Cz. 
8vo. 45. 6d. 


DICKENS (Charles). — Uniform Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6a. each. 
Tue Pickwick PAPERS. 
OLIVER Twist. 
NicHoLas NicKLEBY. 
Martin CHUZZLEWIT. 
Tue OLp Curiosity SHOP, [July 25. 
BARNABY RUDGE. [A ue. 26. 


— Tue PostHuMouS PAPERS OF THE PIck- 
wick Cus. Illust. Edit. by C. Dickens, 
Jun. 2vols. Ext.cr. 8vo. 21s. 

DILLWYN (E. A.).—Jityt. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— Jiri ann Jack. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. ras. 


DUNSMUIR (Amy).—Vipa: 
Girl.- 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

EBERS (Dr. George).—THE BURGOMASTER’S 
Wire. Transl. by C. BELL. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

— Onty A Worp. Translated by CLARA 
Berti. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


“ RSTELLE RUSSELL” (The Author of).— 
Harmonia. 3vols. Cr. 8vo. 315. 6d. 


FALCONER (Lanoe).—Cecit1a DE NOEL. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

FLEMING(G.).—A Nite Nove. Gl.8vo. 2s. 

— Mrrace: A Novel. Globe 8vo. 2s, 

— THE Heap or Mepusa. Globe 8vo. as. 

— Vesricia. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

FRATERNITY: A Romance. 
8vo. 21s. 

“FRIENDS IN COUNCIL” (The Author 
of).—REALMAH. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


GRAHAM (John W.).—Nea#ra: A Tale of 
Ancient Rome. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


HARBOUR BAR, THE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


HARDY (Arthur Sherburne).—ButT vET a 
Woman: A Novel. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


— Tue WinpvoFf Destiny. 2vols. Gl. 8vo. ras. 
HARDY (Thomas).— THE WoopLANDERS, 


Study of a 


2 vols. Cr. 


Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
— Wessex TaLes. Cr. 8vo. 3. 6a. 
HARTE (Bret).—Cressy. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


— Tue Heritace or DEpLow Marsan: 
and other Tales. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


—— A First Famizty oF Tasayara. Cr. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 


“HOGAN, M.P.” (The Author of).—Hogcan, 
M.P. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. Globe 8vo. 2s, 


— Tue Hon. Miss FerrarpD. Gl. 8vo. 2s. 


— Fuirrers, TATTERS, AND THE CouUN- 
SELLOR, ETC. Globe 8vo. 2s. 


— Curisty CAREW. Globe 8vo. 2s. 
— Ismay’s CHILDREN. Globe 8vo. 2s, 
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LITERATURE. 
Prose Fiction—continued. 


HOPPUS (Mary).—A Great Treason: A 
Story of the War of Independence. 2 vols. 
Cr. 8vo. 9s. 

HUGHES (Thomas).—Tom Brown’s SCHOOL 
Days. By AN O_p Boy.—Golden Treasury 


Edition. 4s. 6¢.—Uniform Edition. 3s. 6d. 
—People’s Edition. 2s.—People’s Sixpenny 
Edition. Illustr. Med. 4to. 6¢.—Uniform 


with Sixpenny Kingsley. Med. 8vo. 6d. 
—— Tom Brown aT OxForp. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


-—- THE SCOURING OF THE WHITE HORSE, 
and THe AsHEN Faccort. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


IRVING (Washington). 
Books, p. 12.) 


JACKSON (Helen).—Ramona. Gl. 8vo. 2s. 
JAMES (Henry).—TueE Europeans: A Novel. 


(See ILLUSTRATED 


Cr, 8vo. 6s.; 18mo, 2s. 
—— Daisy MILLER: and other Stories. Cr. 
8vo. 6s.; Globe 8vo, 2s. 
Tue AmeERICAN. Cr. 8ve.- 6s.—x8mo. 
2vols. 4s. 


— Roperick Hupson. Cr. 8vo. 6s.; Gl. 
8vo, 2s. ; 18mo, 2 vols. 4s. 

— Tue Maponna OF THE FUTURE: and 
other Tales. Cr. 8vo. 6s.; Globe 8vo, 2s. 


— WASHINGTON SQUARE, THE PENSION 
Breaurepas. Globe 8vo. 2s. 


—— Tue PorTRAIT oF A Lapy. 
6s. xz8mo, 3 vols. 6s. 


—— Stories REVIVED. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. each. 


—— Tue Bostonians. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


—— Novets anv Tares. Pocket Edition. 
18mo. 2s. each volume. 
~ CONFIDENCE. 1 vol. 

THe SigrGe or Lonpon; MaApAME DE 
Mauves. 1 vol. 

AN INTERNATIONAL EPIsopE ; THE PEN- 
SION BEAUREPAS; THE Point oF View. 
1 vol. 

Daisy Miter, a Study; Four Me#err- 
incs; LonestTarr’s MarRRIAGE; BEN- 
VoLio. 1 vol. 

Tue Maponna or THE Future; A 
BuNDLE oF Letters; THE DIARY OF 
A Man oF Firty; EvGENE PickERING. 
r vol. 

TAues OF THREE Cities. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


Cr. 8vo. 


In Two Series. 


-— Tue Princess CAsAMASSIMA. Cr. 8vo. 
6s.3 Globe 8vo, 2s. 
Tue REVERBERATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


— Tue Asrern Papers; Louisa PALLANT; 
Tur Mopern WarnincG. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

—— ALonpon Lire. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 

— Tur Tracic Muse. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


—— Tue Lesson oF THE Master, AND 
OTHER STORIES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


KEARY (Annie),—Janret’s Home. Cr. 8vo. 
35. 6d. 


— CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. Globe 8vo. 2s. 


~—— Oxpsury. Cr.8vo. 35. 6d. 

—— A York anv A LancasTEeR RosE. Cr 
8vo. 39. 6d. 

—— CasTie Daty. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

—- A DoustinGc Heart. Cr. 8vo. 35.6d 


KENNEDY (P.).—Lecenpary FIcTIONS OF 
THE IRIsH CELTS. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


KINGSLEY (Charles):— Eversley Edition. 
13 vols. Globe 8vo. 5s. each.—WESTWARD» 
Ho! 2 vols—Two Years Aco. 2 vols,— 
HypaTia. 2vols.—YeastT. 1x vol.—ALTow 
Locke. 2 vols—HEREWARD THE WAKE. 
2 vols. 

Complete Edition. Cr.8vo. 38. 6d. eache 
—Westwarp Ho! With a Portrait.— 
Hypatia.—Yeast.—Atton Lockxe.—Two 
Years AGo.—HEREWARD THE WAKE. 

—— Sixpenny Edition. Med. 8vo. 6d. 
each. — WestwarD Ho! — HypaTia. — 
Yeast.—Atton Locke.—Two Years AGo. 
—HEREWARD THE WAKE. 


KIPLING (Rudyard).—PrLatin TALES FROM 
THE Hitts. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Tue LIGHT THAT FAILED, Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Lire’'s Hanvicap: Being Stories of mine 
own People. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

LAFARGUE (Philip).—THe New JuDGMENT 
oF Parts. 2vols. Globe 8vo. 12s. 


LEE (Margaret).—FaAITHFUL AND UNFAITH= 
Fut. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


LEVY (A.).—ReEuBEN Sacus. Cr, 8vo. 35.6d 


LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN, A. 
24th Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

“LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN, 
A” (Author of),—THE Lanp or DARKNESS. 
Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

LYTTON (Ear! of ).—TuHE? Rinc or AMASIS © 
A Romance. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 

McLENNAN (Malcolm).—Muckie Jock . 
and other Stories of Peasant Life in the North. 
Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 

MACQUOID (K. S.).—Patry. Gl. 8vo. 2s. 


MADOC (Fayr).—THE Story oF MELICENT.. 
Cr. 8v0. 4s. 6d. 

MALET (Lucas).—Mrs. Lorimer: A Sketch» 
in Black and White. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


eu (Sir Thos.). (See GLlose LIBRARY, 
p. 20. 


MINTO (W.).—THE MepraTION OF RALPH 
HARDELOT. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 31s. 6d. 


MITFORD (A. B.).—Ta.es oF OLD JAPAN. 
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


MIZ MAZE (THE); or, THE WInkworRTR: 
Puzziz. <A Story in Letters by Nine 
Authors. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


MURRAY (D. Christie). — Aunt RAcHEL. 
Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 

— Scuwartz. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

— THe WEAKER VESSEL. Cr.8vo. 35. 6d. 

—— Joun Vate’s GuaRDIAN. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

MURRAY (D. Christie) and HERMAN (H.).. 
—He FeLi amonc Tuikves. Cr.8vo. 35.6d. 


NEW ANTIGONE, THE: A Romance. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


NOEL (Lady Augusta).—HiTHErsEA MERE. 
3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 315. 6d. 


NORRIS (W. E.).—My Frienp Jim.. Globe 
8vo. 2s. 
— Curis. Globe 8vo. 2s. 


NORTON (Hon. Mrs.).—Otp Str Dove~ 
Las. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
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OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.).—A Son oF 
THE Soit. Globe 8vo. as. 

— THE CuraTE In CuarcE. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

— Younc Muscrave. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

—— HE TuHaT WILL NOT WHEN HE may. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6¢,—Globe 8vo. 2s. 

— Sir Tom. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

— Hester, Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

— 1HE Wizarp’s Son. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

—— THE Country GENTLEMAN AND HIS 
Famity. Globe 8vo. 2s. 

—— Tue Seconr Son. Globe 8vo. 2s. 


— NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN. Cr. 8vo. 
35. 6d. 
— Joyce. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


—— A BELEAGUERED City. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

— KirsTEeen. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

— THE Raitway MAN AND HIs CHILDREN. 
3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 315. 6d. 

—— THE MarrIsGE OF ELINOR 
Cr. 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

PALMER (Lady Sophia).—Mrs. Prenicort’s 
Lopcer: and other Stories. Cr.8vo. 2s. 6d. 

PARRY (Gambier). Tue Story or Dicx. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


PATER (Walter).—Marius THE EPICUREAN: 


3 vols. 


His SENSATIONS AND IpEas. 3rd Edit. 2 
vols. 8vo. 125. 

ROSS (Percy).—A Miscuipit Lassiz. Cr. 
8vo. 4s. 6d. 


ROY (J.).—HELEN TREVERVYAN!: OR, THE 
RuiinG Race 3Vvols. Cr. 8vo. 315. 6d. 

RUSSELL (W. Clark)—Maroonep. Cr. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 

—— ASTRANGE ELopEMENT. Cr. 8vo. 35.6d. 

ST. JOHNSTON (A.).—A SoutrH SEA 

Lover: A Romance. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
SHORTHOUSE (J. Henry).—Uniform Edi- 

tion. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. each. 

pee InGLESANT: A Romance. 

IR PercivAL: A Story of the Past and of 
the Present. 

Tue Lirtte ScHootmMasTER Marx: A 

Spiritual Romance. 

Tue Countess Eve, 

A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN : and other Tales. 
—— BLANCHE, LADY FALAISE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
SLIP IN THE FENS, A. Globe 8vo. as. 
TIM. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


TOURGENIEF.—Virain Som. Translated 
by Asuton W. Ditxe. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
VELEY (Margaret).—A GARDEN oF MEmo- 
ries; Mrs. Austin; Lizziz’s BARGAIN. 
Three Stories. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 12s. 
VICTOR (H.).—Mariam: or TWENTY-ONE 
Days. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
VOICES CRYING IN THE WILDER- 
NESS: A Novet. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
WARD (Mrs. T. Humphry).—Miss BrRETHER- 
Ton. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
WORTHEY (Mrs.).—TuHE NEw ConrINENT: 
A Novel. 2vols. Globe8vo. 12s. 
VONGE (Charlotte M.).—Usziform Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. each. 
Tuer Heir oF REDCLYFFE. 
HEaArRTSEASE. | Hopes AND FEARS. 
DyneEvor TERRACE. | THE Daisy CHAIN. 
Tue Triac: More Links of the Daisy Chain. 
Pitvars oF THE House. Vol. I. 
Pi_vtars oF THE House. Vol. II. 
Tue YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 


YONGE (Charlotte M.).—Unijform Edition, 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. each. 
CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FamILy. 
Tue THREE BRIDES. 
My Younc Accipes. | THE Cacep Lion. 
THE Dove IN THE EaGLe’s NEsT. 
Tue CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
Lapy Hester, and THE Danvers Papsrs. 
Macnum Bonum. | Love AND LiFe. 
Unknown To History. | Stray PEARLS, 
THE ARMOURER’S PRENTICES. 
THE Two SIDES OF THE SHIELD. 
Nuttis’s FATHER. 
SCENES AND CHARACTERS. 
Cuantry House. 
A Movern Tetemacuus. | 
BEECHCROFT AT ROCKSTONE, 
More Byworps. 
A REPUTED CHANGELING; or, Three Seventh 

Years Two Centuries Ago. 
THE LITTLE DuKE, RICHARD THE FEARLESS, 
Tue LANcES oF Lynwoop. 
THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. 
P’s anp Q's: LittLte Lucy’s WoNDERFUL 
GLOBE. 

Tue Two PENNILESS PRINCESSES. 

— TuatSrticx. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 12s. 


Collected Works; Essays; Lectures; 
Letters; Miscellaneous Works. 

AN AUTHOR’S LOVE. Being the Unpub- 
lished Letters of PRospER Mtrimin’s 
““Inconnue.” 2vols. Ext.cr. 8vo. 12s. 

ARNOLD (Matthew),—Essays In CriTICISM, 
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs. 

— Essays IN CRITICISM. 
Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

—— Discourses 1n AMERICA. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

BACON. With Introduction and Notes, b 
F. G. Serpy, M.A. GI. 8vo. 3s.; swd. 25.6d. 
(See also GOLDEN ©@REASURY SERIES, p. 20.) 

BLACKIE (Jobn Stuart)—Lay Srrmons. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BRIDGES (John A.).—IpyLis oF a Lost 
VILLAGE. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

BRIMLEY (George).—Essays. Globe 8vo. 5s. 

BUNYAN (John).—TuE Pitcrim’s ProGress 
FROM THIS WORLD TO THAT WHICH IS TO 
Come. 18mo. 2s, 6d. net. 

BUTCHER (Prof. S. H.)}—Some AsprEcTs oF 
THE GREEK GENIUS. Cr, 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 

CARLYLE (Thomas), (See BioGRAPHY.) 

CHURCH (Dean).—MisceLLanzous Wari- 
TINGS. Collected Edition. 6 vols. Globe 
8vo. 55. each.—Vol. I. MuisceLLANEOUS 
Essays.—II, DANTE: AND OTHER Essays. 


Bye Worps. 


Second Series, 


—IIl. Sr. Ansetm.—IV. SprENsER.—V. 
Bacon.—VI. Tur Oxrorp Movrmenrt, 
1833—45.- 


CLIFFORD (Prof. W. K.). Lectures anp 
Essays. Edited by Lestie SterpHen and 
Sir F. Pottocx. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

CLOUGH (A. H.).—Prose Remains. With 
a Selection from his Letters, and a Memoir 
by His Wirs. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

COLLINS (J. Churton).—Tuez Srupy or 
EnG.uisH LITERATURE, Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
CRAIK (Mrs.).—Concerninc MEN: and 

other Papers. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

— Asout Monsy: and other Things. Cr. 
8yo. 6s. 

—— SERMONS OUT OF CHURCH. Cr, 8vo. 35.6. 
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Collected Works; Essays: Lectures; 
Letters; Miscellaneous Works—contd. 


DE VERE (Aubrey).—Essays CHIEFLY ON 
Poetry. 2vols. Globe 8yo. 12s. 


— Essays, CHIEFLY LITERARY AND ETHI- 
CAL. Globe 8vo. 6s. 


DRYDEN, Essays oF. 
C.D. Yonce. Fcp. 8vo. 
GLoseE LIBRARY, p. 20.) 


DUFF (Rt. Hon. Sir M. E. Grant).—MIscet- 
LANIES, Politicaland Literary. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 


EMERSON(RalphWaldo).—TuHE CoLLECTED 
Works. 6 vols. Globe 8vo. 5s. each.— 
I. MiscELtvranies. With an Introductory 
Essay by JoHN Mortey.—II. Essays.— 
Ill. Pozms.—lV. EnGuiisH Traits; ReE- 
PRESENTATIVE MEN.—V.CoNDUCT OF LIFE; 
Society anp Sovirupe.—VI. LETT=rRs; 
SocraL AIMS, ETC. 


FITZGERALD (Edward): 
Literary Remains or. Ed. by W. ALpis 
Wricut, M.A. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 31s. 6d. 


GLOBE LIBRARY. Gl. 8yo. 3s. 6d. each: 
Burns.—CompLeTEeE PoETICAL WORKS AND 
Letters. Edited, with Life and Glossarial 
Index, by ALEXANDER SMITH. 
CowPeR.—POETICAL WORKS. 
the Rey. W. BenHAM, B.D. 
Deror.—THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON 
Crusog. With Introduction by Henry 
KINGSLEY. 
Drypen.—Porticat Works. A Revised 
Text and Notes. By W. D.Curistie, M.A, 
Go.LpsMmITH. — MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. 
Edited by Prof. Masson. 
Horace.—Works. Rendered into English 
Prose by JAMES LoONSDALE and S. LEE. 
Matvory.—Le Morre p’ArTHUR. Sir Thos, 
Malory’s Book of King Arthur and of his 
Noble Knights of the Round Table. The 
Edition of Caxton, revised for modern use. 
By Sir E. Srracuey, Bart. 
Miv_tron:—Poevricat Works. Edited, with 
Introductions, by Prof. Masson. 
Pore.—PorticaAL Works. Edited, with 
Memoir and Notes, by Prof. Warp. 
Scorr.—PorricaL Works. With Essay 
by Prof. PALGRAVE. 
SHAKESPEARE.—COMPLETE Works. Edit. 
by W. G. CLrark and W. ALpIs WRIGHT. 
India Paper Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
gilt edges. ros. 6d. net. 
SPENSER.—CoOMPLETE Works Edited by 
R. Morris. Memoir by J. W. Havzs, M.A. 
Vircit.—Works. _ Rendered into English 
Prose by JAMES LonspALE and S. LEE. 


GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.—Uni- 
jy formly printed in 18mo, with Vignette Titles 
by Sir J. E. Mrxvais, Sir Nozet Paton, 
T. Wootner, W. Hotman Hunt, Arruur 
HuGues, etc. 4s. 6d. each.—Also a re-issue 
in fortnightly vols. 2s.6d. net, from June, 1891. 


THE GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEsT SonGS 
AND LyricaAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH 
LanGuace. Selected and arranged, with 
Notes, by Prof. F, T. PALGRAvE.—Large 
Paper Edition. 8vo. os. 6d. net. 


THE CHILDREN’S GARLAND FROM THE BEST 
Ports. Selected by Coventry Parmorsg. 


Edited by Prof. 
2s.6d. (See also 


LETTERS AND 


Edited by 
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BuNYAN.—THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS FROM 
THIS WORLD TO THAT WHICH Is TO ComE, 
—Large Paper Edition. 8vo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Bacon.—Essays, and CoLtours oF Goop 
aND Evit. With Notes and Glossarial 
Index by W. ALpis WricHT, M.A.—Large 
Paper Edition. 8vo. os, 6d. net. 

THE Book oF Praise. From the Best Eng- 
lish Hymn Writers. Selected by Roun- 
DELL, EARL OF SELBORNE. 

SHELLEY.—PorMs. Edited by SToprorD 
A. Brooxr.—Large Paper Edit. 12s. 6d. 

THe Fairy Book: THE Bgest POPULAR 
Fairy Stories. Selected by Mrs. Craik, 
Author of ‘ John Halifax, Gentleman.” 

WorpswortH.—Poems. Chosenand Edited 
by M. ArNoLp.—Large Paper Edition. 9s. 

PLato.—THE TRIAL AND DEATH OF SOCRA- 
TES. Being the Euthyphron, Apology, Crito 
and Phaedo of Piato. Trans.F. J. CHURCH. 

Tue Jest Boox. The Choicest Anecdotes 
and Sayings. Arranged by Mark LEMON. 

HERRICK.—CHRYSOMELA. Edited by Prof. 
F. T. PALGRAVE. 

THE BatitaD Boox. A Selection of the 
Choicest British Ballads. Edited by 
WILLIAM ALLINGHAM. 

THe Sunpay Book oF POBTRY FOR THE 
Younc. Selected by C. F. ALEXANDER. 

A Boox oF Gotprn DEEps. By C. M. 
YONGE. 

A Book oF Wortuigs. By C. M. YoncEr. 

Keats.—THE PoreticaL Works. Edited 
by Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. 

PLato.—THE Repusric. Translated by 
J. Lu. Daviss, M.A., and D. J. VauGHAN. 
—Large Paper Edition. 8vo. ros. 6d. net. 

Avpison.—Essays. Chosen and Edited by 
Joun RicHarp GREEN. 

DeutscHE Lyrik. The Golden Treasury 
of the best German Lyrical Poems. Se- 
lected by Dr. BucHHEIM. 

Sir THomas Brownge.—RELIGIO MEDICi, 
LETTER TO A FRIEND, &C., AND CHRIST- 
1AN Moracs. Ed. W. A. GREENHILL. 

Lams.—TALes FROM SHAKSPEARE. Edited 
by Rev. ALFRED AINGER, M.A. 

THE Sonc Boor. 
lected and arranged by JoHN HuLian. 

ScotrisH Sonc. Compiled by Mary Car- 
LYLE AITKEN. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, 
with Notes, by G. Masson. 

BALLADEN UND RoMANZzEN. Being a Se- 
lection of the best German Ballads and 
Romances. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Dr. BucHHEIM. 

A Book oF GoLpEN THouGHTS. By HENRY 
ATTWELL. 

MatruEew ARNOLD.—SELECTED PoEMs. 
Byron.—Portry. Chosen and arranged 
by M. ArNoLp.—Large Paper Edit. 9s. 
CowrrER.—SELECTIONS FROM PoEMs. With 

an Introduction by Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

— Lerrers. Edited, with Introduction, by 
Rev. W. BENHAM. 

Deror.—THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON 
Crusor. Edited by J. W. CLark, M.A. 
BALTHASAR GraciAn’s ArT OF WORLDLY 

Wispom. Trans. J. Jacoss. [Jn the Press. 

Hare.—GueEsses aT TruTH. By Two 
Brothers. 

Hucues.—Tom Brown's Scuoot Days, 

Lanpor.—SgELecTions. Ed. by S. CoLvin. 
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LonGFELLow.—Porms oF PLaces: ENG- 
LAND AND Wates. Edited by H. W. 
LonGFELLOw. 2 vols. 

— Ba traps, Lyrics, AND SONNETS. 

MoHAMMAD.—SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK 
Translated by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. 

NeEwcasTLe.—THE CAVALIER AND HIS 
Lapy. Selections from the Works of the 
First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. 
Withan Introductory Essay by E. JENKINS. 

Prato. —Tue Puarprus, Lysis, AND PRo- 
TaGoras. ‘Translated by J. WRIGHT. 

SHAKESPEARE.—-SONGS AND SONNETS. Ed. 
with Notes, by Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. 

Tennyson.—Lyricav Poems. Selected and 
Annotated by Prof. F. T. Parcrave.— 
Large Paper Edition. 9s. 

— In Memoriam. Large Paper Edit. gs. 

THEOCRITUS.—BIon, AND Moscnus. Ren- 
dered into English Prose by ANDREW 
Lanc.—Large Paper Edition. 9s. 

CuarLtotte M. Yoncze.—Tue Story oF 
THE CHRISTIANS AND Moors IN SPAIN. 


GOLDSMITH, Essays or. Edited by C. D. 
Yonce, M.A. Fecp. 8vo. 2s.6d. (See also 
Giose Lisrary, p. 20; ILLUSTRATED 
Books, p. 12.) 

GRAY (Thomas).—Works. Edited by Ep- 


muUND Gosse. In 4 vols. Globe 8vo. 205.— 
Vol. I. Poems, JourNALS, anD Essays.— 
II. Letrers.—Ill. Lerrers.—lV. Notes 
ON ARISTOPHANES AND PLaTo. 


HAMERTON (P. G.).—TuHE INTELLECTUAL 
Lire. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— Human InTERcouRsSE. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

— FRENCH AND ENGLISH: A Comparison. 
Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


HARRISON (fFrederic).—TuHE CuHoIck oF 
Booxs. Gl. 8vo. 6s.—Large Paper Ed. rss. 


HARWOOD (George).—FrRom WITHIN. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

HELPS (Sir Arthur).—Essays WriTTEN IN 
THE INTERVALS OF BusINEss. With Intro- 
duction and Notes, by F. J. Rowe, M.A., 
and W. T. Wess, M.A. ts. 9d.; swd. 1s. 6d. 


HOBART (Lord).—Essays anp Misce.va- 
NEouS WritTINnGs. With Biographical 
Sketch. Ed. Lady Hozarrt. 2vols. 8vo. 25. 


HUTTON (R. H.).—Essavs on SOME OF THE 
MopveErRN GuIDES OF ENGLisH THOUGHT IN 
Matrers oF FaitH. Globe 8vo. 6s, 

— Essays. 2vols. Gl. 8vo. 6s. each. - Vol. 
I. Literary; II. Theological. 


HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.).—Lay Sermons, Ap- 
DRESSES, AND REVIEWS. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

— CRITIQUES AND ADDRESSES. 8vo. ros, 6d. 
— AMERICAN ADDRESSES, WITH A LECTURE 
ON THE STupy OF BioLocy. 8vo. 6s. 6d, 
— SCIENCE AND CULTURE, AND OTHER 

Essays, 8vo. ‘1os. 6d. 
— INTRODUCTORY SCIENCE PRIMER. 18mo. 15. 
— Essays uPpON SOME CONTROVERTED 


Questions. 8vo. 14s. 
JAMES (Henry).—Frencu Ports and No- 
vELIsTs. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


— Porrraits oF Piaces. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 
— PartTIAL Portraits. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


KEATS.—Lerrers. Edited by SipNnry 
Cotvin. Globe 8vo. 6s. 


KINGSLEY (Charles).—CompLete Epirion 


OF THE WorRKS OF CHARLES KINGSLEY. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. each. 

Westwarp Ho! Witha Portrait. 
HypartIia. 

YEAST. 


Aton Locke. 
Two Years AGo. 
HEREWARD THE WAKE. 


Poems. 

Tue Heroes; or, Greek Fairy Tales for 
my Children. 

Tue WaTeR Basies: A Fairy Tale for a 
Land Baby. 


Mapam How anp Lapy Why; or, First 
Lesson in Earth-Lore for Children. 

At Last: A Christmas in the West Indies. 

Prose IpDyLts, 

Piays AND PURITANS. 

Tue ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. With Pre- 
face by Professor Max MULLER. 

SANITARY AND SociaL LECTURES. 

HistToricaALt LECTURES AND Essays. 

Screntiric LECTURES AND EsSays. 

LITERARY AND GENERAL LECTURES. 

Tue Hermits. 

Guaucus; or, The Wonders of the Sea- 
Shore. With Coloured Illustrations. 

VILLAGE AND TOWN AND COUNTRY SERMONS. 

THE WATER OF LIFE, AND OTHER SERMONS, 

SERMONS ON NATIONAL SUBJECTS : AND THE 
KING OF THE EARTH. 

SERMONS FOR THE TIMES, 

Goop News oF Gop. 

THE GOSPEL OF THE PENTATEUCH!: AND 
Davip. 

DISCIPLINE, AND OTHER SERMONS. 

WESTMINSTER SERMONS. 

ALL SAINTS’ Day, AND OTHER SERMONS. 


LAMB (Charles).—CoLLectep Works. Ed., 
with Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
AvFrep AinGcER, M.A. Globe 8vo. 5s. each 
volume.—I. Essays or Exvra.—II. Puiays, 
Poems, anp MisceLLaneous Essays.—III. 
Mrs. LeicestTer’s ScuooL; THe ADVEN: 
TURES OF ULYSSES; AND OTHER Essays.— 
IV. TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE.—V.and VI. 
Letters. Newly arranged, with additions. 

—— TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. 18mo. 45.6d. 

LANKESTER(Prof. E. Ray).--THE ADVANCE- 
MENT OF SciENcE. Occasional Essays and 
Addresses. 8yvo. tos. 6d. 

LIGHTFOOT (Bishop).—Essays. 2 vols. 
I. DissERTATIONS ON THE APOSTOLIC AGE. 
II. MiscELLangous. 8vo. 


LODGE (Prof. Oliver)—THE PIONEERS OF 
Science. Illustrated. Ext. cr. 8vo. 

LOWELL (Jas. Russell).—CoMPpLETE WORKS. 
1o vols. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.—Vols. I.—IV, 
LITERARY Essays.—V. POLITICAL Essays. 
—VI. LirerRAry AND PoLITICAL ADDRESSES. 
VII.—X. PorricaLt Works. 

—— Pouiticat Essays. Ext.cr.8vo. 75. 6d, 


—— Latest Lirerary Essays. Cr. 8vo. 65. 
LUBBOCK (Rt. Hon. Sir John, Bart.).—Sct- 


ENTIFIC Lectures. Illustrated. end Edit. 
revised. 8yo. 8s. 6d. 
— Pouiricat AND EpucaTIONAL Ap- 
DRESSES. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


— Firty Years oF Science: Address to 
the British Association, 1881. sth Edit. 
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
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LITERATURE. 

Collected Works; Essays; Lectures; 
Letters; Miscellaneous Works—contd. 
LUBBOCK (Rt. Hon Sir John, Bart.).—THE 

PLeAsuRES oF Lire. New Edition. 6oth 

Thousand. Gl.8vo. Partl. 1s.6d.; swd. 1s.— 

Library Edition. 3s. 6d.—Part II. 1s. 6d. ; 

sewed, 1s.—Library Edition. 3s.62.—Com- 

plete in x vol. 2s. 6d. 
MACMILLAN (Rev. Hugh).—Roman_ Mo- 

SAICS, or, Studies in Rome and its Neigh- 

bourhood. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—THE PRINCIPLES 

OF THE ART OF CONVERSATION. Cr.8vo. 45.62. 


MASSON (David).—WorpsworTH, SHELLEY, 
Keats: and other Essays. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 
MAURICE (F. D.).—THE FRIENDSHIP OF 
Books: and other Lectures. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6a. 

MORLEY (John).—Worxs. Collected Edit. 
In xz vols. Globe 8vo. 5s. each.—VOLTAIRE. 
1 vol.—RoussEAvu. 2 vols.—DIDEROT AND 
THE ENCYLOPADISTS. 2 vols.—ON Com- 
PROMISE. 1 vol.—MISCELLANiES. 3 vols.— 
Burke. x vol.—Stupies in LITERATURE. 
I vol. 

MYERS (F. W. H.).—Essays. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 
4s. 6d, each.—I. Ciassicat; I]. MopErn. 
NADAL (E. S.).—Essayvs at HomME anp 

ELSEWHERE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
OLIPHANT(T.L.Kington).—TuHE DuKEAND 
THE SCHOLAR: and other Essays. 8vo. 75.6d. 
OWENS COLLEGE ESSAYS AND AD- 
DRESSES. By Professors and Lecturers 
of the College. 8vo. r4s. 
PATER (W.).—THE RENAISSANCE; Studies 
in Artand Poetry. 4th Ed. Cr.8vo. ros. 6d. 


— Imaainary Portraits. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
— AppRECIATIONS. With an Essay on 
“Style.” end Edit. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


— Marius THE EpicuREAN. 
8vo. 125, 


PICTON (J.A.).--THe Mystery or MATTER: 
amd other Essays. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.).—Oxrorp Lxc- 
TURES: and other Discourses. 8vo. 9s. 

POOLE (M. E.).—Prcrures oF CoTTaGcE 


LIFE IN THE WEST OF ENGLAND, 2nd Ed. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

POTTER (Louisa).—LANCASHIRE MEMORIES. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

PRICKARD (A. O.).—ARISTOTLE ON THE 
ArT oF Poetry. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

RUMFORD.—Comptete Works or Count 
Rumrorp. Memoir by G. E tis. Por- 
trait. 5 vols. 8vo. 42.148. 6d. 

SCIENCE LECTURES AT SOUTH KEN. 
SINGTON. Ilustr. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each. 

SMALLEY (George W.).—Lonpvon LETTERS 
AND SOME OTHERS. 2 vols. 8vo. 325. 

STEPHEN (Sir James F., Bart.).—Horar 
SABBATICAE. TwoSeries. Gl 8vo. 5s. each. 

THRING (Edward).—Tuoucuts on LiFe 
Science. and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

WESTCOTT (Bishop). (See THEOLOGY, p. 36.) 

WILSON (Dr. George).—Reticio CHEMICI. 


2 vols. Cr. 


Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 
Tue Five Gateways or KNowLepGE. 
oth Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


WHITTIER (John Greenleaf). THE Com- 
PLETE WorKS. 7 vols. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.— 
Vol. I. NARRATIVE AND LEGENDARY POEMS. 
—II. Porms or Nature; Poems SuBJEC- 
TIVE AND REMINISCENT; RELIGIOUS POEMS. 
—III. Anti-SLavery Poems; SONGS OF 
Lasour AND ReEFoRM.—IV. PERSONAL 
Poems ; OccasionaLt Poems ; THE TENT ON 
THE BeacH; with the Poems of ELIZABETH 
H. Wurrtisr, and an Appendix containing 
Early and Uncollected Verses.—V. Mar- 
GARET SMITH'’s JOURNAL; TALES AND 
SKETCHES.—VI. OLD PorTRaiTs AND Mo- 
DERN SKETCHES ; PERSONAL SKETCHES AND 
Trisutes ; HisToRICAL PAPERS.—VII. THE 
CoNnFLICT WITH SLAVERY, POLITICS, AND 
ReForM ; THE INNER LIFE, CRITICISM. 


LOGIC. (See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 26.) 
MAGAZINES. (See PERIODICALS). 
MAGNETISM. (See under Puysics, p. 26.) 


MATHEMATICS, History of. 
BALL (W. W. R.).—A SHortT AccoUNT OF 


THE History oF MatuHematics. Cr. 8vo. 
ros. 6a. 
— MatTHemaTicaL RECREATIONS AND 
Prosiems. Cr. 8vo. 7s. net. 
MEDICINE. 


(See also Domestic Economy; NursinG 3 
HycGIENnE ; Puysio.oey.) 
ACLAND (Sir H. W.).—THE Army MzpDICcAL 
ScHoo.: Address at Netley Hospital. 1s. 


ALLBUTT (Dr. T. Clifford).—On THE Ust 
OF THE OPHTHALMOSCOPE. 8vo. 15S. 


ANDERSON (Dr. McCall).—LecTuREs oN 
Curnicat Mepicine. Illustr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

BALLANCKE(C.A.)and EDMUNDS (Dr. W.). 
LicaTION IN ConTINUuITY. Illustr. Roy.8vo. 
30s. net. 

BARWELL (Richard, F.R.C.S.). — THE 
CAUSES AND TREATMENT OF LATERAL 
CURVATURE OF THE SPINE. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

— On ANEURISM, ESPECIALLY OF THE 
THORAX AND Root OF THE NECK. 3. 6d. 

BASTIAN (H. Charlton).—On Paratysis 
FROM Brain DISEASE IN ITS COMMON 


Forms. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 
BICKERTON (T. H.).—On Cotour Biinp- 
NEss. Cr. 8vo. 


BRAIN: A Journat oF NEuroLoey. Edited 
for the Neurological Society of London, b 
A. DE WATTEVILLE, Quarterly. 8vo. ae 
(Part I. in Jan. 1878.) Vols. I. to XII. 8vo. 
r5s.each. [Cloth covers for binding, rs. each.] 

BRUNTON (Dr. T. Lauder).—A Text- 
Book oF PHARMACOLOGY, THERAPEUTICS, 


AND Materia Mepica. 3rd Edit. Med. 
8vo. 21s.—Or in 2 vols. 22s. 6¢.—SuPPLE- 
MENT, Is. 


— DisorpeErs oF DIGESTION: THEIR Con- 
SEQUENCES AND TREATMENT. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

—— PHARMACOLOGY AND THERAPEUTICS; OF, 
Medicine Past and Present. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— Tasres or Marerta Mepica: A Com- 
panion to the Materia Medica Museum. 
8vo. 55. 

—— An InTRODUCTION TO MoDERN THERA- 
PEUTICS. Croonian Lectures on the Rela- 
tionship between Chemical Structure and 
Physiological Action. 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 
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BUCKNILL (Dr.).—Tuer Care oF THE IN- 
SANE. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


CARTER (R. Brudenell, F.C.S.).—A Prac: 
TICAL TREATISE ON DISEASES OF THE EvE. 
8vo. 16s. 

—— Eyvesicut, Goop anp Ban. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— Mopern OPERATIONS FOR CATARACT. 
8vo. 6s. 


CHRISTIE (J.).—Cuotzra Epipemics IN 
East Arrica. 8vo. 155. 


COWELL (George).—Lecrurzes on Cata- 
RACT : Irs CausEs, VARIETIES, AND TREAT- 
MENT. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


®LUCKIGER (F. A.) and HANBURY (D.). 
—PuHarRMaAcoGRAPHIA. A History of the 
Principal Drugs of Vegetable Origin met 
with in Great Britain and India. 8vo. ars. 


fOTHERGILL (Dr. J. Milner).—Tue Prac- 
TITIONER’S HANDBOOK OF TREATMENT; 
or, The Principles of Therapeutics. 8vo. 16s. 

THE ANTAGONISM OF THERAPEUTIC 
AGENTS, AND WHAT 1T TEACHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— Foop For THE INVALID, THE CONVALES- 
CENT, THE DySPEPTIC, AND THE GOUTY. 
and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


€OX (Dr. Wilson). — On THE ARTIFICIAL 
PRODUCTION OF TUBERCLE IN THE LOWER 
ANIMALS. With Plates. 4to. 5s. 6d. 

—- ON THE TREATMENT OF HYPERPYREXIA, 
AS ILLUSTRATED IN ACUTE ARTICULAR 
RHEUMATISM BY MEANS OF THE EXTERNAL 
APPLICATION OF COLD. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


GRIFFITHS (W. H.).—Lessons on PRE- 
SCRIPTIONS AND THE ART OF PRESCRIBING. 
New Edition. 18mo. 3s. 6d. 

HAMILTON (Prof. D. J.).—ONn THE PaTHo- 
LOGY OF BRONCHITIS, CATARRHAL PNBEU- 
MONIA, TUBERCLE, AND ALLIED LESIONS OF 
THE HumMaAN Lune. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

-—— A Trxt-Boox or PaTruHoLocy, SySTE- 
MATIC AND PracrTicaL. Ilustrated. Vol. 
TI. 8vo. 255. 

fANBURY (Daniel). — Scrznce Papers, 
CHIEFLY PHARMACOLOGICAL AND BOoTANI- 
cAL. Med. 8vo. 145. 

KLEIN (Dr. E.).—Micro-OrGANISMS AND 
Disgase. An Introduction into the Study 
of Specific Micro-Organisms. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

—— Tue Bacteria in AsIaTIC CHOLERA. 
Cr. 8vo. 55. 

LEPROSY INVESTIGATION COMMIT- 
TEE, JOURNAL OF THE. Edited by 
P. S. Apranam, M.A. Nos. 2—4. 25. 6d. 
each net. 

LINDSAY (Dr. J. A.). — THE Crimatic 
TREATMENT OF ConsuMPTION. Cr. 8vo. 55. 

MACLAGAN (Dr. T.).—THE Germ THEORY. 
8vo. tos. 6d. 

MACLEAN (Surgeon-General W. C.).—Dis- 
EASES OF TROPICAL CLIMATES. Cr. 8vo. 
tos. 6d. 

MACNAMARA(C.).—A History oF ASIATIC 
CHoterA. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

MERCIER (Dr. C.).—THE Nervous SysTEM 
AND THE MIND. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


PIFFARD (H. G.).—Awn ELEMENTARY TREA- 
TISE ON DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 8voO. x65. 


PRACTITIONER, THE: A Monruiy 
JOURNAL OF THERAPEUTICS AND PUBLIC 
EALTH. Edited by T. Lauper BrunTon, 
F.R.S., etc.; Donatp MacAtister, M.A., 
M.D., and J. MircuHert Bruce, M.D 
1s.6d. monthly. Vols. I.—XLVI. Hailf- 
Rages vols. ros.6¢. each. [Cloth covers for 
inding, rs. each] 


REYNOLDS (J. R.).—A System or MEp)- 
CINE. Edited by J. RusseLyt ReyNOLDs 
M.D., In 5 vols. Vols. I.—III. and V. 
8vo. 25s. each.—Vol. IV. ars. 


RICHARDSON (Dr. B. W,).—DIsEasEs oF 
Mopern Lire. Cr. 8vo. 

Tue Frertp or Disease. A Book of 

Preventive Medicine. 8vo. 25s. 


SEATON (Dr. Edward C.).—A HanpBook 
oF VACCINATION. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


SEILER (Dr. Carl).—Micro-PHOTOGRAPHS 
in HistoLocy, NoRMAL AND PATHOLOGI- 
CAL. 4to. 318. 6d. 


SIBSON (Dr. Francis).—CoLLEcTED Works 
Edited by W. M. Orv, M.D. Illustrated. 
4vols. 8vo. 32. 3s. 

SPENDER (J. Kent).—THERaprgeuTIC Means 
FOR THE RELIEF OF Pain. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


SURGERY (THE INTERNATIONAL 
ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF). A Systematic 
Treatise on the Theory and Practice of Sur- 
gery by Authors of various Nations. Edited 
by Joun AsuuHuRsT, jun., M.D. 6 vols. 
Roy. 8vo. 31s. 6d. each. 


THORNE (Dr. Thorne).—DreHTHERIA. Cr. 
8vo. 8s. 6d. 


WHITE (Dr. W. Hale).—A Text-Book oF 
GENERAL THERAPEUTICS. Cr. 8vo. 85. 62. 


ZIEGLER (Ernst).—A Trxt-Book or Pa- 
THOLOGICAL ANATOMY AND PATHOGENESIS. 
Translated and Edited by Donatp Mac- 
AutsTeR, M.A., M.D. Illustrated. 8vo.— 
Part J. GENERAL PATHOLOGICAL ANATOMY, 
r2s.6a.—-Part II. Specirat PATHOLOGICAL 
Anatomy. Sections I.—VIII. and IX.— 
XII. 8vo. 12s. 6d. each. 


METALLURGY. 
(See also CHEMISTRY.) 
HIORNS (Arthur H.),—A Text-Book oF 
ELEMENTARY METALLURGY. Gl. 8vo. 4s. 
— Pracricar METALLURGY AND ASSAYING. 
Illustrated. 2nd Edit. Globe 8vo. 6s. 
— Iron anD STEEL MANUFACTURE. Illus- 
trated. Globe 8vo. 3s. 62. 
Mixep Merats or METALLIC ALLoys. 
Globe 8vo. 6s. 
PHILLIPS (J. A.).—A TREATISE ON ORE 
Deposits. Illustrated. Med. 8vo. 25s. 


METAPHYSICS. 


(See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 25.) 


MILITARY ART AND HISTORY. 
ACLAND (Sir H. W.). (See Mepicine.) 


AITKEN (Sir W.).—THE GrowrTH oF THB 
RECRUIT AND YOUNG SOLDIER. Cr.8vo. 85.6a. 
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MILITARY HISTORY—continued. 


CUNYNGHAME (Gen. Sir A. T.).—Mvy 
CoMMAND IN SouTH ArFRica, 1874—78. 
8vo. 125. 6d. 

DILKE (Sir C )and WILKINSON (S.).—Im- 
PERIAL DEFENCE. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

HOZIER (Lieut.-Col. H. M.).—THe SEvEN 
Weexs’ War. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Tue Invasions oF ENGLAND. 
8vo. 28s. 


MARTEL (Chas.).—Mutirary Itaty. With 


2 vols. 


Map. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 
MAURICE (Lt.-Col.).—War. 8vo. 5s. net. 
— THE NaTionat DEFENCES. Cr. 8vo. 


MERCUR (Prof. J.).—EvL=MENTS OF THE 
ArToF War. 8vo. 175. 


SCRATCHLEY — KINLOCH COOKE. — 
AUSTRALIAN DEFENCES AND NEw GUINEA. 
Compiled from the Papers of the late Major- 
General Sir PETER SCRATCHLEY, R.E., by 
C. Kintocu Cooke. 8vo. 14s. 

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COM- 
MISSION. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

WILKINSON (S.).— THe BRAIN OF AN 
Army. A Popular Account of the German 
General Staff. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

WINGATE (Major F. R.).—Maupiism AND 
THE EGypTIAN SuDAN. An Account of the 
Rise and Progress of Mahdiism, and of Sub- 
sequent Events in the Sudan to the Present 
‘ime. With 17 Maps. 8vo. 30s. net. 

‘WOLSELEY (General Viscount).—THE Sot- 
DIER’S PocKET-Book FoR FIELD SERVICE. 
sth Edit. 16mo, roan. 5s. 

—— Fie_p Pocket-Book FOR THE AUXILIARY 
ForcEs. 16mo. rs. 6d. 


MINERALOGY. (See Grouocy.) 
MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. 


(See under LITERATURE, Pp. 10.) 


MUSIC. 


FAY (Amy).—Music-Stupy tn GERMANY. 
Preface by Sir GEo. Grove. Cr.8vo. 4s. 6d. 


GROVE (Sir George).—A Dictionary oF 
Music anv Musicians, A.D. 1450—1889. 
Edited by Sir Gzorce Grove, D.C.L. In 
4 vols. 8vo, 21s, each. With Illustrations in 
Music Type and Woodcut.—Also published 
in Parts. Parts I.—XIV., XIX.—XXII. 
3s. 6d. each; XV. XVI. 75.; XVII. XVIII. 
qs.; XXIII.—-XXV., Appendix. Edited by 
J. A. FuLLeR Marrianp, M.A. 9s. [Cloth 
cases for binding the volumes, rs. each.] 

—— A Comp.ete INDEX TO THE ABovE. By 
Mrs. E. WopenHousE. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


HULLAH (John).—Music 1n THE Houss. 
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

TAYLOR (Frauklin).—A Primer oF Prano- 
FORTE PLAYING. 18mo. 1s. 


TAYLOR (Sedley).—Sounp anp Music. 2nd 
Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


— A System or SIGHT-SINGING FROM THE 
EsTABLISHED Musicat Novation. 8vo. 
5s. net, 


— REcorRD OF THE CAMBRIDGE CENTENARY 
or W. A. Mozart. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6d. net. 


NATURAL HISTORY. 
ATKINSON (J.C.). (See ANTIQUITIES, Pp. 1.) 
BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). (See Sport, p. 30.) 


BLANFORD (W. T.).—GEoLoGY AND 
ZooLoGy oF ABYSSINIA. 8vo. 21S. 

FOWLER (W. W.).—TaLes OF THE BIRDS. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

A YEAR WITH THE Brrps. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

KINGSLEY (Charles)—Mapam How AnD 
Lapy Wuy; or, First Lessons in Earth-Lore 
for Children. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Graucus; or, The Wonders of the Sea- 
Shore. With Coloured Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo. 38. 6d.—Presentation Edition. Cr. 
8vo, extra cloth. 7s. 6d. 

KLEIN (E.).—EtT1oLocy AND PATHOLOGY 
oF Grouse DISEASE. 8vo. 75. net. 

WALLACE (Alfred Russel).—THE Maray 
ARCHIPELAGO: The Land of the Orang 


Illustrated. 


Utang and the Bird of Paradise. Maps and 
Illustrations. Ext. cr. 8vo. 6s. (See also 
BIo.Locy.) 


WATERTON (Charles).— WaANDERINGS IN 
SoutH AMERICA, THE NorTH-WEST OF 
THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES. 
Edited by Rev. J. G. Woop. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s.—People’s Edition. 4to. 6d. 

WHITE (Gilbert).—Naturat History AND 
ANTIQUITIES OF SELBORNE. Ed. by FRANK 
BuckLanpb. With a Chapter on Antiquities 
by the EARL OF SELBORNE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. (See Puysics.} 


NAVAL SCIENCE. 


KELVIN (Lord).—PopuLar LECTURES AND 
AvpreEssES.—Vol. III. Navication. Cr. 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 


ROBINSON (Rev. J. L.).—Marine SuRvEvY- 
Inc, AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE ON. For 
Younger Naval Officers. Illust. Cr.8vo. 75.64. 

SHORTLAND (Admiral).—NauvutTicaL Sur- 
VEYING. 8vo. 21s. 


NOVELS. (See PRosE FIcTion, p. 17.) 


NURSING. 
(See under Domestic Economy, p. 8.) 


OPTICS (or LIGHT). 
PAINTING. (See Art, p. 2.) 
PATHOLOGY. (See Mepicing, p. 22.) 


PERIODICALS. 

AMERICAN JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY, 
THE. (See PuitoLocy.) 

BRAIN. (See MEDICINE.) 

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. (See Po- 
LITICAL Economy.) 

ECONOMICS, THE QUARTERLY JOUR: 
NAL OF. (See Potiticat Economy.) 

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, 
THE. — Profusely Illustrated. Published 
Monthly. No. October, 1883. 6d.— 
Vol. I. 1884. 79. 6¢.—Vols. I1.-VIII. Super 
royal 8vo, extra cloth, coloured edges. 8s. 
each. [Cloth Covers for binding Volumes, 
1s. each. Reading Case, 1s. net.] 


NATURAL SCIENCE: A Monruty Re- 


(See Puysics, p. 27.) 


VIEW OF SCIENTIFIC PROGRESS. 8vo. 1s. net.- 


No. 1. March 1892, 


PHILOLOGY—PHILOSOPHY. 25, 


NATURE: A WEEKLY ILLUSTRATED JouR- 
NAL OF SCIENCE. Published every Thursday. 
Price 6d. Monthly Parts, 2s. and 2s. 6d. ; 
Current Half-yearly vols., 15s. each. Vols. 
nh aoe {Cases for binding vols. 1s. 6d. 
each. ] 


HELLENIC STUDIES, THE JOURNAL 
OF. Pub. Half-Yearly from 1880. 8vo. 30s. ; 
or each Part, rss. Vol. XII. PartI. x5. net. 

The Journal will be sold at a reduced price 
to Libraries wishing to subscribe, but official 
application must in each case be made to the 
Council. Information on this point, and upon 
the conditions of Membership,may be obtained 
on application to the Hon. Sec., Mr. George 
Macmillan,29, Bedford Street, Covent Garden. 


LEPROSY INVESTIGATION COMMIT- 
TEE, JOURNAL OF. (See Mepicine.) 


MACMILLAN’S MAGAZINE. Published 
Monthly. 1s.—Vols.1.-LXV. 7s. 6d. each. 
[Cloth covers for binding, rs. each.] 


PHILOLOGY, THE JOURNAL OF. 
PHILOLOGY.) 


PRACTITIONER, THE. (See Mepicine.) 


RECORD OF TECHNICAL AND SE. 
CONDARY EDUCATION. (See Epvu- 
CATION, p. 8.) 


PHILOLOGY. 
AMERICAN JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY, 


THE. Edited by Prof. Bast, L. GiLpEr- 
SLEEVE. 4s. 6d.each No. (quarterly). 


AMERICAN PHILOLOGICAL ASSOCIA- 
TION, TRANSACTIONS OF. Vols. I.— 
XX. 8s. 6d. per vol. net, except Vols. XV. 
and XX., which are ros. 6d. net. 


CORNELL UNIVERSITY STUDIES IN 
CLASSICAL PHILOLOGY. Edited by 
I. FLracc, W. G. Hate, and B. I. WHEELER. 
I. THe C UM-Constructions: their His- 
tory and Functions. Part I. Critical. 1s. 8d. 
net. Part II. Constructive. By W. G. 
Have. 35. 4d. net.—II. ANALOGY AND THE 
Scope oF 1Ts APPLICATION IN LANGUAGE. 
By B. I. WHEELER. 15.3d. net. 

GILES (P.).—A SHort MAnuat oF PHILOo- 
LOGY FOR CLASSICAL STUDENTS. Cr. 8vo. 
JOURNAL OF SACRED AND CLASSI- 

CAL PHILOLOGY. 4 vols. 8vo. 125.6d.each. 

JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY. New Series. 
Edited by W. A. Wricut, M.A., I. By- 
WATER, M.A., and H. Jackson, M.A. 
4s. 6d. each No. (half-yearly). 

KELLNER (Dr. L.).—Hisroricat Ourt- 
LINES OF ENGLISH SYNTAX. Ex. fcp. 8vo. 
MORRIS (Rey. Richard, LL.D.).—PrimER 

OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR. 18mo._ Is. 

— Evementary Lessons 1n HisToricaL 
ENGLISH GRAMMAR. 18mo. 25. 6d. 

— HisroricaL OUTLINES OF ENGLISH Ac- 
CIDENCE. Extra fcp. 8vo. 6s. 

MORRIS (R.) and BOWEN (H. C.).—Ene- 
LISH GRAMMAR EXERCISES. 18mo. Is. 
OLIPHANT (T. L. Kington).— THE Op 
anp Mippie Encuisu. Globe 8vo. gs. 
— THe NEw ENGLISH. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 21s. 
PEILE (John).—A PRIMER OF PHILOLOGY. 

18mo. Is. 

PELLISSIER (E.).—FrENcH Roots AND 
THEIR Famiuigs. Globe 8vo. 6s. 


(See 


TAYLOR (Isaac)—Worps AND PLACES. 
gth Edit. Maps. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

— ErTrRuscan RESEARCHES. 8vo0. 145. 

— GREEKS anp Gortus: A Study of the 
Runes. 8vo. gs. 


WETHERELL (J.).—Exercises on Mor- 
RISS PRIMER OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR. 
18mo. Is. 


YONGE (C. M.).—History oF CHRISTIAN 
Names. New Rdit., revised. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


PHILOSOPHY. 
Ethics and Metaphysics—Logic—Psychology. 


Ethics and Metaphysics. 


BIRKS(Thomas Rawson).—First PRINCIPLES 
oF Morat ScIENCcE. Cr. 8vo. 85. 6d. 

— Mopern UTILITaRIANnIso ; or, The Sys- 
tems of Paley, Bentham, and Mill Examined 
and Compared. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

— Mopern Puysicat FATALISM, AND THE 
DoctrinE oF EvoturTion. Including an 
Examination of Mr. Herbert Spencer’s 
‘“First Principles.” Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.).—A HanpsBook 
oF Mora Puitosopuy. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


FISKE (John).—OuT ings oF Cosmic PHILo- 
SOPHY, BASED ON THE DOCTRINE OF EvoLu- 
TION. 2vols. 8vo. 255. 


FOWLER (Rev. Thomas). — PRoGRESSIVE 
Moraulity: An Essayin Ethics. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


HARPER (Father Thomas).—THEe Mera- 
PHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. In5vols.—Vols. I. 
and II. 8vo. 18s. each.—Vol. ILI. Part I. res. 


KANT.—Kanv’s Criticat PHILOSOPHY FOR 
ENGLISH ReApgERS. By J. P. Manarry, 
D.D., and J. H. Bernarp, B.D. 2 vols. 
Cr. 8vo.—Vol. I. THE Kritik or Purge 
REASON EXPLAINED AND DEFENDED. 75.6d. 
—Vol. II. THE PRoLEGoMENA. Translated, 
with Notes and Appendices. 6s. 


KANT—MAX MULLER. — Critique oF 
Pure REASON BY IMMANUEL Kant. Trans- 
lated by F. Max MUvier. With Intro- 
duction by Lupwic Noir. 2 vols. 8vo.. 
16s. each (sold separately).—Vol. I. His- 
TORICAL INTRODUCTION, by Lupwic Noir#&, 
etc.—Vol. Il. CriviQUE OF PuRE REASON. 

—— Kritik or JupGment. Transl. by J. H. 
BERNARD. 8vo. [Jn the Press. 


MAURICE (F. D.).—Morat anp MEtTa- 
PHYSICAL PHILOSOPHY. 2vols. 8vo. 16s. 


McCOSH (Rey. Dr. James).—THE Mrtruop: 
oF THE DivINE GOVERNMENT, PuysIcAL 
AND Mora. 8vo. 1os. 6d. 

— Tur SUPERNATURAL IN RELATION TO 
THE NatuRAL. Cr.8vo. 75. 6d. 

Tue InTuITIONS OF THE MInp. 

tos. 6a. 

An Examination oF Mr. J. S. Mit’s 

PuivLosopny. | 8vo. tos. 6d. 

—— CHRISTIANITY AND Positivism. Lec- 
tures on Natural Theology and Apologetics. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 64. 

THE ScortisH PHILOSOPHY FROM Hut- 
CHESON TO HamMILToN, BIOGRAPHICAL, Ex- 
POSITORY, CRITICAL, Roy. 8vo. 16s. 

— Reauistic PHILosopHY DEFENDED IN & 
PuiLosopuHic SERIES. 2 vols.—Vol. I. Ex- 
pository. Vol. II. HistoricaAL AND CRITI- 
CAns (Cr, vor) (1455 


8vo. 
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PHILOSOPHY. 
Ethics and Metaphysics—continued. 

McCOSH (Rev. Dr. J.).—First anp Funp- 
AMENTAL TRUTHS. Being a Treatise on 
Metaphysics. 8vo. 9s. 

— THE PREVAILING TYPES OF PHILOSOPHY : 
Can THEY LOGICALLY REACH REALITY? 
8vo. 35. 6d. 

MASSON (Prof. David).—ReEcENT BRITISH 
PuiLosoruy. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry).—TuHEr Mertuops 
or Etuics. 4th Edit., revised. 8vo. 14s. 

— ASUPPLEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION. 
Containing all the important Additions and 
Alterations in the Fourth Edition. 8vo. 6s. 

—— OUTLINES OF THE HisToryY oF ETHICS 
FOR ENGLISH READERS. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

THORNTON (W. T.). — OLp-FasHIONED 
ETHICS AND COMMON-SENSE METAPHYSICS. 
8vo. os. 6d. 

Logic. 

BOOLE (George). —Tue MaTHEMATICAL 
ANALYsISs oF Locic. 8vo. sewed. 5s. 

CARROLL (Lewis).—THE Game or Loaic. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. net. 

JEVONS(W. Stanley).—A PRIMER oF Loic. 
18mo. 1s. 

ELEMENTARY Lessons 1N Locic, DE- 
DUCTIVE AND INDUCTIVE. 18mo. 3s. 6a. 
— Srupies 1n DepuctTive Locic. end 

Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— THE PRINCIPLES OF SCIENCE: Treatise on 
Logicand Scientific Method. Cr.8vo. 125.6. 

—— Pure Locic: and other Minor Works. 
Edited by R. ApAmson, M.A., and Har- 
RIET A. JEVoNns. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

KEYNES (J. N.).—StTupigs anD EXERCISES 
IN ForMAL Loaic. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6a. 

McCOSH (Rev. Dr.).—THE Laws oF Dis- 
cursive THouGutT. A Text-Book of Formal 
Logic... Cr. 8vo. 55. 

RAY (Prof. P. K.).—A Trxt-Book oF DrE- 
DUCTIVE Locic. 4th Edit. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

VENN (Rev. John).—TuHeE Locic oF CHANCE, 
and Edit. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

— Symeotic Locic. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

— THE PrIncriPLEs OF EMPIRICAL OR IN- 
DUCTIVE ie 8vo. 18s. 


syohology. 
BALDWIN (re J. M.).—Hanppook oF 
Psycuo.oGy: Sensesand Intellect.8vo. r2s.6d. 
FEELING AND WILL. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 
CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). —Tur Reta- 
TIONS OF MIND AND Brain. 3rd Ed. 8vo. 8s. 
CLIFFORD (W. K.).—SEEING AND THINK- 
ING. Cr. 8vo. 3. 6d. 


HOFFDING (Prof. H.).—OuT ines or Psy- 
CHOLOGY. Translated by M. E. Lownpgs. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

JAMES (Prof. William).—THE PrINncIPLES OF 
PsycHo.toGy. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 25s. net. 

— Text: Book or PsycHoLocy. Cr. 8vo. 
7s. net. 


JARDINE (Rev. Robert).—TuEr ELEMENTS 
OF THE PsyCHOLOGY OF COGNITION. 3rd 
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 65. 64. 

McCOSH (Rev. Dr.).—PsycHo.oey. Cr. 8vo. 
I. THe CocnitivE Powers. 6s. 6a.—II. 
Tue Motive Powers. 6s. 6d. 

— THE EmoTIONS. 8vo. gs. 


MAUDSLEY (Dr. Henry).—THE PuysioLocy 
oF Minp. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— TuHE PaTHoLocy oF Minp. 8vo. 18s. 

— Bopyanp Minn. Cr. 8yo. 6s. 6d. 

MURPHY (J. J.).—Hasir anp INTELLI 
GENCE. 2nd Edit. Illustrated. 8vo. 16s. 


PHOTCGRAPHY. 


MELDOLA (Prof. R.).—THE CHEMISTRY OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


PHYSICS OR NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 
General—Electricity and Magnetism— 
Heat, Light, and Sound. 


General. 

ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas): THE SCIENTIFIC 
PaPERS OF THE LATE. With a Memoir by 
Profs. Tarr and Crum Brown. ‘8vo. 18s. 

DANIELL (A.).—A Text-Book OF THE 
PRINCIPLES OF Puysics. Illustrated. end 
Edit. Med. 8vo. 21s. 

EVERETT (Prof. J. D.).—Tue C. G. 8. Sys- 
TEM OF UNITS, WITH TABLES OF PHYSICAL 
Constants. New Edit. Globe 8vo. 5s. 

FESSENDEN (C.).—ELEMENTs OF Puysics. 
Fep. 8vo. 3s. 

FISHER (Rev. Osmond).—Prysics OF THE 
EartnH’s Crust. end Edit. 8vo. 12s. 

GUILLEMIN (Amédée).—THE ForcEs OF 
Nature. A Popular Introduction. to the 
Study of Physical Phenomena. 455 Wood- 
cuts. Roy. 8vo. ais. 

HEAVISIDE(O.)}—ScieEnTIFIC PAPERS. 8vo0. 

[ln the Press. 

KELVIN (Lord).—PoruLar LECTURES ANB 
ADDRESSES.— Vol. CONSTITUTION OF 
MatTrer. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

KEMPE (A. B.).—How To DRAW A STRAIGHT 
Ling. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 

LOEWY (B.).—QuEsTIONS AND EXAMPLES 
IN EXPERIMENTAL Puysics, SounD, LIGHT, 
Heat, ELecrriciry, AND MAGNETISM. 
Fep. 8vo. 2s. 

— A GRADUATED CoursE oF NATURAL 
Science. PartI. Gl. 8vo. 2s.—PartI1. 2s.6d. 

MOLLOY (Rev. G.).—GLEanincs IN Sci- 
ENCE: A Series of Popular Lectures on 
Scientific Subjects. 8vo. 7s. 6a. 

STEWART (Prof. Balfour). — A Primer oF 
Puysics. Illustrated. x18mo. 1s. 

— Lesssons in ELEMENTARY Puysics. Illus- 
trated. Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— Questions. By T. H. Corr. 18mo. 2s. 

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W. 
Haldane).—LxEssons In ELEMENTARY PRAC- 
TICAL Puysics. Illustrated.—GENERAL PHy- 
SICAL Processes. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


TAIT (Prof. P. G.).—LecTuRES ON SOME 
Recent ADVANCES IN PxysicaL SCIENCE. 
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs. 


Electricity and Magnetism. 
CUMMING (Linnzus).—An INTRODUCTION 
to Evectricity. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 
DAY (R. E.).—Exectric Light ARITHMETIC. 
, 18mo. 2s. 
GRAY (Prof. Andrew).—THe THEORY AND 
PRACTICE OF ABSOLUTE MEASUREMENTS 


IN ELECTRICITY AND MAGNETISM. 2 vols. 
Cr. 8vo. Vol. I. ras. 6d. 
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GRAY (Prof. Andrew).—Assorute Mea- 
SUREMENTS IN ELEcTRICITyY AND Mac- 
NETISM. F cp. 8vo. 5s. 6d. 

GUILLEMIN (A.).—Execrricity AND Mac- 
NETISM. A Popular Treatise. Translated 
and Edited by Prof. S1rvanus P. THomp- 
SON. Super Roy. 8vo. 315. 6d. 

KELVIN (Lord).—Paprers on Execrro- 
STATICS AND MAGNETISM. 8vo. 18s. 

LODGE (Prof. Oliver).\—Moprrn Views oF 
Evectricity. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

MENDENHALL (T. C.).—A Century oF 
Execrriciry. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W. 
Haldane).—Lessons tn ELEMENTARY PRAC- 
TICAL Puysics. Cr. 8vo. Illustrated.—ELEc- 
TRICITY AND MAGNETISM. 7s. 6d. 

—— Practicat Puysics ror ScHoors. Gl. 
8vo.— ELECTRICITY AND MAGNETISM. 28.6d. 

SHOMPSON (Prof. Silvanus P.). — Exz- 
MENTARY LESSONS IN ELECTRICITY AND 
Macnetism. Illustrated. Fep. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

TURNER (H. H.).—Exampies on HEAT 
AND Evecrricity. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6a. 


Heat, Light, and Sound. 
AIRY (Sir G. B.).—On Sounp anp Atmo- 
SPHERIC VIBRATIONS. Cr. 8vo. 9s. 


CARNOT--THURSTON.--REFLECTIONS ON 
THE Motive Power or HEAT, AND ON 


MACHINES FITTED TO DEVELOP THAT 
Power. From the French of N. L. S. Car- 
noT. Edited by R. H. Tuurstron, LL.D. 
Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

YOHNSON (Amy).—Sunsurnz. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 

JONES (Prof. D. E.).—Heat, Licgut, anp 
Sounpb. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


MAYER (Prof. A. M.).—Sounp. A Series of 
Simple Experiments. Illustr. Cr.8vo. 3s.6d. 

MAYER (Prof. A. M.) and BARNARD (C.)}— 
Licgut. A Series of Simple Experiments. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

PARKINSON (S.).—A TREATISE ON OPTICS. 
4th Edit., revised. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

PEABODY (Prof. C. H.).—THERMOpYNAMICS 
OF THE STEAM ENGINE AND OTHER H@ar- 
ENGINES. 8vo. 21s. 

PERRY (Prof. J.).—Stream: An Elementary 
Treatise. 318mo. 4s. 6d. 

PRESTON (T.).—THE THeEory or Licur. 
Illustrated. 8vo. 155. net. 

—— Tue THEORY OF Heat. 8vo. 

RAYLEIGH (Lord).—TuHEoRyY or Sovunp. 
8vo. Vol. I. 12s. 6¢.—Vol. II. 12s. 6d. 

SHANN (G.).—An ELEMENTARY TREATISE 
on Heat In RELATION TO STEAM AND THE 
STEAM-ENGINE. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

SPOTTISWOODE (W.).—PoLARISATION OF 
LicuT. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W. 
Haldane).—Lessons In ELEMENTARY PRAC- 
TICAL Puysics. Cr. 8vo.  Illustrated.— 
Oprics, Heat, AND Sounp. 

—— Practicat Puysics For Scuoors. Gl. 
8vo.—Heat, LicutT, AND SOUND. 


STOKES (Sir George G.).—Own Licur. 
Burnett Lectures. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


The 


STONE (W. H.).—ELementTary LESSONS ON 


Sounp. Illustrated. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
TAIT (Prof. P. G.).—Heat. With Ilustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


TAYLOR (Sedley).—Sounp anp Music. end 
Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


TURNER (H. H.). (See ELecrricity.) 


WRIGHT (Lewis).—Licur. A Course of 
Experimental Optics. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 64. 


PHYSIOGRAPHY and METEOROLOGY. 

ARATUS.—Tue SkIES AND WEATHER FORE- 
casts or Aratus. Translated by E. Poste, 
M.A. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 


BLANFORD (H. F.).—THE RUDIMENTS OF 
PuysicaAL GEOGRAPHY FOR THE USE OF 
Inp1AN ScuHoots. Illustr. Cr.8vo. 2s. 6d. 

—— A Practica GUIDE TO THE CLIMATES 
AND WEATHER OF INDIA, CEYLON AND 
BuRMAH, AND THE STORMS OF INDIAN 
Seas. 8vo. 12s 6d. 

FERREL (Prof. W.).—A PoruLar TREATISE 
ON THE WINDS. 8vo. 18s. 

FISHER (Rev. Osmond).—Puysics oF THE 
Eartu’s Crust. and Edit. 8vo. ras. 

GALTON (Francis). —METEOROGRAPHICA ; Or, 
Methods of Mapping the Weather. 4to. 9s. 

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald).—A PRIMER oF PHy- 
SICAL GEOGRAPHY. Illustrated. 18mo. 1s. 

ELEMENTARY Lessons IN PHYSICAL 


Gerocrapny. Illustrated. Fep.8vo. 4s. 6a. 
QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. IS. 6d. 


HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.).—PHysioGRAPHy. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

LOCKYER (J. Norman).—OvuTLINEs OF Puy- 
SIOGRAPHY: THE MovEeMENTS OF THE 
Eartu. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo,swd. 15. 6d. 

MELDOLA (Prof. R.) and WHITE (Wm.).— 
REPORT ON THE EAsT ANGLIAN EARTH- 
QUAKE OF APRIL 22ND, 1884. 8vo. 39. 6d. 


PHYSIOLOGY. 


FEARNLEY (W.).—A MANuAt or ELEMEN- 
TARY PracTicaL Hisro.oey. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


FOSTER (Prof. Michael).—A TExt-Book oF 
PuysioLocy. Illustrated. sth Edit. 8vo,.— 
Part I. Book I. BLoop: THE TISsuES OF 
Movement, THE VASCULAR MECHANISM. 
ros. 6d.—Part II. Book II]. THE TissuEs oF 
CHEMICAL ACTION, WITH THEIR RESPECTIVE 
MeEcuHANiIsMS: NuTRITION. 10s. 6¢.—Part 
Ill. Book IJI. Tue Crentrrat Nervous 
System. 7s. 6d.—Part IV. Book III. Tue 
SENSES, AND SOME SPECIAL MusCcULAR 
MeEcHANISMS.—Book IV. THE TISSUES AND 
MECHANISMS OF REPRODUCTION. ros. 6d. 


— A PRIMER oF PuysioLoGy. 18mo. Is. 
FOSTER (Prof. M.) and LANGLEY (J. N.). 


—A Course oF ELEMENTARY PRACTICAL 
PuysioLocy AND Histo.oey. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


GAMGEE (Arthur).—A Text-Book oF THE 
PHYSIOLOGICAL CHEMISTRY OF THE ANIMAL 
Bopy. Vol. I. 8vo. 18s. Vol. Il. 


HUMPHRY (Prof. Sir G. M.).—Tue Human 
Foor AND THE Human Hanp. Illustrated. 
Fep. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
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PHYSIOLOGY—continued. 
HUXLEY (Prof. Thos. H.).— Lessons IN 
ELEMENTARY PuysioLocy. Fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d. 
— Questions. By T. ALcock. 18mo. t1s.6d. 
MIVART (St. George),—Lessons IN ELE- 
MENTARY ANATOMY. Fp. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 
PETTIGREW (J. Bell).—THE PuysioLocy 
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS IN THE 
Lower ANIMALS AND IN MAN. 8vo. 128. 
SEILER (Dr. Carl).—M1cro-PHOTOGRAPHS 
IN HistoLtocy, NorMAL AND PaTHOLOGI- 
CAL. 4to. 315. 6d. 


POETRY. (See under LITERATURE, p. 14.) 


POLITICAL ECONOMY. 


BASTABLE (Prof. C. F.),—Pubric FINANCE. 
12s. 6d net. 

BOHM-BAWERK (Prof.).—CapiTat AND INn- 
TEREST. Trans. by W.SMART. 8vo. 125.net. 

— Tue Positive THEorY oF Carita. By 
the same Translator. 12s. net. 

BOISSEVAIN (G. M.).—THE Monetary 
QuEsTION. 8vo, sewed. 35. net. 

BONAR (James).—MALTHUS AND HIS WORK. 
8vo. ras. 6d. 

CAIRNES (J. E.).—Some Leapine Princi- 
PLES OF PoLiTiICAL EcoNoMyY NEWLY Ex- 
POUNDED. 8vo. 14s. 

— THE CHARACTER AND Locicat METHOD 
oF PouiticaL Economy. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

CLARKE (C. B.). — SpEcuLATIONS FROM 
Pouiticant Economy. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6a. 

DICTIONARY OF POLITICAL ECON- 
OMY, A. By various Writers. Ed. R.H.I. 
PaLGRAVE. 3s.6d. net. (Part I. July, 1891.) 

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. — Tue 
JouRNAL OF THE Britisu Economic Asso- 
CIATION. Hdit. by Prof. F. Y. EpGEWorTH. 
Published Quarterly. S8vo. 5s. (Part I. 
April, 1891.) Vol. I. 21s. [Cloth Covers for 
binding Volumes, rs. 6d. eacb. ] 

ECONOMICS: Tue QuarTerty JOURNAL 
or. Vol. II. Parts II, III. IV. 2s. 6c. each, 
—Vol. III. 4 parts. 2s. 6d, each.—Vol. IV. 
4 parts. 2s.6@, each.—Vol. V. 4 parts. 2s.6d. 
each.—Vol. VI. 4 parts. 2s. 6a. each. 

FAWCETT (Henry).—Manuat or Pouiti- 
CAL Economy. 7th Edit. Cr. 8vo. res. 

— AnExXpLaNnaTory DIGEST OF THE ABOVE. 
By C. A. Waters. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 

— FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION. 
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6a. 

FAWCETT (Mrs. H.).—Porrricat Econ- 
OMY FOR BEGINNERS, WITH QUESTIONS. 
jth Edit. 18mo. as. 6d. 


FIRST LESSONS IN BUSINESS MAT- 
TERS. By A Banxer’s DAUGHTER. 2nd 
Edit. 18mo. 1s. 

GILMAN (N. P.).—Prorit-SHaRING BE- 
TWEEN EMPLOYER AND EMPLOYEE. Cr. 
8vo. 75. 6d. 

GOSCHEN (Rt. Hon. George J.).— Reports 
AND SPEECHES ON LOCAL TAXATION. 8vo. 55. 

GUIDE TO THE UNPROTECTED: In 
Every-DAY MATTERS RELATING TO PRo- 
PERTY AND INcomE. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

GUNTON (George).—WeraLTH anD Pro- 
GREss, Cr. 8vo. 6s, 


6th 


HORTON (Hon. S. Dana).—THE SILVER 
PounD AND ENGLAND’S MONETARY POoLic¥ 
SINCE THE RESTORATION. 8vO. 145. 

HOWELL (George). —TuHE CONFLICTS OF 
CAPITAL AND Lazour. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

JEVONS(W. Stanley).—A PRIMER OF PoLiTI- 
cAL Economy. 18mo. Is. 

Tue THEORY OF PoLiTicaL ECONOMY. 

3rd Ed. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

INVESTIGATIONS IN CURRENCY AND FI- 
NANCE. Edit. by H.S. FoxweEii. 8vo. 215. 

KEYNES (J. N.).—Tue Score anD METHOD 
or PoriTicaL Economy. Cr. 8vo. 7s. net. 

MACDONELL (John).—THe Lanp QuUES- 
TION. 8vo. ios. 6d. 

MARSHALL (Prof. Alfred).—PRINCIPLES OF 
Economics. 2vols. 8vo. Vol. I. 12s,.6d. net. 

—— ELements or Economics oF INDUSTRY- 
Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

MARTIN (Frederick). —TuHE HisToRY oP 
Lioyp's, AND OF MARINE INSURANCE IN 
GreaT BRITAIN. 8vo. 145. 

PRICE (L. L. F. R.).—InpustRIAL PEACE = 
Irs ADVANTAGES, METHODS, AND DIFFI- 
cuLtiges. Med. 8vo. 6s. 

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry),—THE PRINCIPLES 
oF PoLiTicaL Economy. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 16s- 

SMART (W.).—AN INTRODUCTION TO THB 
THEORY OF VALUE. Cr. 8vo. 35. net. 

WALKER (Francis A.).—First LEssoNS IN 
PoriTicaLt Economy. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


Economy. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 
— Pouiricat Economy. 8vo._ 12s. 6d. 
Tue WacGeEs Question. Ext. cr. 8vo- 
8s. 6d. net. 
Money. New Edit. Ext.cr.8vo. 8s.6a.net. 
— Money In its RELATION TO TRADE AND 
InpustrRY. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
—— Lanp anpiTs Rent. Fep. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
WALLACE (A. R.).—Bab Timgs: An Essay. 
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


WICKSTEED (Ph. H.).—TuHE ALPHABET OP 


Economic Scrence.—l. ELEMENTS OF THE 


THEORY OF VALUE OR WorTH. Gl. 8vo. 2s.6d. 


POLITICS. 


(See also History, p. 9.) 
ADAMS (Sir F. 0.) and CUNNINGHAM 
(C.)—Tue Swiss CONFEDERATION. 8vo. 145. 
BAKER (Sir Samuel W.).—Tur Ecyrtian 
QUESTION. 8vo, sewed. 2s. q 
BATH (Marquis of).— OBSERVATIONS ON 
BuLGARIAN AFFAIRS. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6a. 
BRIGHT (John).—SprecuEs on QuESTIONS 
or Pustic Poricy. Edit. by J. E. Toorotp 
Rocers. With Portrait. 2vols. 8vo, 255. 
—FPopular Edition. Ext. fep. 8vo. 3s. 6a. 
—— Pusric Appresses. Edited by J. E. T. 
RoceErs. 8vo. 14s. 

BRYCE (VJas., M.P.).—Tue American Com- 
MONWEALTH. 2 vols. Ext. cr. 8vo. 255. 
BUCKLAND (Anna).—Our NaTionat In- 

STITUTIONS. 18mo. ts. 


BURKE (Edmund).—Lerters, Tracts, AND 
SPEECHES ON IRIsH Arrarrs. Edited by 
MATTHEW ARNOLD, with Preface. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

—— REFLECTIONS ON THE FRENCH REVOLU- 
TIon. Ed. by F. G. SeLsy. Globe 8vo. 55. 


A Brigr_ TExtT-Book oF POLITICAL 
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CAIRNES (J. E.).—Potiricat Essays. 8vo. 
tos. 6d. 
THE SLAVE PowER. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


COBDEN (Richard).—SprecHEsS ON QUES- 
TIONS OF Pustic Poricy. Ed. by J. BrigHT 
and J. E. THoroLtpD RoceErs. Gl. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


DICEY (Prof. A. V.).—Letrers on UNIONIST 
Dexusions. Cr. 8vo. as. 6d. 


DILKE (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles W.).—GReATER 

Britain. oth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
PROBLEMS OF GREATER BriTain. Maps. 
3rd Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. x2s. 6d. 


DONISTHORPE (Wordsworth). — InpIvi+ 
DUALISM: A System of Politics. 8vo. 14s 


DUFF (Rt. Hon. Sir M. E.Grant).—MiIsceELia- 
NIES, POLITICALAND LITERARY. 8vo. 1os.6d. 


ENGLISH CITIZEN, THE.—His Rights 
and Responsibilities. Ed. by Henry Craik, 
C.B. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. each. 
THE PUNISHMENT AND PREVENTION OF 
Crime. By Col. Sir EpMunp pu Cane. 
Locat GovERNMENT. By M. D. CHALMERS. 
COLONIES AND DEPENDENCIES: Part I. In- 
pia. By J. S. Cotton, M.A.—II. THE 
Cotoniges. By E. J. Payne. 

THE STATE IN iTs RELATION TO Epuca- 
TIon. By Henry Craik, C.B 

THE STATE AND THE CHURCH. By Hon. 
ARTHUR Ex.iottT, M.P. 

Tue STATE IN ITS RELATION TO TRADE. 
By Sir T. H. Farrer, Bart. 

THE Poor Law. By the Rev. T. W. Fow eg. 

THe STATE IN RELATION TO LaBour. By 
W. STANLEY JEVONS. 

Justice and Pouice. By F. W. MaITLanp. 

THe NaTIoNAL DeEFences. By Colonel 
Maurice, R.A. [ln the Press. 

THE Lanp Laws. By Sir F. Pottock, 
Bart. 2nd Edit. 

CENTRAL GOVERNMENT. By H. D. TRAILL. 

THE ELECTORATE AND THE LEGISLATURE. 
By SPENCER WALPOLE. 

ForEIGN RELaTions. By S. WALPOLE. 
Tue Nationa BupGetr; NATIONAL DEBT; 
Taxes AND Rates. By A. J. WiLson. 
©AWCETT (Henry).—SpPEECHES ON SOME 

CuRRENT POLITICAL QUESTIONS. 8vo. ros.6d. 

——- FREE TRADE AND PrRorecTion. 6th 

Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


@AWCETT (Henry and Mrs. H.).—Essays_ 


AND LECTURES ON POLITICAL AND SOCIAL 
Supjects. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

FISKE (John).—Amenican Poriricar IDEAS 
VIEWED FROM THE STAND-POINT OF UNI- 
VERSAL History. Cr. 8vo, 4s. 

—— Civit GOVERNMENT IN THE UNITED 
STATES CONSIDERED WITH SOME REFERENCE 
to 1Ts OrtGIn. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

EREEMAN (Prof. E. A.).—DIsEsTABLISH- 
MENT AND DISENDOWMENT. WHAT ARE 
Tuey? 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 

— ComparaTIVE Pouitics and THE UNITY 
oF History. 8vo. 14s. 

— THE GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH CONSTI- 
TUTION. sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

HARWOOD (George).—DIsESTABLISHMENT ; 
or, a Defence of the Principle of a National 
Church. 8vo. 125. 

— Tue Cominc Democracy. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WILL (Florence D.).—CuHILDREN_ OF THE 
Srate. Ed. by Fanny Fowke. Cr. 8vo. 65. 


HILL (ctavia).—Our Common LAND, AND 
OTHER Essays. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 39. 6d. 

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.).—TuHe Treaty Re- 
LATIONS OF RuSSIA AND TURKEY, FROM 
1774 TO 1853. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 

JENKS (Prof. Edward),—THE GovERNMENT 
OF VICTORIA (AUSTRALIA). 8vo. 145. 

JEPHSON (H.).—THE PLatrForm: its RIsE 
AND PROGRESS. 2 vols. 8vo. 30s. net. 

LOWELL (J. R.). (See CoLLtEcTED Works.) 

LUBBOCK (SirJ.). (See CoLtecTED Works.) 

MACDONELL (John).—THE Lanp Quss- 
TION. 8vo. ros. 6a. 

PALGRAVE (Reginald F. D.).—Tue Houss 
or Commons: Illustrations of its History 
and Practice. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford).—Essays on 
EASTERN QUESTIONS. 8vo. Ios. 6d. 

PARKIN (G. R.}.—Impres1aL FEDERATION. 
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.).—InrrRopUCTION 
TO THE HisToRY OF THE SCIENCE OF 
Pouitics. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

—— Leapinc CASES DONE INTO ENGLISH. 
Crown 8vo 3s, 6d. 

PRACTICAL POLITICS. 8vo. 6s. 

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. T.).—CospEN AND 
POLITICAL OPINION. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

ROUTLEDGE (Jas.).—PopuLar PrRoGREss 
IN ENGLAND. 8vo. 16s. 

RUSSELL (Sir Charles)—NeEw Views on 
IRELAND. Cr, 8vo. 25. 6d. 

—— THE ParneELL Commission: THE OPEN- 
ING SPEECH FOR THE DEFENCE, 8vo. 10s. 6d. 
—Popular Edition. Sewed. 2s 

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry).—Tur ELEMENTS 
oF Potitics. 8vo. 145. net. 

SMITH (Goldwin).—CanaDA AND THE CANA- 
DIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 8s. net. 

STATESMAN’S YEAR-BOOK, THE. (See 
STATISTICS.) 

STATHAM (R.).—Buacxs, 
BritisH. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THORNTON (W.T.).--A PLEA FOR PEASANT 
Proprietors. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

— Inp1an Pusiic Works, AND COGNATE 
InprAn Topics. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

TRENCH (Capt. F.).—THE Russo-INDIAN 
QuxsTIon. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

WALLACE (Sir Donald M.).—Ecyer anp 
THE EGYPTIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 145. 


PSYCHOLOGY. 

(See under PutLosoPuxy, p. 26.) 
SCULPTURE. (See Art.) 
SOCIAL ECONOMY. 

BOOTH (C.).—A PicrureE oF PAuprErism. 
Cr. 8vo. 5s.—Cheap Edit. 8vo. Swd., 6a, 
FAWCETT (H. and Mrs, H.). (See Pouirics.) 
HILL (Octavia).—Homegs or THE LoNDoN 

Poor. Cr. 8vo, sewed. 1s. 

HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.).—Socrat Diszasxes 
AND Worse REMEDIES: Letters to the 
“Times.” Cr. 8vo. sewed. ts. net. 

JEVONS(W. Stanley).—Merruops or SociaL 
REFORM. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

STANLEY (Hon. Maude),—Cxiuss For 
WorKING Girts. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
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SPORT—THEOLOGY. 


SOUND. (See under Puysics, p. 27.) 


SPORT. 

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.).—Witp BeEasts 
AND THEIR Ways: REMINISCENCES OF 
Europe, Asia, AFRICA, AMERICA, FROM 
1845—88. Illustrated. Ext. cr. 8vo. res. 6d. 

CHASSERESSE(D.).—SporTING SKETCHES. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

EDWARDS-MOSS (Sir J. E., Bart ).—A 
SEASON IN SUTHERLAND. Cr. 8vo. 15. 6a. 


STATISTICS. 
STATESMAN’S YEAR-BOOK, THE. Sta- 
tistical and Historical Annual of the States 
of the World forthe Year 1892. Revised after 
Official Returns. Ed. by J. Scorr KELTIE. 


Cr. 8vo. os. 6d. 
SURGERY. (See MeEpIciIne.) 
SWIMMING. 


LEAHY (Sergeant).—Tue ArT oF SWIMMING 


Cr. 8vo. 2s. 


THEOLOGY. 


The Bible—History of the Christian Church— 
The Church of England—Devotional Books 
—The Fathers—Hymnology—Sermons, Lec- 
tures, Addresses, and Theological Essays. 


The Bible. 
History of the Bible— 

THe ENG.iisH Brispte; An External and 
Critical History of the various English 
Translations of Scripture. By Prof. Joun 
Eavik. 2 vols. 8vo. 28s. 

THE BiBLEIN THE CHURCH. By Right Rev. 


IN THE ETON STYLE. 


Bp. WestcoTtT. rothedit. 18mo. 4s. 6d, 
Biblical History— 

Brstze Lessons. By Rev. E. A. AsBort. 
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


STORIES FROM THE BrBie. By Rev. A. J. 
Cuurcn. Illust. Cr.8vo. 2 parts. 3s.6d¢.each. 
BisLtE READINGS SELECTED FROM THE PEN- 
TATEUCH AND THE Book oF JosHua. 


By Rev. J. A. Cross. Gl. 8vo. 25. 6a. 
THe CuHILDREN’s TREASURY OF ‘BIBLE 
Srories. By Mrs. H. Gaskorn. 18mo. 


rs. each.—Part I. Old Testament; II. 
New Testament; III. The Apostles. 

A Cvrass-Book or O_p TrEsTaMENT His- 
Tory. By Rev. Dr. MacLear. 18mo. 45.6. 

A Crass-Boox or New Testament His- 
Tory. By the same. 18mo. 5s. 6d. 

A Suiwtinc Book or OL_p TrESTAMENT 
History. By thesame. r18mo. ts. 

A Surittinc Book or New TrsTamMEnT 
Hisrory. By the same. r8mo. ts, 

The Old Testament— 

ScrieTuRE READINGS FOR SCHOOLS AND 
Faminizs. By C. M. Yoncr. Globe 8vo. 
ts. 6d. each: also with comments, 3s. 6d. 
each. — GENESIS TO DEUTERONOMY. — 
Yosh ue To Sotomon.—KINGS AND THE 

ROPHETS.—THE GospELTimEs.—Apos- 
ToLic TIMEs. 

THE ParrRiaRcHsS AND LAWGIVERS OF THE 
Oip Testament. By F. D. Maurice. 
7th Hdit. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

THe PrRopHets AND KINGS OF THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Bythe same. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE CANON OF THE OLD TesTAMENT. By 
Prof. H. E. Ryte. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


The Pentateuch— 

An Hisrorico-CriTicaL INQUIRY INTO THE: 
ORIGIN AND COMPOSITION OF THE HExa- 
TreucH (PENTATEUCH AND Book oF 
Oe - By Prof. A. Kuznen. Trans. 

y P. H. WicksTEED, M.A. 8vo. 14s. 


The Psalms— 
Tue Psatms CHRONOLOGICALLY ARRANGED- 


By Four Frienps. Cr. 8vo. 5s. net. 
GotpEN TREASURY PSALTER. Student’s 
Edition of the above. 18mo. 3s. 6d. 


Tue Psatms. With Introduction and Notes. 
By A. C. Jennines, M.A., and W. He 
Lows, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. each. 

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY AND USE OF 
THE Psatms. By Rey. J. F. THRUPP, 
and Edit. 2 vols. 8vo. 21s. 


Isaiah— 

IsaAIAH XL.—Lxvi. With the Shorter Pro- 
phecies allied to it. Edited by MaTTHEW 
ARNOLD. Cr. 8vo. 55. 

IsaraAH OF JERUSALEM. In the Authorised 
English Version, with Introduction ang 
Notes. By thesame. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

A Brs_e-READING FOR SCHOOLS. The Great 
Prophecy of Israel’s Restoration (Isaiah 
xl.—lIxvi.), Arranged and Edited for Young 
Learners. By the same. 18mo. 1s. 

CoMMENTARY ON THE Book oF ISAIAH 
Critical, Historical, and Prophetical ; in- 


cluding a Revised English Translation. - 


By T. R. Brrxs. end Edit. 8vo. 125. 6d. 

THe Book or Isaiah CHRONOLOGICALLY 
ARRANGED. By T. K. CHeyNE. Cre 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 


Zechariah— 
THE HesrREw STUDENT’s COMMENTARY ON 


ZECHARIAH, Hebrew and LXX. By W. H. 
Lowe, M.A. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


The New Testameni— 
Tue New Testament. Essay on the Right 


Estimation of MS. Evidence in the Text 


of the New Testament. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

THE MEssAGES OF THE Books. Discourses 
and Notes on the Books of the New Testa- 
ment. By Archd. FARRAR. 8vo. 145. 

THe CrassicAaL ELEMENT IN THE NEW 
TESTAMENT. Considered as a Proof of its 
Genuineness, with an Appendix on the 
Oldest Authorities used in the Formatiom 
ofthe Canon. By C.H. Hoo te. 8vo. ros, 6d. 

Own a FresH REVISION OF THE ENGLISH 
New TEesTaMENT. With an Appendix om 
the last Petition of the Lord’s Prayer. By 
Bishop LigHtFoot. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

THE Unity oF THE NEw TesTAMENT. By 
F. D. Maurice. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. reas. 

A ComPpaNIOoN TO THE GREEK TESTAMENT 
AND THE ENGLISH VERSION. By PHILIP 
ScuarFF, D.D. Cr. 8vo. 12s. 

A GENERAL SURVEY OF THE History oF 
THE CANON OF THE NEW TESTAMENT 
DURING THRE First Four CENTURIES. By 
Bishop WrestcoTr. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

Tue New TresTAMENT IN THE ORIGINAL 
GREEK. The Text revised by Bishop 
Westcorz, D-D.,, and. Prof, Bp J.sAe 
Hort, D.D. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6a. 
each.—Vol. I. Text.—Vol. II. Introduc- 
tion and Appendix. 

ScHooLt EDITION OF THE ABOVE. 18mo, 
4s. 6d. ; 18mo, roan, 5s. 6d. ; morocco, gilt 
edges, 6s. 6d. 


By T. R. Brrxs. 
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The Gospels— 


Tue Common TRADITION OF THE SYNOPTIC 
GosrEts. In the Text of the Revised 
Version. By Rev. E. A. AssotTtT and 
W. G. RusHBROOKE. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Synorticon ; An Exposition of the Common 
Matter of the Synoptic Gospels. By W. G. 
RUSHBROOKE. Printed in Colours. In Six 
Parts, and Appendix. 4to.—Part I. 3s. 6d. 
—Parts II. and III. 7s.—Parts IV. V. and 
VI., with Indices, ros. 6¢.—Appendices, 
ros. 6¢.—Complete in x vol. 355. 

INTRODUCTION To THE STUDY OF THE Four 
Gosrets. ByBp. WEsTcort.Cr.8vo. 1os.6d. 

THE COMPOSITION OF THE Four GosPELs. 
By Rev, ARTHUR WRIGHT. Cr. 8vo. 55. 


Gospel of St. Matthew— 


THE GREEK TeExT, with Introduction and 
Notes by Rev. A. Stoman. Fcp.8vo. 2s.6d. 
Cuoice Notes on St. MatrHew. Drawn 
from Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
(St. Matthew and St. Mark in vol. gs.) 


Gospel of St. Mark— 


ScHooLt ReEaDINGS IN THE GREEK TESTA- 
MENT. Being the Outlines of the Life of 
our Lord as given by St. Mark, with addi- 
tions from the Text of the other Evange- 
lists. Edited, with Notes and Vocabulary, 
by Rev. A. CatverT, M.A. Fep. 8vo. 25.6d. 

Cuorce Notes on St. Mark. Drawn from 
Old and New Sources. Cr.8vo. 45. 6d. 
(St. Matthew and St. Mark in x vol. gs.) 


Gospel of St. Luke— 
GREEK TExT, with Introduction and Notes 
by Rev. J. Bonn, M.A. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 62. 
Cuoice Notes on St. Luke. Drawn from 
Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
Tue GosPEL OF THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN. 
A Course of Lectures on the Gospel of St. 


Luke. By F. D. Mauricz. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Gospel of St. John— 
Tue GosrpEL or St. Joun. By F. D. 


Maurice. 8th Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Cuoice Notes on St. Joun. Drawn from 
Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 


The Acts of the Apostles— 
GreEK TExT, with Notes by T. E. Pace, 
M.A. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
THe CHURCH OF THE First Days: THE 
CuurcH OF JERUSALEM, THE CHURCH OF 
THE GENTILES, THE CHURCH OF THE 


Wor.p. Lectures on the Acts of the 
Apostles. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. 
Cr. 8vo. 1os. 6d. 
The Epistles of St. Paul— 
Tue Epistle To THE Romans. The 
Greek Text, with English Notes. By the 
Very Rev. C. J. Vaucuan. 7th Edit. 


Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

THE EPISTLES TO THE CoRINTHIANS. Greek 
Text, with Commentary. By Rev. W. 
Kay. 8vo. gs. 

The EpristTLeE TO THE GaLaTians. A 
Revised Text, with Introduction, Notes, 
and Dissertations. By Bishop LigHTFooT. 
toth Edit. 8vo. 12s. 

Tue EpistLe TO THE PHILIPPIANS. A 
Revised Text, with Introduction, Notes, 
and Dissertations. By the same. 8vo. 12s. 


The Epistles of St. Paul— 


THE EPISTLE TO THE PHiLippians. With 
Translation, Paraphrase, and Notes for 
English Readers. By the Very Rey. C. J. 
VAUGHAN. Cr. 8vo. 59. 

THe EPIsTLES TO THE COLOSSIANS AND 
To Puitemon. A Revised Text, with In-- 
troductions, etc. By Bishop LicHrTroor.. 
oth Edit. 8vo. 12s. 

Tue EpisTLES TO THE EPHESIANS, THE: 
COLOSSIANS, AND PHILEMON. With In- 
troduction and Notes. By Rev. J. Li. 
Daviss. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Tue First EpistLE TO THE THESSALO- 
NIANS. By Very Rev. C. J. VauGHan. 
8vo, sewed. 19. 6d. 

THE EPISTLES TO THE THESSALONIANS.. 
Commentary on the Greek Text. By Prof. 
Joun Eapie. 8vo. 12s. 


The Epistle of St. James— 


THE GREEK TExtT, with Introduction andi 
Notes. By Rev. JosepH Mayor. 8vo. 


The Epistles of St. John— 
Tue Epistites oF St. Joun. By F. De 
Maurice. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
— The Greek Text, with Notes, by Bishop 
Westcotr. 3rd Edit. 8vo. reas. 6a 


The Epistle to the Hebrews— 


GREEK AND ENGLISH. Edited by Rev. 
FREDERIC RENDALL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

EnG.isH TExT, with Commentary. By the 
same. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

THe GREEK TExT, with Notes, by Very 
Rev. C. J. VauGHAN. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 
Tue GREEK TExT, with Notes and Essays,, 

by Bishop WestcoTT. 8vo. 14s. 


Revelation— 
LECTURES ON THE APOCALYPSE. By F. D. 
Maurice. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE REVELATION OF ST. JOHN. By Rev. 
Prof. W. Mitiican. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
LECTURES ON THE APOCALYPSE. By the- 


same. Crown 8vo. 5s. 
LECTURES ON THE REVELATION OF ST. 


Joun. By Very Rev. C. J. VauGHan. 
sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 1os. 6d. 

Tue Bisre Worp-Boox. By W. ALpis: 
WRIGHT. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


History of the Christian Church. 


CHURCH (Dean).—TnHe Oxrorp Move- 
MENT, 1833—45. Gl. 8vo. 5s. 


CUNNINGHAM (Rey. John).—TuE GrowTH: 
OF THE CHURCH IN ITS ORGANISATION AND 
INSTITUTIONS. 8vO. 95. 


CUNNINGHAM (Rev. William). — Tue 
Cuurcues oF Asta: A Methodical Sketch 
of the Second Century. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


DALE (A. W. W.).—THE Synop oF ELvrra,, 
AND CHRISTIAN LIFE IN THE FourTH CEN- 
tury. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


HARDWICK (Archdeacon).—A History oF 
THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH: MippLE AGE 
Edited by Bp. Stusss. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

—— A History oF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH: 
DURING THE REFORMATION. oth Edit., re- 
vised by Bishop Stupss. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d- 
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History of the Christian Church—contd. 

HORT (Dr. F. J. A.).—Two DissErTATIONS. 
I.On MONOTENH® OEO® IN ScRIPTURE 
AND TrapiTion. II. ON THE ‘‘ CONSTAN- 
TINOPOLITAN ” CREED AND OTHER EASTERN 
(CREEDS OF THE FourTH CENTURY. 8vo. 
7s. 6d. 

KILLEN (W. D.).—EccrestasticaL His- 
TORY OF IRELAND, FROM THE EARLIEST 
Date TO THE PRESENT TIME. 2 vols. 
Bvo. 255. 

SIMPSON (Rey. W.).—AN EPITOME OF THE 
History OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH. 7th 
Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


VAUGHAN (Very Rev. C. J.).—THE CHURCH 
OF THE First Days: THE CHURCH OF 
JeRUSALEM, THE CHURCH OF THE GEN- 
TILES, THE CHURCH OF THE WORLD. Cr. 
8vo. ros. 6d. 

WARD (W.).—WiLi1amM GEORGE WARD AND 
THE OXFORD MOVEMENT. 8vo. 145. 


The Church of England. 
‘Catechism of— 
A Crass-Book OF THE CATECHISM OF 
THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By Rev. Canon 
Maciear. 18mo. ts. 6d. 
A First Cuass-BookK OF THE CATECHISM 


OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By the 
same. 18mo. 6d. 
‘THE ORDER OF CONFIRMATION. With 


Prayers and Devotions. 
3emo. 6d. 


Collects— 
CoLLECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 
With a Coloured Floral Design to each 
Collect. Cr. 8vo. res. 


Disestablishment— 

DisESTABLISHMENT AND DISENDOWMENT. 
WHAT ARE THEY? By Prof. E. A. FREE- 
MAN. 4th Edit. Cr, 8vo. 1s. 

DisESTABLISHMENT; or, A Defence of the 
Principle of a National Church. By Gro. 
Harwoop. 8vo. ras. 

A DrrENCE OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND 
AGAINST DISESTABLISHMENT. By Roun- 
DELL, EARL OF SELBORNE. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

ANCIENT FACTS AND FICTIONS CONCERNING 
CHURCHES AND TiTHES. By the same. 
end Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


Dissent in its Relation to— 
DiIssENT IN ITS RELATION TO THE CHURCH 
or ENGLAND. By Rev. G. H. Currets. 
Bampton Lectures for 1871. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


oly Communion— 

Tue COMMUNION SERVICE FROM THE Book 
or ComMMoN PrRavER. With Select Read- 
ings from the Writings of the Rev. F. D. 
Maurice. Edited by Bishop CoLEnso. 
6th Edit. x16mo. 2s. 6d. 

Berorr THE TABLE: An Inquiry, Historical 
and Theological, into the Meaning of the 
Consecration Rubric in the Communion 
Service of the Church of England. By 
Very Rev. J. S. Howson. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

First Communion. With Prayers and De- 
votions for the newly Confirmed. By Rev. 
Canon MACLEAR. 32mo. 6d. 

A MANUAL oF INSTRUCTION FOR CoNnFIR- 
MATION AND First CoMMUNION. With 
Prayers and Devotions. By the same. 
32mo. 25. 


By the same. 


Liturgy— 

An INTRODUCTION TO THE CREEDS. By 
Rev. Canon MacLEar. 18mo. 35. 6d. 
An INTRODUCTION TO THE THIRTY-NINE 
ARTICLES. By same. 18mo. [/# the Press. 
A History oF THE Book oF CoMMON 
Prayer. By Rev F. Proctrer. 18th 

Edit. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

AN ELEMENTAY INTRODUCTION TO THE 
Book oF Common PrRayER. By Rev. F. 
Procter and Rev. Canon Mac Lear. 
r8mo. 2s. 6d. 

TweLvE DiscoursEs ON SUBJECTS CON- 
NECTED WITH THE LITURGY AND Wor- 
SHIP OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By 
Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 

A COMPANION TO THE LECTIONARY. By 
Rev. W. BenHam, B.D. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 


JUDGMENT IN THE CasSE OF READ AND 
OTHERS v. THE LorpD BisHop oF LINCOLN. 
Nov. 21, 1890. By his Grace the ARCH- 
BISHOP OF CANTERBURY. 8vo. ts. 6d. net. 


Devotional Books. 
EASTLAKE (Lady).—FErELtowsuip: Let- 


TERS ADDRESSED TO MY SISTER-MOURNERS. 
Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 


IMITATIO CHRISTI. Libri IV. Printed 
in Borders after Holbein, Diirer, and other 
old Masters, containing Dances of Death, ~ 
Acts of Mercy, Emblems, etc. Cr.8vo. 75.64. 


KINGSLEY (Charles).—Out oF THE DEEP 
WORDS FOR THE SORROWFUL. From the 
Writings of CHarLes Kincsiey. Ext. fep. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 

— Darrty TuHovucutTs. Selected from the 
Wnitings of CHARLES KinGsLey. By His 
Wire. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

From DeatH To Lire. Fragments of 

Teaching to a Village Congregation. Edit. 

by His Wire. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6a. 


MACLEAR (Rey. Canon).—A MANUAL oF 
INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIRMATION AND 
First COMMUNION, WITH PRAYERS AND 
DEVOTIONS. 32m0. 2s. 

Tue Hour oF Sorrow; or, The Office 

for the Burial of the Dead. 32mo. 2s. 


MAURICE (F. D.).—Lxrssons or Horr. 
Readings from the Works of F. D. Maurice. 
Selected by Rev. J. Lt. Davies, M.A. Cr. 
8vo. 55. 


RAYS OF SUNLIGHT FOR DARK DAYS. 
With a Preface by Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. 
D.D. New Edition. 18mo. 35. 6d. 


SERVICE (Rev. J.).—PRAYERS FOR PUBLIC 
Worsuip. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


THE WORSHIP OF GOD, AND FEL- 
LOWSHIP AMONG MEN. By Prof. 
Maurice and others. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


WELBY-GREGORY (Hon. Lady).—Linxs 
AND CLugEs. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. Bishop).—Tuoucuts 
ON REVELATION AND Lirg. Selections from 
the Writings of Bishop Westcorr. Edited 
by Rev. S. Puitirps. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


WILBRAHAM (Francis M.).—In THE SERE 
AND YELLOW Lear: THOUGHTS AND RE- 


COLLECTIONS FOR OLD AND YouNnG. Globe 
8vo. 35. 6d. 


THE FATHERS—SERMONS, LECTURES, Etc, 33 


The Fathers. 


MONALDSON (Prof. James).—THE Apos- 
Totic Faruers. A Critical Account of their 
Genuine Writings, and of their Doctrines. 
2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 7s. 6d.. 


Works of the Greek and Latin Fathers: 

Tue Apostotic Faruers. Revised Texts, 
with Introductions, Notes, Dissertations, 
and Translations. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT. 
—Part I. St. CLEMENT oF RomE. 2 vols. 
8vo. 32s.—Part II. St. Ienatius To St. 
PoLycare. 3 vols. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 48s. 

Tue Apostoric FatHers. Abridged Edit. 
With Short Introductions, Greek Text, and 
English Translation. By same. 8vo. 16s. 

Tue EpisTLe oF St. BARNABAS. Its Date 
and Authorship. With Greek Text, Latin 
Version, Translation and Commentary. By 
Rev. W. CunninGHAmM. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


Hymnology. 

SROOKE (S. A.).—CurisTran Hymns. Gl. 
8vo. 2s.6¢.net.--CHRISTIAN HYMNS AND SER- 
vicE Book oF Beprorp CHAPEL, BLooms- 
BURY. Gl. 8vo. 3s. 6d. net.—SERVICE Book 


Gl. 8vo. rs. net. 
PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.).— ORIGINAL 
Hymns. 3rd Edit. 18mo. ts. 6d. 


SELBORNE (Roundell, Earl of).—THE Book 
oF Praise. 18mo. 2s. 6d. net. 

— A Hymna. Chiefly from ‘‘ The Book of 
Praise.”—A. Royal 32mo, limp. 6¢@.—B. 
18mo, larger type. zs.—C. Fine paper. 15.6d. 
—With Music, Selected, Harmonised, and 
Composed by JoHN HuLLau. 18mo. 3s.6d. 

WOODS (Miss M. A.).—Hymns For SCHOOL 
WorsHip. 18mo. ts. 6d. 


Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and 
Theological Essays. 
ABBOT (F. E. 


8vo. 7s. 6d. 
— Tue Way ouT oF AGNOSTICISM ; or, The 


).—ScrentiFic THEIsM. Cr. 


Philosophy of Free Religion. Cr. Bv0. 4s. 6d, 
ABBOTT (Rev. E. A.),—CAMBRIDGE SER- 
MONS. 8vo. 6s. 
Oxrorp Sermons. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


—- Puitomytuus. A discussion of Cardinal 
Newman’s Essay on Ecclesiastical Miracles. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6a. 

—— NewmManianism. Cr. 8vo. ts. net. 
AINGER (Canon).—SermMons PREACHED IN 
THE TEMPLE CHURCH. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. 
ALEXANDER (W., Bishop of Derry and 
Raphoe).—TuHE Lzeapinc IDEAS OF THE 

GosrELts. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BAINES (Rev. Edward).—Srermons. Preface 
and Memoir by Bishop Barry. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BATHER (Archdeacon).—On Some Mrnts- 
TERIAL DuTiés, CATECHISING, PREACHING, 
Etc. Edited, with a Preface, by Very Rev. 
C. J. VaucHan, D.D. Fep. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

BERNARD (Canon). —THECENTRAL TEACH- 
ING OF CHRIST. Cr. 8vo. [In the Press. 

BETHUNE-BAKER (J. F.).—TuHE INFLu- 
ENCE OF CHRISTIANITY ON WaR. 8vo. 55. 

— TuHESTERNNESS OF CHRIST'S TEACHING, 
AND ITS RELATION To THE Law oF For- 
GIVENESS. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 


BINNIE (Rev, W.).—Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BIRKS (Thomas Rawson).—THEe DiFFrcuL- 
TIES OF BELIEF IN CONNECTION WITH THE 
CREATION AND THE FALL, REDEMPTION, 
AND JUDGMENT. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

—— JUSTIFICATION AND ImpuTED RIGHT: 
EOUSNESS. A Review. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SUPERNATURAL REVELATION; or, First 
Principles of Moral Theology. 8vo. 8s. 

BROOKE S. A.).—SHorT SERMONS. 
8vo. 6s. 

BROOKS (Bishop Phillips).— fue CANDLE OF 
THE Lorv: and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— SERMONS PREACHED IN ENGLISH 
CuurRCHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Twenty SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— ToLerRaAnce. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6a. 

— Tue LIGHT OF THE WorLD. Cr.8vo. 3y.6d. 
BRUNTON (T. Lauder).—TuHE BisLeE anp 
Science. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6. 
BUTLER (Archer).—Sermons, Docrrinar 

AND PRACTICAL. r1ith Edit. 8vo. 8s. 
— SEcoND SERIES OF SERMONS. 8vo. 7s. 
— LetTTers oN RoMANISM. 8vo. tos. 6a. 
BUTLER (Rev. Geo.).—SERMONS PREACHED 
IN CHELTENHAM COLL. CHAPEL. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
CAMPBELL (Dr. John M’Leod).—THE Nae 
TURE OF THE ATONEMENT. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
—— REMINISCENCES AND REFLECTIONS. 
Edited by his Son, Donatp CampBELL, 
M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
— THOUGHTS ON REVELATION, Cr. 8vo. 55. 
RESPONSIBILITY FOR THE GiFT OF 
ETERNAL Lire. Compiled from Sermons 
preached 1829—31. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 
CANTERBURY (Edward White, Archbishop 
of).—Boy-Lire: 17s TRIAL, 1rs STRENGTH, 
ITs Futness. Sundays in Wellington Col- 


Crown 


lege, 1859—73. Cr. 8vo. 65. 
— TuHE SEVEN Girts. Primary Visitation 
Address. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


—— Curist anp His Times. Second Visi- 
tation Address. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
— A Pastorat LETTER TO THE DIOCESE 


OF CANTERBURY, 180. 8vo, sewed. 1d. 


CARPENTER (W. Boyd, Bishop of Ripon).— 
TrurH in Tare. Addresses, chiefly to 
Children. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

—- THe PERMANENT ELEMENTS OF RE- 
LIGION. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


CAZENOVE (J. Gibson).—CoONCERNING THE 
BEING AND ATTRIBUTES OF Gop. 8vo. 55. 


CHURCH (Dean).—Human LIFE AND ITS 
ConpiTions. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Tue Girts oF CiviILisATION : and other 
Sermons and Letters. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6a. 

—— DIscreLiNE OF THE CHRISTIAN CHAR- 
ACTER; and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— ApvENT SERMONS,1885. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

—— VILLAGE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. . 


CLERGYMAN’S SELF-EXAMINATION 
CONCERNING THE APOSTLES’ 
CREED. Ext. fep. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 


CONGREVE (Rev. John).—HircH Hopss 
AND PLEADINGS FORA REASONABLE FAITH, 
NogLer THOUGHTS, AND LARGER CHARITY. 
Cr. 8vo. 55. 
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THEOLOGY. 
Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and 
Theological Essays—continued. 


COOKE (Josiah P., jun.).—RELIGION AND 
CHEMISTRY. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


COTTON (Bishop).—SERMONS PREACHED TO 
ENGLISH CONGREGATIONS IN Inp1IA. Cr. 
8vo. 78. 6d. 


CUNNINGHAM (Rev. W.). — CHRISTIAN 
CIVILISATION, WITH SPECIAL REFERENCE 
to Inpta. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


CURTHIS (Rev. G. H.).—Tue ScienTiFic 
OpstacLes TO CHRISTIAN BELIEF. The 
Boyle Lectures, 1884. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


DAVIES (Rev. J. Llewelyn).—TuHEe GosPEL 
AND Mooern Lire. Ext. fep. 8vo. 6s. 

— SocraL QUESTIONS FROM THE POINT OF 
View os CxxisTIAN THEOLOGY. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

— WARNINGS AGAINST SUPERSTITION. Ext. 
fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

— THeCHRISTIAN CALLING. Ext.fp.8vo. 6s. 

—  OrvdER AND GROWTH AS INVOLVED IN 
THE SpikiTUAL CONSTITUTION OF HUMAN 


Society. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
— Bartism, CONFIRMATION, AND THE 
Lorp’s Supper. Addresses. 18mo. 1s. 


DIGGLE (Rev. J. W.).—GopLinEss AND 
Manuiness. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


DRUMMOND (Prof. Jas.).—INTRODUCTION 
TO THE STUDY OF THEOLOGY. Cr. 8vo. 55. 

DU BOSE (W. P.).—TuHE SoTERIOLOGY OF 
THE New (estamMenT. By W. P. Du Bose. 
Cr Syon 6.6a. 

ECCE HOMO: A SurRVEy oF THE LIFE AND 
Work or Jesus Curist. Globe 8vo. 6s, 


ELLERTON (Rev. John).—TuHe Hoviest 
MANHOOD, AND ITs LrEssons FoR Busy 
Lives. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

FAITH AND CONDUCT: An Essay on 
VERIFIABLE RELIGION. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


FARRAR (Ven. Archdeacon).—Works, Uni- 
yorn: Edition, Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. each. 
Monthly from December, 1891. 

SEEKERS AFTER Gop. 

Erernat Hope. 
Sermons. 

THe Fact or Man: and other Sermons. 

Tits Witness or History To CuristT. 
Hulsean Lectures, 1870. 

THE SILENCE AND VoicEs oF Gop. Sermons. 

In THE Days or Tuy YoutH. Marlborough 
College Sermons. 

Saintty Workers. Five Lenten Lectures. 

EpHexHatHa; or, The Amelioration of the 

Mercy AND JUDGMENT. [World. 

SERMONS AND ADDRESSES DELIVERED IN 

AMERICA. 

— Tue History or INTERPRETATION. 
Bampton Lectures, 1885. 8vo. 16s. 


FISKE (John).—Man’s Destiny VIEWED IN 
THE LiGHT OF HIS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

FORBES (Rev. Granville).—THE Voicre or 
Gop IN THE Psatms. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

FOWLE (Rey. T. W.).—A New Anatocy 
BETWEEN REVEALED RELIGION AND THE 
Course anvd ConsTiTuTion or Nature. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

FRASER (Bishop).—SErmons. Edited by 
Joun W. DicGus. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each. 


Westminster 


Abbey 


HAMILTON (John).--On TRuTH AND ERROR. 
Cr. 8vo. 55. 

— ArtTHur's SEAT; or, The Church of the 
Banned. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— AsBovE AND AROUND: Thoughts on God 
and Man. i12mo. as. 6d. 

HARDWICK (Archdeacon).—CHRIST AND 
OTHER Masters. 6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d. 


HARE (Julius Charles).—TuHe Mission oF 
THE COMFORTER. New Edition. Edited 
by Dean PrumptreE. Cr. 8vn. 7s. 6d. 

— Tue Victory oF Faitn. Edited by 
Dean Piumptre. With Notices by Prof. 
Mauriceand Dean STANLEY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.6a. 

HARPER (Father Thomas).—THE MertTa- 
PHYSICS OF THE ScHooL. Vols. I. and II. 
8vo. 18s. each.—Vol. III. Part I. 12s. 

HARRIS (Rev. G. C.).—SermMons. With a 
Memoir by C. M. Yonce. Ext.fep.8vo. 6s~ 


HUTTON (R.H.). (See CoLLEcTED WorKs, 
p. 21.) 
ILLINGWORTH (Rey. J. R.).—SERMONS 
PREACHED IN A COLLEGE CHAPEL. Cr.8vo. 55. 
JACOB (Rey. J. A.).—BuILDING IN SILENCE 
and other Sermons. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. 
JAMES (Rev. Herbert), — THE CounTRY 
CLERGYMAN AND HIS WorK. Cr. 8vo. 6s- 
JEANS (Rev. G, E.).—HatLeyvBurY CHAPEL = 
and other Sermons. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
JELLETT (Rev. Dr.).—THE ELpER Son: 
and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Tue Erricacy oF Prayer. Ci 8vo. 55. 
KELLOGG (Rey. S. H.).—THE LIGHT oF 
ASIA AND THE LIGHT OF THE WoRLD. Cr. 
8vo. 7s. 6a. 
KINGSLEY (Charles). 
WORKS, p. 21.) 
KIRKPATRICK (Prof).—THE Divine Li- 
BRARY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. 8vo. 
35. net. 

KYNASTON (Rev. Herbert, D.D.).—CHEL- 
TENHAM COLLEGE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 65. 
LEGGE (A. O.).—TuE GrowTH OF THE TEM 
PORAL POWER OF THE Papacy. Cr.8vo. 85.6d. 
LIGHTFOOT (Bishop).—LEAapgERS IN THE 

NorTHERN CHURCH: Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
ORDINATION ADDRESSES AND COUNSELS. 


(See COLLECTED 


To CLeErGy. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
— CAMBRIDGE SERMoNns. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
-—— SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. Paut's. 


CATHEDRAL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— SERMONSON SPECIAL Occasions, 8vo. 6s. 

— A CHARGE DELIVERED TO THE CLERGY 
OF THE DIOCESE OF DURHAM, 1886. 8vo. 2s. 

— Essays ON THE WORK ENTITLED ‘‘Su- 
PERNATURAL RELIGION.” 8yo. tos. 6d. 

—— On A FRESH REVISION OF THE ENGLISH 
New Testament. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

— Essays e2vols. 8vo. I. DisseRTATIONS. 
ON THK Apostoric AcE. II. Miscer- 
LANEOUS. (In the Press. 


MACLAREN (Rey. A.).—SERMONS PREACHED 
AT MANCHESTER. 11th Ed. Fep.8vo. 4s. 6d. 

—— SECOND SErigEs. 7th Ed. Fep. 8vo 4s. 6a. 

— Tuirpd SERIES. 6thEd. Fcp.8vo. 4s.6d. 

— WeeEk-Day EvENING ADDRESSES. 4th 
Edit. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

— Tue Secret or Power: and other Ser~ 
mons. Fecp. 8vo. 4s. 62. 
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MACMILLAN (Rey. Hugh).—B1s_e TEacH- 
INGS IN Nature. rs5th Edit. Globe 8vo. 6s. 
—— THE 'l'RuUE Vine; or, The Analogies of 
our Lord's Allegory. sth Edit. Gl. 8vo. 6s. 


Tue Ministry oF Nature. 8th Edit. 
Globe 8vo. 6s. 
SS fle SABBATH OF THE Freitps. 6th 
Edit. Globe 8vo. 6s. 


— THE MarriaGEIN Cana. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

—— Two Wor tps arE Ours. Gl. 8vo. 6s. 

—— THE Otive Lear. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

—— Tue Gate BEavuTIFUL: and other Bible 
Teachings for the Young. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 


MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—Tue Decay oF 
MovERN PREACHING. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


MATURIN (Rev. W.).—THE BLESsEDNESS 
OF THE DkAD IN CHRIST. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


MAURICE (Frederick Denison).—TuHE Kinc- 
DOM OF CHRIST. 3rd Ed. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. 12s, 
—— Expository SERMONS ON THE PRAYER- 

oh es AND THE Lorp’s PRAYER. Cr.8vo. 6s. 


— SERMONS PREACHED IN COUNTRY 
CuHuRCHES. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— THE ConsciENCE: Lectures on Casuistry. 
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— DraLocueEs on Famity Worsuip. Cr. 
8vo. 4s. 6d. 


— Tue DocrrineE or SacriFIcE DEDUCED 
FROM THE SCRIPTURES. 2nd Edit. Cr.8vo. 6s. 

— Tue RELIGIONS OF THE WoRLD. 6th 
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— On THE SABBATH Day; THE CHARACTER 
OF THE WARRIOR}; AND ON THE INTERPRE- 
TATION OF History. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

—— LEARNING AND WorKING. Cr. 8vo. 45.64. 

—— THE Lorp’s PRAYER, THE CREED, AND 
THE COMMANDMENTS. 18mo. Is. 

— THEOLOGICAL Essays. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— Sermons PREACHED IN LINCOLN’s INN 
Cuaret. 6 vols. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. each. 


MILLIGAN (Rev. Prof. W.).—THE ResuR- 
RECTION OF OUR LorD. znd Edit. Cr.8vo. 55. 

— THE ASCENSION AND HEAVENLY PRIEST- 
HOOD OF OUR LorD. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


MOORHOUSE (J., Bishop of Manchester).— 

Jacos: Three Sermons. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3s.6d. 
Tue TEACHING OF CHRIST: its Condi- 
tions, Secret, and Results. Cr. 8vo. 


MYLNE (L. G., Bishop of Bombay). — 
SERMONS PREACHED IN Sv. THoMAs’s 
CATHEDRAL, BomsBay. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


NATURAL RELIGION. By the Author of 


35. net. 


“Ecce Homo.” 3rd Edit. Globe 8vo. 6s. 
PATTISON (Mark).—Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
PAUL OF TARSUS. 8vo. tos. 6d. 


PHILOCHRISTUS: Mewmorrs oF a Dis- 
CIPLE OF THE Lorp. ard. Edit. 8vo. 12s, 


PLUMPTRE (Dean).—Movements IN RE- 
LiGIous THOUGHT. Fcp. &vo. 39. 6d. 


POTTER (R.).—THE RELATION oF ETHICS 
To RELIGION. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


REASONABLE FAITH: A Snort Essay 
By ‘‘ Three Friends.” Cr. 8vo. 1s. 


REICHEL (C. P., Bishop of Meath),—THE 
Lorp’s Praver. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
— CATHEDRAL AND UNIVERSITY SERMONS. 


Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


RENDALL (Rev. F.).—THe THEOLOGY OF 
THE HEBREW CHRISTIANS. Cr. 8vo. 55. 


REYNOLDS (H. R.).—Nores oF TRE CuRIS- 
TIAN LiFe. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


ROBINSON (Prebendary H. G.).—Man 1n 
THE IMAGE oF Gop: and other Sermons. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


RUSSELL (Dean).— THe Licut THAT LiGHT- 
ETH EVERY Man: Sermons. With an Intro. 
duction by Dean PLumptre, D.D. Cr.8vo. 6s. 


SALMON (Rev. George, D.D.).—Non-Mir- 
ACULOUS CHRISTIANITY: and other Sermons. 
2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


— GNosTICISM AND AGwNosTiIcIsM: and 
other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


SCOTCH SERMONS, 1880. By Principal 
Carrpv and others. 3rd Edit. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

SERVICE (Rev. J.).—SreRmons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SHIRLEY (W. N.).—Euiyau: Four Univer- 
sity Sermons. Fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

SMITH (Rev. Travers).—Man’s KNOWLEDGE 
oF Man anv oF Gop. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SMITH (W. Saumarez).—THE BLoop oF THE 
New Covenant: An Essay. Cr.8vo. 2s. 6d. 


STANLEY (Dean).--THE NATIONAL THANKS: 


GIvinG. Sermons Preached in Westminster 
Abbey. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

— ADDRESSES AND SERMONS delivered in 
America, 1878. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


ba ae es (Prof. Balfour) and TAIT (Prof, 
P. G.).—THE UNSEEN UNIVERSE, OR Puyv- 
SICAL SPECULATIONS ON A FUTURE STATE. 
tsth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

PARADOXICAL PHILOsopHY: A Sequel to 
the above. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

STUBBS (Rev. C. W.).—For Curist anp 
Crry. Sermons and Addresses. Cr. 8vo. 65. 


TAIT (Archbp.).—THEe PrEsENT CONDITION 
OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Primary 
Visitation Charge. 3rd Edit. 8vo. 3s. 6:7. 

DUTIES OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 

Second Visitation Addresses. 8vo. 45. 6.4, 

Tue CHURCH OF THE FUTURE. Quad- 

rennial Visitation Charges. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


TAYLOR (lsaac).—THE RESTORATION OF 
BewiEF. Cr. 8vo. 85. 64. 


TEMPLE (Frederick, Bishop of London).— 
SERMONS PREACHED IN THE CHAPEL 9F 
Rucsy Scuoor. SeEconp Series. Ext. 
fep. 8vo. 6s. 

— TuirDSerIieEs. 4thEdit. Ext.fcp.8vo. 65, 

— Tue Revations Berween RELIGIUN 
AND SciENcE. Bampton Lectures, r1bS.¢ 
7th and Cheaper Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


TRENCH (Archbishop). —THe HuLsesn 
LECTURES FOR 1845—6. 8vo. 75. 6d. 


TULLOCH (Principal).—TuHe Curist oF 1HE 
GosPELS AND THE CnristT oF Moprrn 
Criticism. Ext. fep. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


VAUGHAN (C. J., Dean of Landaff).—M #- 
MORIALS OF HARROW SuNDAYS. 8vo. 108.6 4. 


— EpipPHany, LENT,AND EASTER. 8vo. 108.02. 
— Heroes or FAITH. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
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THEOLOGY. 

Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and 
Theological Essays—continued. 
VAUGHAN (Dr. C. J.).—Lire's WorK AND 
Gon’s DiscipLinE. Ext. fep. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
— THE WHOLESOME WoRDS OF JESUS 

Curist. 2nd Edit. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

— Foersor Fairtu. and Edit. Fep.8vo. 3s.6d. 

— Curist SATISFYING THE INSTINCTS OF 
Humanity. 2nd Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3s.6d. 

— COUNSELS FOR YOUNG STUDENTS. Fcp. 
8vo. 2s. 6d. 

— THE Two Great TEMPTATIONS. end 
Edit. Fep. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

—— ADDRESSES FOR YOUNG CLERGYMEN. 
Ext. fep. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— ‘My Son, Give Me Tuine Heart.” 
Ext. fep. 8vo. 5s. 

— Rest AwniLe. Addresses to Toilers in 
the Ministry. Ext. fep. 8vo. 55. 

— TempLeE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— AUTHORISED oR REVISED? ' Sermons. 
Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

— Lessons oF THE CROSS AND PASSION 3 
WoRrDs FROM THE Cross; THE REIGN OF 
Sin; THE Lorp’s Prayer. Four Courses 
of Lent Lectures. Cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

— University SERmMons, NEw anpD OLD. 
Cr. 8vo. 108. 6d. 

Tue Prayers OF JESUS CHRIST. Globe 
8vo. 35. 6d. 

— DoncasTER SERMONS; Lessons OF LIFE 
AND GODLINESS; WORDS FROM THE GOs- 
PELS. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— Notes For LECTURES ON CONFIRMATION, 
14th Edit. Fep. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 

VAUGHAN (Rev. D. J.).—THE PRESENT 
TRIAL OF FaitTH. Cr. 8vo. 9s. 

VAUGHAN (Rev. E. T.)—SomE REasons OF 
our CuristiAN Horr. Hulsean Lectures 
for 1875. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

VAUGHAN (Rey. Robert).—SToNEs FROM 
tHE Quarry. Sermons, Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

VENN (Rey. John).—On soME CHARACTER- 
IsTIcS OF BELIEF, SCIENTIFIC, AND RE- 
ttcrous. Hulsean Lectures, 1869. 8vo. 6s.6d. 

WARINGTON (G.).—THE WEEK OF CREA- 
1TtON. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

WELLDON (Rev. J. E. C.).—THE SprriTuAL 
].tFE: and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. B. F., Bishop of Dur- 
ham).—ON THE RELIGIOUS OFFICE OF THE 
Universities. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— GrrTs For Ministry. Addresses to Can- 


didates for Ordination. Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 
— Tue Vicrory or THE Cross. Sermons 
Preached in 1888. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


— From STRENGTH TO STRENGTH. Three 
Sermoris(In Memoriam J. B. D.). Cr. 8vo. 2s. 

—z— THE REVELATION OF THE RISEN LorRD. 
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Tue Historic Fairu. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— THE GosPEL OF THE RESURRECTION. 
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s, 

— THE REVELATION OF THE FaTHER. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 

— Curistus ConsuMMATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

—— SomE THOUGHTS FROM THE ORDINAL. 
Cr. 8vo. 1s. 6. 

— Sociat Aspects oF CHRISTIANITY. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 

— — Lectures on GospeL Lire. Crown 
8vo. (Jn the Press. 


WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. B. F.).—Essays nN 
THE HisTory OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT IN 
THE West. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

WICKHAM (Rev. E. C.).—WELLINGTON 
CoLLEeGE Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.).—THeE LIGHT OF THE 
Wortp: AnEssay. 2nd Ed. Cr. 8vo. 3s.6d. 

WILSON (J. M., Archdeacon of Manchester) 
—SERMONS PREACHED IN CLIFTON COLLEGE. 
CuaPEL. 2nd Series, 1888—go. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— EssaysAND ADDRESSES. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

—— Some ConTRIBUTIONS TO THE RELIGIOUS 
THOUGHT OF OUR TIME. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WOOD (Rev. E. G.).—THE REGAL POWER 
OF THE CHURCH. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


THERAPEUTICS. (See MEDICINE, p. 22.) 


TRANSLATIONS. 
From the Greek—From the Italian—From the 
Latin—Into Latin and Greek Verse. 


From the Greek. 

AESCHYLUS.—T3eE Suppuices. With Trans- 

lation, by T. G. TuckeEr, Litt.D. 8vo. 10s.6d- 
THE SEVEN AGAINST THEBES. With 
Translation, by A. W. VERRALL, Litt. D- 
8vo. 7s. 6d. 
EuMENIDES. With Verse Translation, 

by BERNARD DRAKE, M.A. 8vo. 55. 
ARATUS. (See PHYsSIOGRAPHY, p. 27.) 


ARISTOPHANES.—TuE Birpbs. Trans. into 
English Verse, by B. H. KENNEDY. 8vo. 6s. 

ARISTOTLE ON FALLACIES; or, THE 
Sopuistic1 ELENcur. With Translation, by 
E. Poste M.A. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

ARISTOTLE.—TnueE First Book OF THE 
MeErapHysics OF ARISTOTLE. By a Cam- 
bridge Graduate. 8vo. 5s. 

THE Pouitics. By J. E. C. WELLDonN, 
M.A. tos. 6d. 

—— Tue RueEToric. Bysame. Cr.8vo. 75.6a~ 

— TuHE NICOMACHEAN Etnuics. By same. 

{ln the Press. 

— ON THE CONSTITUTION OF ATHENS. 
By E. Poste. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

BION. (See THEOCRITUS.) 
HERODOTUS.—Tue History. By G. C. 
Macautay, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 18s. 
HOMER.—THE OpbyssEyY DONE INTO ENG- 
LISH Prose, by S. H. ButcHer, M.A., and 

A. Lane, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE OpyssEy. Books I.—XII. Transl. 
into English Verse by EARL oF CARNARVON. 
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6a. 

—— THE ILIAD DONE INTO ENGLISH PROSE, 
by AnpREw Lanc, WALTER Lear, and 
Ernest Mvers. Cr. 8vo. tras. 6d. 

MELEAGER.—Firty Poems. Translated 
into English Verse by WaLTER HEADLAM. 
Fep. 4to. 7s. 6d. 

MOSCHUS. (See THEocrRITUS). 

PINDAR.—TueE Extant Opes. By Ernest 
Myers. Cr. 8vo. 59. 

PLATO.—Timaus. With Translation, by 
R. D. Arcuer-Hinp, M.A. 8vo. 16s. 
(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, Pp. 20.) 

POLYBIUS.—Tue Histories. By E. S. 
SHuCKBURGH. Cr. 8vo. 245. 

SOPHOCLES.—(CEpipus THE Kine. Trans- 
lated into English Verse by E. D. A. Morse 
HEAD, M.A. Fep. 8vo. 3s. 6a- 
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THEOCRITUS, BION, anp MOSCHUS. 
By A. Lane, M.A. 18mo. 4s. 6a¢.—Large 
Paper Edition. 8vo. gs. 


XENOPHON.—TueE Comprete Works. 
By H. G. Daxyns, M.A. Cr. 8vo.—Vol. I. 
Tue ANaBASIS AND Books I. anv II. oF 
Tue HELLENICA. tos. 62. 

[VYol. II. tu the Press. 


From the Italian. 


DANTE.—Tue Purcatory. With Transl. 
and Notes, by A. J. BuTLEer. Cr. 8vo. 125.6d. 

— Tue Parapise. Bythe same. 2nd Edit. 
Cr. 8vo. x25. 6d. 

— THE HELL. Bythesame. Cr. 8vo. 12s.6d. 

— De Monarcuia. By F. J. Cuurcu. 


8vo. 45. 6d. 

—— Tue Divine Comepy. By C. E. Nor- 
TON, . 1. Herr, If. Pourcatory. I11. 
ParapisE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each. 


From the Latin. 


CICERO.—Tue Lire anp Letters oF Mar- 
cus Tuttius Cickro. By the Rev. G. E. 
Jeans, M.A. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

— TuHeEAcapemics. By J.S. REID. 8vo. 5s.6d. 


HORACE: THE Works or. By J. Lonspatg, 
M.A., and S. Lez, M.A. Gl. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
— Tue Opes 1n A MErricAL PARAPHRASE. 

ByR.M.Hovenven,B.A. Ext.fcp.8vo. 4s.6d. 
— LIFE AND CHARACTER: AN EPITOME OF 
HIS SATIRES AND EpistLEs. By R. M. 
HovenveEn, B.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d. 
— WorpD For Worp FROM Horace: The 
Odes Literally Versified. By W. T. THorRN- 
Ton, C.B. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


JUVENAL.—TuirTeEENn SaTires. By ALEx. 
Leeper, LL.D. New Ed. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


LIVY.—Booxs XXI.—XXV. Tue SEconpD 
Punic War. By A. J. Cyurcu, M.A., and 
W. J. Bropriss, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS.— 
Boox IV. oF tHE MepiTations. With 
Translation and Commentary, by H. Cross- 
LEY, M.A. 8vo. 6s. 


SALLUST.—TuHE Conspiracy oF CATILINE 


AND THE JUGURTHINE War. By A. W. 
Poiiarp. Cr. 8vo. 6s.—CATILINE. 35. 
WACITUS, THE Worxs or. By A. J. 


Cuourcu, M.A., and W. J. Broprizss, M.A. 
Tue History. 4th Edit. Cr. évo. 6s. 
THE AGRICOLA AND GERMANIA. With the 
Dialogue on Oratory. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
Tue ANNALS. 5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


VIRGIL: THe Works or. By J. Lonspatz, 
M.A., and S, Lez, M.A. Globe 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

— Tue #neip. By J. W. Macxait, M.A. 
Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 


Into Latin and Greek Verse. 


CHURCH (Rev. A. J.).—LatTin VERSION OF 
SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. By Prof. 
ConinctTon, Prof. SEELEy, Dr. Hxssry, 
T. E. Kegset, &c. Edited by A. J. Church, 
M.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. 


GEDDES (Prof. W. D.).—Ftoscuit1 Graci 
BorEA.Es. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


KYNASTON (Herbert D.D.).—EXEMPLARIA 
CHELTONIENSIA. Ext. fep. &vo. 55. 


VOYAGES AND TRAVELS. 
(See also History, p. 9; SPORT, p. 30.) 


APPLETON (T. G.).—A NILE Journat. 
Illustrated by EUGENE Benson. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


“BACCHANTE.” Tue Cruise or H.M.S. 
‘*BacCHANTE,” 1879—1882. Compiled from 
the Private Journals, Letters and Note-books 
of Prince ALperT Vicror and PrIncE 
GEORGE OF WALES. By the Rev. Canon 
Darton. 2vols. Med. 8vo. 52s. 6d. 


BAKER (Sir Samuel W.).—Ismarria. A 
Narrative of the Expedition to Central 
Africa for the Suppression of the Slave Trade, 
organised by IsmaiL, Khedive of Egypt. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— Tue Nive TRIBUTARIES OF ABYSSINIA, 
AND THE SWORD HUNTERS OF THE HAMRAN 
Aras. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— THE ALBERT N’yanza GREAT BASIN OF 
THE NILE AND EXPLORATION OF THE NILE 
Sources. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

— CyprusasIsAwiITiNn 1879. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

BARKER (Lady).—A Year's HousEKEEPING 
IN SouTH Arrica. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6a. 

— Station Lire 1n NEw Zeacanp. Cr. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 

LeTTeRs TO Guy. Cr. 8vo. 55. 

BOUGHTON (G. H.) and ABBEY (E. A.).— 
SKETCHING RAMBLES IN HOLLAND. With 
Illustrations. Fcp. 4to. 219. 

BRYCE (James, M.P.). — TRaNscaucasia 
AND ARARAT. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs. 

CAMERON (V. L.).—Our Future Highway 
to Inpia. 2vols. Cr. 8vo. ars. 

CAMPBELL (J. F.).—My Crrcutar Notes. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

CARLES(W.R.).—LirE1n CorEa. 8vo.125.6d. 

CAUCASUS: Norges on THE. By ‘‘ Wan- 
DERER.” 8yo. Qs. 

CRAIK (Mrs.).—AN UNkKNown Country. 
Iflustr. by F. Nor, Paton. Roy. 8vo. 7s.6da. 

—— An UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY THROUGH 
CorNWALL. Illustrated. 4to. 12s. 6d. 

DILKE (Sir Charles). (See pp. 24. 29.) 

DUFF (Right Hon. Sir M. E. Grant).—NotTrs 
OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

FORBES (Archibald),—SouvENIRS OF SOME 


ConTINENTS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Barracks, Bivovacs, AND BATTLEs. 
Cr. 8vo. 75. 6a 
FULLERTON (W. M.).—In Carro. Fep. 
8vo. 35. 6d. 


GONE TO TEXAS: Lettrers FRoM Our 
Boys. Ed. by THos. HuGuEs. Cr.8vo. 4s.6d. 

GORDON (Lady Duff).—Last Lrerrsrs 
FROM EGYPT, TO WHICH ARE ADDED LETTERS 
FROM THE Caps. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. gs. 

GREEN (W. S.).—Amone THE SELKIRK 
Graciers. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

HOOKER (Sir Joseph D.) and BALL (J.).— 
JouRNAL OF A TouR IN MAROCCO AND THE 
GREAT ATLAS. 8vo. 215. 

HUBNER (Baron von).—A RamBLE Rounp 
THE WoRLD. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

HUGHES (Thos.).—RucGsy, TENNESSEE. Cr. 
8vo. 45. 6d. 

KALM.—AccountT oF HIS VISIT TO ENGLAND. 
Trans. by J. Lucas. Illus. 8vo. 12s, net. 
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VOYAGES AND TRAVELS—continued. 
KINGSLEY (Charles).—Ar Last: A Christ- 


mas in the West Indies. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
KINGSLEY (Henry).— Tates or OLp 
TRAVEL. Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 
KIPLING (J. L.).—Brast anp Man IN 


InpIA. Illustrated. 8vo. ats. 

MACMILLAN (Rey. Hugh).—Ho.ipays on 
Hicu Lanps. Globe 8vo. 6s. 

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.).—RAMBLES AND 
Stup1gs IN GregECcE. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 10s.6d. 

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.) and ROGERS 
(J. E.). SKETCHES FROM A TOUR THROUGH 
HoLLAND AND GERMANY. Illustrated by 
J. E. Rocers. Ext. cr. 8vo. ros. 6d. 

MURRAY (E. C. Grenville).—Rounp aBouT 
FRANCE. Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. 

NORDENSKIOLD. — VovacE oF THE 
VEGA” ROUND ASIA AND Europe. By 
Baron A. E. Von NorDENSKIOLD. Trans. by 
ALEX. LESLIE. 400 Illustrations, Maps, etc. 
2 vols. 8vo. 45s.—Popular Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

OLIPHANT (Mrs.). (See History, p. 112.) 

OLIVER (Capt. S. P.).—Mapacascar: AN 
HISTORICAL AND DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF 
THE IsLAND. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 52s. 6a. 

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford).—A NarraTIvE 
oF A YEAR’S JOURNEY THROUGH CENTRAL 
AND Eastern ARABIA, 1862-63. Cr. 8vo. 65. 

— Dvurtcu Guiana. 8vo. gs. 

— Utyssres; or, Scenes and Studies in 
many Lands. 8vo. ras. 6a. 

PERSIA, EASTERN. Aw Account oF THE 
JouURNEYS OF THE PERSIAN BOUNDARY 
CoMmMISSION, 1870-71-72. 2vols. 8vo. 42s. 

PIKE(W )—Tue Barren Grounp or NortTH- 
ERN CANADA. 8yo. tos. 6a. 

ST. JOHNSTON (A.).—Campinc AMONG 
CANNIBALS. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

SANDYS (J. E.).—Awn Easter Vacation IN 
GREECE. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

STRANGFORD (Viscountess). —EGypTiANn 
SEPULCHRES AND SYRIAN SHRINES. New 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

TAVERNIER (Baron): TRavELs 1n INDIA 
oF JEAN BapTisTE TAVERNIER. Transl. 
by V. Batt, LL.D. 2 vols. 8vo. 42s. 

TRISTRAM. (See ILLUSTRATED Books.) 

TURNER (Rev. G.). (See ANTHROPOLOGY.) 

WALLACE(A. R.). (See NaTURAL History.) 

WATERTON (Charles)—WANDERINGS IN 
SoutH AMERICA, THE NortTH-WeEsT OF 
THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES. 
Edited by Rev. J. G. Woop. Illustr. Cr. 
8vo. 6s.—People's Edition. 4to. 6d. 

WATSON (R. Spence).—A Visit To Wazan, 
THE SACRED City or Morocco. 8vo. ros.6d. 


YOUNG, Books for the. 
(See also BrsricaL HisTory, p. 30.) 


4ESOP—CALDECOTT.—SomE or Afsop’s 
FaBLes, with Modern Instances, shown in 
Designs by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT. 4to. 595. 


ARIOSTO.—PaLaDIN AND SARACEN. Stories 
from Ariosto. By H. C. Hortway-Cat- 
THROP. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


ATKINSON (Rev. J. C.).—THE Last oF 
THE Giant Kixiers. Globe 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
— Watks, TALKs, TRAVELS, AND EXPLOITS 
OF TWO SCHOOLBOYS. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

— PrayyHours AND HatF-HOLipays, OR 
FURTHER EXPERIENCES OF TWO SCHOOL- 
Boys. Cr. 8vo. 35 6d. 


AWDRY (Frances).—THE STORY OF A FEL- 
Low SouprerR. (A Life of Bishop Patteson 
for the Young.) Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


BAKER (Sir S. W.).—Truz Tales FOR MY 
Granpsons. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
—— CAsT UP BY THE SEA: OR, THE ADVEN- 
TuRES oF Nep Gray. Illus Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


BUMBLEBEE BOGO’S BUDGET. By a 
RETIRED JUDGE. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


CARROLL (Lewis).—ALice’s ADVENTURES 
IN WONDERLAND. With 42 Illustrations by 
TENNIEL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. 

People's Edition. With all the original 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 

A GerRMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. -A FRENCH TRANSLA- 
TION OF THE SAME. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. 
An ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. 

—— Atice’s ADVENTURES UNDER-GROUND. 
Being a Fascimile of the Original MS. Book, 
afterwards developed into ‘' Alice’s Adven- 
tures in Wonderland.” With 27 Illustrations 
by the Author. Cr. 8vo. 4s. net. 

—— THROUGH THE LooKinG-GLass AND 
Wuat Arice Founp THERE. With 50 
Illustrations by TENNIEL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. 
People’s Edition. With all the original 

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 

People’s Edition of ‘‘ Alice’s Adventures in 
Wonderland,” and ‘‘ Through the Looking- 
Glass.” rvol. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. net. 

— RuvMeE? anp Reason? With 65 Illus- 
trations by ArtrHurR B. Frost, and g by 
Henry Hottpay. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. 

—- A TancLep Tae. With 6 Illustrations 
by ArrHuR B. Frost. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. net. 

—— Syivic anp Bruno. With 46 Illustra- 
tions by Harry Furniss. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d. net. 

— Tue Norsery“‘Atice.” TwentyColoured 
Enlargements from TENNIEL’s Illustrations 
to ‘‘Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland,” 
with Text adapted to Nursery Readers. 
4to. 4s. net.—People's Edition. ato. 2s. net. 

—— THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK, AN AGONY 
In Ercut Firs. With 9 Illustrations by 
Henry Hortpay. Cr. 8yo. 4s. 6d. net. 


CLIFFORD (Mrs. W.K.).—ANyHow STorIEsS, 
With Illustrations by Dorotuy TENNANT 
Cr. 8vo. rs. 6a. ; paper covers, 1s. 


CORBETT (Julian).—For Gop anp Go tp. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


CRAIK (Mrs.).—Axicz Learmont: A Fairy 
Tate. Illustrated. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

—— Tue ApvENTURES OF A BrowniE. IIlus- 
trated by Mrs. ALLINGHAM. Gl. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— Tue LittrLte Lame PRINCE AND HIS 
TRAVELLING CLoak. Illustrated by J. McL. 
Ratuston. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

—— Our Year: A CuiLp’s Boox 1n Prose 
AND VERSE. Illustrated. Gl. 8vo. as. 6d. 
—— LirtLe Sunsuine’s Hortpay. Globe 

8vo. 2s. 6d. 
—— Tue Farry Boox: Tuer Best Popucar 
Farry Srories. 18mo. 2s, 6d. net. 
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CRAIK (Mrs.).—CuHILDREN S PorTRY. Ex. 
fep. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

-— Soncs oF our YoutTH. Small 4to. 6s. 

DE MORGAN (Mary).—THE NECKLACE oF 
PRINCEss FIORIMONDE, AND OTHER STORIES. 
flustrated by WaLTER Crane. Ext. fep. 
8vo. 3s. 6d.—Large Paper Ed., with Illus- 
trations on India Paper. roo copies printed. 


FOWLER(W. W.). (See NaTuRAL HisTory.) 


GREENWOOD (Jessy E.).—THE Moon 
MAIDEN: ANDOTHER STORIES. Cr.8vo. 35.6d. 


“GRIMM’S FAIRY TALES. Translated by 
Lucy Crane, and Illustrated by WALTER 
Crane. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


KEARY (A. and E.).—TuHE HEROES oF 
AsGaRD. Tales from Scandinavian My- 
thology. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


KEARY(E.).—THE Maaic VALLEY. 
by ‘‘E.V.B.” Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


KINGSLEY (Charles).—Tur Herrors; or, 
Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. Cr. 8vo. 
38. 6d.—Presentation Ed,, gilt edges. 7s.6d. 
Mapvam How anv Lapy Way; or, First 

Lessons in Earth-Lore. Cr. 8vo. 39. 6d. 
THe Water-Basies: A Fairy Tale for a 
Land Baby. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6¢.—New Edit. 
Illus. by L. SamBourNnE. Fcp. 4to. ras. 6d. 


MACLAREN (Arch.).—TuE Farry Famity. 
A Series of Ballads and Metrical Tales. 
Cr. 8vo. 5s. 


MACMILLAN (Hugh). (See p. 35.) 
MADAME TABBY’S ESTABLISHMENT. 
By Kart. Illust. by L. Warn. Cr.8vo. 4s. 6d. 


MAGUIRE (J. F.).—Youne Prince Mart- 
GOLD, Illustrated. Globe 8vo. 45. 6d. 


MARTIN (Frances).—Tue Port's Hour. 
Poetry selected for Children. 18mo. 2s. 6d. 
—— SprinG-TIMEWITHTHEPOETS.18mo. 3s. 6d. 


MAZINI (Linda).—In Tur GoLpDEN SHELL. 
With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


MMOLESWORTH (Mrs.).—Works. LIllust. by 
WaLTER CRANE. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. each. 
“ Carrots,” Just a LITTLE Boy. 
A Curistmas CHILD. 
CHRISTMAS-TREE LAND. 
THe Cuckoo Crock. 
Four Winns Farm. 
“GRANDMOTHER DEAR. 
HERR Bapsy. 
Littie Miss Precey. 
“THe Rectory CHILDREN. 
Rosy. 
Tue Tapestry Room. 
Tet ME A STory. 
Two LitTLe Wairs. 
“Us”: An Old-Fashioned Story. 
“CHILDREN OF THE CASTLE. 
— A CuristTMas Posy. 


Illustr. 


Illustrated by 


WatTER CRANE. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. 
—— Summer Srorigs. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
— Four Guost Stories. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


—— NursE HEATHERDALE’s STorY. IlIlust. 


by Lestiz Brooke. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
“MRS. JERNINGHAM’S JOURNAL” 
(Author of ).—Tur Runaway. Gl.8vo. 25.6d. 
OLIPHANT (Mrs.).—AcGNnES Hoperoun’s 
ScHooLs AND Ho.ipays. Illust. G1.8vo. 25.6d. 
(PALGRAVE (Francis Turner).—THE Five 
Days’ ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. Small 4to. 6s. 


PALGRAVE (F, T.).—TuHE CuiLpren’s 
TREASURY OF LyricaL PorTRy. 18mo. 
2s. 64.—Or in 2 parts, rs. each. 

PATMORE (C.).—THE Cuitpren’s Gar: 
LAND FROM THE BEST POETS. 18mo. 
2s. 6d. net. 

ROSSETTI (Christina).—Spzaxinc LikE- 
NESSES. Illust. by A. HuGcugs. Cr.8vo. 45.64 

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS: A Srory 
FOR Girts. Illustrated. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


ST. JOHNSTON (A.).—Campinc amonG 
CANNIBALS. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

— Cuarviiz AsGaRDE: THE STORY OF A 
FRIENDSHIP. Illustrated by HucH THom 
son. Cr. 8vo. 59. 

“ST. OLAVE’S” (Author of). 
Globe 8vo. 

WueEn I was a LITTLE GIRL. 
Nine YEARS OLp. 2s. 6d. 
WHEN Papa Comes Home. 4s. 6d. 
Pansiez’s Frour BIN. 4s. 6d. 

STEWART (Aubrey).—THE TaLe or Troy. 
Done into English. Globe 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

TENNYSON (Hon. Hallam).—Jack anp 
THE BEAN-STALK. English Hexameters. 
Illust. by R. CatpEcotTrT. Fep. 4to. 3s. 6d. 

“WANDERING WILLIE” (Author of).— 
CoNRAD THE SQUIRREL. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

WARD (Mrs. T. Humphry).—Mitty anp 
Orty. With Illustrations by Mrs. Atma 
Tavrema. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

WEBSTER (Augusta).—DaFrFoDIL AND THE 
CROAXAXICANS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WILLOUGHBY (F.).—Farry GUARDIANS. 
Illustr. by TowNLEY GREEN. Cr. 8vo. 5. 


WOODS (M. A.). (See CoLLEcTIons, p. 17.) 


YONGE (Charlotte M.).—THE Prince AND 
THE Pace. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

A Book or GoLpEN DEEps. 1r8mo. 2s.6d. 
net. Globe 8vo. 2s.—Abridged Edition. 1s. 

— Lances or Lynwoop. Cr. vo. 2s. 6a. 

—— P’s anv Q's; and Litrite Lucy’s Won- 
DERFUL GLosE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6a. 

— A SroreHoOuSsE oF SToRIEsS. 2 vols. 
Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. each. 

Tue PopuLraTION OF AN OLD PEAR: 


Illustrated, 


2s. 6d. 


TREE; or, Stories of Insect Life. From E, 
Van BruysseEv. Illustr. Gl. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
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Comparative Anatomy—Practical Zoology— 
Entomology—Ornithology. 
(See also BioLtocy; Narurat History; 
Puysi0Locy.) 


Comparative Anatomy. 


FLOWER (Prof. W. H.).—ANn INTRODUCTION 
TO THE OSTEOLOGY OF THE MAMMALIA, 
Illustrated. 3rd Edit., revised with the assist- 
anceof Hans Gapow, Ph.D. Cr.8vo. ros.6d. 


HUMPHRY (Prof. Sir G. M.).—Osserva- 
TIONS IN MyoLoGy. 8vo. 6s. 


LANG (Prof. Arnold).—TrxtT-Boox or Com- 
PARATIVE ANATOMY. Transl. by H. M. and 
M. Bernarp. Preface by Prof. E. Harc- 
KEL. Illustr. 2vols. 8vo. Part I. r7s. net. 


PARKER (T. Jeffery).-A Coursr or In. 
STRUCTION IN ZooTOMY (VERTEBRATA). 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 85 6d. 
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ZOOLOGY. 
Comparative Anatomy—continued. 
PETTIGREW (J. Bell).—Tuer Puysio.ocy 
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS, IN THE 
Lower ANIMALS, ANDIN Man. 8vo, 125. 


SHUFELDT (R. W.).—THE Myotocy oF 
THE Raven (Corvus corax Sinuatus). A 
Guide to the Study of the Muscular Systern 
in Birds. Illustrated. 8vo. 135. net. 


WIEDERSHEIM (Prof. R.).—ELEMENTS OF 
THE COMPARATIVE ANATOMY OF VERTE- 
BRATES. Adapted by W. NEwTon PARKER. 
With Additions. Illustrated. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


Practical Zoology. 
HOWES (Prof. G. B.).—An ATLAS OF PRac- 
TICAL ELEMENTARY BioLocy. With a Pre- 
face by Prof. HuxLry. 4to. 14s. 


HUXLEY (T. H.) and MARTIN (H. N.).— 
A Course oF PrRacTicaL INSTRUCTION IN 
ELEMENTARY BriotoGcy. Revised and ex- 
tended by Prof. G. B. Howes and D. H. 
Scott, Ph.D. Cr. 8vo. tos. 6d. 

THOMSON (Sir C. Wyville).—THre Voyace 
OF THE ‘‘CHALLENGER”: THE ATLANTIC. 
With Hosa ons Coloured Maps, Charts, 

2 vols. 


THOMSON (Sir C. Wyville).—TuHe Deptus 
OF THE SEA. An Account of the Results of 
the Dredging Cruises of H.M.SS. “ Light- 
ning” and ‘‘ Porcupine,” 1868-69-70. ith, 
Illustrations, Maps, and Plans. 8vo. 315.6d. 


Entomology. 


BUCKTON (G. B.).—MoNoGRAPH OF THE 
BRiTIsH CICAD#, OR TETTIGIDA. 2 vols. 
33s. 6d. eachnet; orin8 Parts. 8s. each net- 


LUBBOCK (Sir John).—THE ORIGIN AND 
METAMORPHOSES OF INsECTS. _ Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 


SCUDDER (S. H.).—Fossit Insects oF 
Nortu America. Map and Plates. 2 
vols. 4to. gos. net. 


Ornithology. 
COUES (Elliott).—Kry To NorTH AMERICAN 
Birps. Illustrated. 8vo. 2. 2s. 
— Hanpsook oF FIELD AND GENERAL OR- 
NITHOLOGY. Illustrated. 8vo. tos. net. 


FOWLER(W. W.). (See NaTuRAL History.) 


etc 8vo. 455. WHITE (Gilbert). (See NaTurRAL History.) 
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